US  -&M\    1     •*   >  S*>'.^<M  -^ 

SV 

1  (  '         •         U 

-{    £,W.sl    -   kp^-W^-T^-     L?t^ 


-     •  •  •  «f:    !«*,*  ''V' 

,       •  .  *       ij-f  '    Ucv-':  ' 

'  AOl.vvA^" 

r-ev;    ^r  t^A  i  *  ^    l.itUfr* 

^cW\  C; '•)%!>   n^V;«nti  ^  '  k' 

*' 


L-&P    C^fi?^5     l^ol 

'•    -^.    i?t^"vAi;f"     ,-jj,  »  ."     -•"     ''•        '  -'f     •'   J  •'"'  ""I t  ''*•*•      .) 

i     ''      £J  '  J.      '       r 

y'j,  .'• .  '      *•       v'  •"  ^ff'^1-  i    -'    ~*~*&*** 4 3*     ' 

'tl>t.  •  f         CJ  "'  (T 

f&~-    •- .••  /'*"•  '*^   ^"^  -*";  •    •••  r  i  ••  ^v* ••' 

'H*.  .         $/.-J^J'a     ^tVv  i-     ;.;?e;         -j{V,  V    £y  >•-.-     J  -'!-^X?A     ^^ 

V' "J    |\ov  '  "'«-      »'-*-  fr^;  j    ffv  '?       -  ^'^-h".  <J'/.^     M^tC' 

s        \      /    \j 

*^         *  tf         1 

(    I       i  t 

-  cJCV^'  ir> 


,. 
-tte-   ^-ve-  ;i    "w^  rr/^-^K-i  p 

' 


"    / 

>>v^ 


':  - 
'>  '-  "l 


T    I 


THE 

WORKS 

Of  the  CELEBRATED 

Mrs.    CENTLIVRE, 

VOLUME     THE    THIRD, 

CONTAINING 

The  WONDER. 

The  MAN    BEWITCH 'D. 

GOTHAM    ELECTION. 

WIFE    WEL~   MANAGED. 

B  I  C  K.  E  R  S  T  A  F  FSS    B  U  R  I  A  L. 

BOLD    STROKE  FOR  A  WIFE. 

ARTIFICE. 


LONDON: 


Printed  for  J.  K  NA  p  T  o  N,  C.  Hi  T  c  H  and  L.  HAW  E  s, 
J.  and  R.  T  o  N  s  o  N,  S.  C  R  o  w  D  E  R,  W.  BAT  HOE, 
T,  L  o  w  K  D  s,  T.  C  A  s  L  o  N,  H.  W  o  o  D  GA  T  E  and 

S.  B  R  o  o  K  s,  and  G.  K  E  A  R  s  L  v,     MDCCLX. 


PR 
3339 

n(>o 


. 


THE 

W  O  N  D  E  R: 

A 

WOMAN  keeps  a  SECRET. 

A 

COMEDY. 

As  it  is  A  c  T  E  D  at  the 

THEATRJE-ROYAL  in  DRURY-LANE, 
By  His  MAJESTY'S  Servants. 


\ 


r;  '.-I         o   o 


PROLOGUE 

Spoken  by  Mr.  MILLS. 

OUR  Author  fears  the  Criticks  of  the  Stage, 
Who,  like  Barbarians,  Jpare  nor  Sex,  nor  Age ; 
She  trembles  at  thofe  Cenfors  in  the  Pit, 
Who  think  good  Nature  Jhews  a  Want  of  Wit  : 
Such  Malice,   O  !  what  Mufe  can  undergo  it? 
To/awe  themf elves,  they  always  damn  the  Poet. 
Our  Author  flies  from  Juch  a  partial  Jury, 
As  wary  Lovers  from  the  Nymphs  of  Drury  : 
To  the  few  candid  Judges  for  a  Smile, 
She  humbly  fues  to  recompenfe  her  Toil. 
To  the  bright  Circle  of  the  Fair,  Jhe  next 
Commits  her  Caii/e,  with  anxious  Doubts  perplext. 
Where  can  Jhe  withfuch  Hopes  of  Favour  kneel, 
Ai  to  thofe  Judges,  who  her  Frailties  feel  ? 
A  few  Mijlakes,  her  Sex  may  well  excufe, 
And  fur  h  a  Pica,  AVWoman  y£0#V  refufe  : 
If  Jhe  fuccccdi,  a  V/oman  gains ,  Applaufe, 
What  Female  but  mu ft  favour  fuch  a  Caufe  ? 
Her  Faults, — whatfer  they  are — e'en  pafs  'em  lyt 
And  only  en  her  Beauties  fix  your  Eye. 
In  Plays,  like  Vejfels  floating  on  the  Sea, 
There's  none  fo  "wife  to  know  their  Dejtiny. 
In  this,  however,  the  Pilot's  Skill  appears, 
While  by  the  Stars  his  conftant  Courfe  he  fleers  f 
Rightly  our  Author  does  her  Judgment  Jhew, 
*1  hat  for  her  Safety  Jhe  relies  on  You. 
Tour  Approbation,  Fair  ones,  can't  but  move, 
Thcfe  flubborn  Hearts,  which  flrfl  you  taught  to  love  • 
The  Men  muft  all  applaud  this  Play  of  Ours, 
For  ivho  dares  fee  with  other  Eyes,  than  Yours t 
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Dramatis    Perfonas. 


MEN. 

Don  Lopez,       a  Grandee  of  Portugal.  Mr. 

r»      r«  ;•       V   his  Son,  in  Love      ^  •»» 

DonFd,x,  Mr. 


Frederick,          A  Merchant.       -     -     -  Mr.  Bickerfiaff", 

Don  Pedro,       Father  to  Violante.     -  -  Mr.  Bullock,  Jun, 

Col.  Brit  ton,  A  Scotchman.     -  Mr.  Af/7/r. 

GMfy,            His  Footman.     -     r     -  Mr.  Bullock,  Sen. 

Servant  tp  Felix.       -    -  Mr.  Pack. 


WOMEN. 


Nun 
Vhlante,  <     by  her  Father,  in       Mrs.  OlJpehl. 


f  Befigned  for  a  Nu 

e,  <     by  her  Father,  i 

i     Love  with  ^//>. 


Ifalella,     Sifter  to  Felix.     -     -      Mifs  Santlow. 
Inis,  Her  Maid.     -     -     -     Mrs.  Cox. 

Flora,  Maid  to  Violantt.     -        Mrs..  Sawders. 

Alguax,il,  Attendants,  Servants,  &c. 

SCENE   LISBON. 


THE 


WONDER. 


ACT    I.       SCENE  I. 

Enter  Don  Lopez  muting  Frederick. 

Fred.  ^^N^^^^^  Y  Lord  Don  Lopez. 

Don  Lop.   How  d'ye  Frederick  ? 
Fred.  At  your  Lord  {hip's  Service, 
I  am  glad  to  fee  you  look  fo  well  my 
Lord,    I  hope  Antonio  is  out  of  dan 
ger. 

D.  Lop.  Quite  contrary  ;  his  Fe 
ver  increafes,  they  tell  me ;  and  the  Surgeons  are  of  Opi 
nion  his  Wound  is  mortal. 

Fred.  Your  Son  Don  Felix  is  fafe  I  hope. 
D.  Lop.  I  hope  fo  too,  but  they  offer  large  Rewards  to 
apprehend  him. 

Fred.  When  heard  your  Lordfhip  from  him  ? 

D.  Lop.  Not  fince  he  went ;  I  forbad  him  writing  till  the 

Cblick  News  gave  him  an  Account  of  Antonio's  Health, 
tters  might  be  intercepted,  and  the  Place  of  his  Abode 
difcovered. 

Fred.  Your  Caution  was  good,  my  Lord  ;  tho*  I  am  im 
patient  to  hear  from  Felix,  yet  his  Safety  is  my  chief  Con 
cern.     Fortune  has  malicioufly  fhuck  a  Bar  between  us  in 
A  4.  the 
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the  Affairs  of  Life,  but  fhe  has  done  me  the  Honour  to 
unite  our  Souls. 

D.  Lop.  I  am  not  ignorant  of  the  Friendfhip  between  my 
Son  and  you.  I  have  heard  him  commend  your  Morals, 
and  lament  your  want  of  noble  Birth. 

Fred.  That's  Nature's  Fault,  my  Lord,  'tis  fome  Com 
fort  not  to  owe  one's  Misfortunes  to  one's  felf,  yet  'tis  im- 
poffible  not  to  regret  the  want  of  noble  Birth. 

D.  Lop.  'Tis  pity  indeed  fuch  excellent  Parts  as  you  are 
Mailer  of,  fliould  be  eclipfed  by  mean  Extraction. 

Fred.  Such  Commendation  wou'd  make  me  vain,  my 
Lord,  did  you  not  caft  in  the  Allay  of  my  Extraction. 

D.  Lop.  There  is  no  Condition  of  Life  without  its  Cares, 
and  it  is  the  Perfection  of  a  Man  to  wear  'em  as  eafy  as  he 
ran  ;  this  unfortunate  Duel  of  my  Son's  does  not  pafs  with 
out  ImpreiSon.  Buc  iiace  'tis  paft  Prevention,  all  my 
Concern  is- now,  how  he  may  efcape  the  Punifhment ;  if 
Antonio  dies,  FeKx  (hall  for  England.  You  have  been  there, 
what  fort  of  People  are  the  Englijk  ? 

Fred.  My  Lord,  the  Englijh  are  by  Nature,  what  the 
ancient  Romans  were  by  Discipline,  couragious,  bold,  har 
dy,  and  in  love  with  Liberty.  Liberty  is  the  Idol  of  the 
Rnglifhi  under  whofe  Banner  all  the  Nation  lifts  ;  give  but 
the  Word  for  Liberty,  and  ftraight  more  armed  Legions 
wou'd  appear*  than  France,  and  Philip  keep  in  conllant 
Pay. 

D.  L?p.  I  like  their  Principles ;  who  does  not  wifli  for 
Freedom  in  all  Degrees  of  Life  ?  Tho'  common  Prudence 
fome  times  makes  us  act  againft  it,  as  I  am  now  oblig'd  to 
do,  for  1  intend  to  marry  my  Daughter  to  Don  Guzman, 
whom  I  expect  from  Holland  every  Day,  whither  he  went 
to  take  PolTeflion  of  a  large  Eftate  left  him  by  his  Uncle. 

Fred.  You  will  not  fure  facrifice  the  lovely  Ifabella  to 
Age,  Avarice,  and  a  Fool  ;  pardon  the  Exprelfion,  my 
Lord ;  but  my  Concern  for  your  beauteous  Daughter 
tranfports  me  beyond  that  good  Manners  which  I  ought  to 
pay  your  Lordfhip's  Prefence. 

D.  Lop.  I  can't  deny  the  Juftnefs  of  the  Character,  Fre 
derick;  but  you  are  not  infenfible  what  I  have  fuffered  by 
thefe  Wars,  and  he  has  two  things  which  render  him  very 
agreeable  to  me  rbr  a  Son-in-Law,  he'is  rich  and  well  born  ; 
as  for  his  being  a  Fool,  I  don't  conceive  how  that  can  be 
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any  Blot  in  a  Hufband,  who  is  already  pofiefs'd  of  a  good 
Eflate.— A  poor  Fool  indeed  is  a  very  fcandalous  Thing, 
and  fo  are  your  poor  Wits,  in  my  Opinion,  who  have  no 
thing  to  be  vain  of,  but  the  Infide  of  their  Skulls  :  Now 
for  Don  Guzman  I  know  I  can  rule  him,  as  I  think  fit ; 
this  is  afting  the  politick  Part,  Frederick,  without  which, 
it  is  impofiible  to  keep  up  the  Port  of  this  Life. 

Fred.  But  have  you  no  Confideration  for  your  Daugh 
ter's  Welfare,  my  Lord  ? 

D.  Lop.  Is  a  Hufband  of  twenty  thoufand  Crowns  a 
Year,  no  Confideration  ?  Now  I  think  it  a  very  good 
Confideration. 

Fred.  One  way,  my  Lord.     But  what  will  the  World 
fay  of  fuch  a  Match  ? 
' D.  Lcp.  Sir,  I  value  not  the  World  a  Button. 

Fred.  I  cannot  think  your  Daughter  can  have  any  Incli 
nation  for  fuch  a  Hufband. 

D.  Lop.  There  I  believe  you  are  pretty  much  in  the 
right,  tho'  it  is  a  Secret  which  I  never  had  the  Curiofity 
to  enquire  into,  nor  I  believe  ever  mall. — Inclination, 
quotha  !  Parents  would  have  a  fine  Time  on'tif  they  con- 
iulted  their  Childrens  Inclinations !  I'll  venture  you  a 
W'ager,  that  jn  all  the  garrifon  Towns  in  Spain  and  Por 
tugal,  during  the  late  War,  there  were  not  three  Worn  -'n, 
who  have  not  had  an  Inclination  to  every  Officer  in  the 
whole  Army  ;  does  it  therefore  follow,  that  their  Fathers 
ought  to  pimp  for  them  ?  No,  no,  Sir,  it  is  not  a  Fa 
ther's  Bufmefs  to  follow  his  Childrens  Inclinations  till  hey' 
makes  himfelf  a  Beggar. 

Fred.  But  this  is  of  another  Nature,  my  Lord. 

D.  Lop.  Look  ye,  Sir,  I  refolve  Ihe  mall  marry  Don 
Guzman  the  Moment  he  arrives ;  tho' I  cou'd  not  govern 
my  Son,  I  will  my  Daughter,  I  allure  you. 

Fred.  This  Match,  my  Lord,  is  more  prepoflerous  than 
that  which  you  propofed  to  your  Son,  from  whence  arofe 
this  fatal  Quarrel. — Don  Antonio's  Sifter,  Efaira,  wanted 
Beauty  only,  but  Guzman  every  thing,  but  — 

D.  Lop.  Money — and  trut  will  purchafc  every  thing,  and 
fo  Adieu.  (Exit. 

Fred.  Monftrous !  Thefe  are  the  Refolu:ions  which  de-  »/ 

ftroy  the  Comforts  of  Matrimony he  is  rich,  and  well 

>orn;  powerful  Arguments  indeed  !  Could  1  but  add  them 
A  5  to 
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to  the  Friendfhip  of  Don  Felix,  what  might  I  not  hope  .? 
But  a  Merchant,  and  a  Grandee  of  Spain,  are  iuconiiilent 
Names — Lijjhrdo !  From  whence  came  you  ? 

£Wttr  Lilfardo  in  a  Riding  Habit.. 

Liff".  That  Letter  will  inform  you,  Sir. 

Fred.  I  hope  your  Matter's  fafe. 

Lifl*.  I  left  him  fo  ;  I  have  another  to  deliver  which  re 
quires  hafte — Your  moft  humble  Servant,  Sir.  (bowing. 

Fred.  To  Violante,,\  fuppofe.. 

Liffl  The  fame,  [Exit. 

Fr.ed.  (Reads)  Dear  Frederick,  the  two  chief  Bleffings 
«f  this  Life  are  a  Friend,  and  a  Miftrefs ;  to  be  debarred 
the  Sight  of  thofe  is  not  to  live.  I  hear  nothing  of  An 
tonio's  D^ath,  therefore  refolve  to  venture  to  thy  Houfe 
this  Evening,,  impatient  to  fee  Violante,  and  embrace  my 
Friend*  Yours,  Felix. 

Pray  Heaven  he  comes  undifcover'd. Ha!   Colonel 

JBritton* 

Enter  C?/0»£/Britton  in  a  Riding  Habit. 

Col.  Frederick,  I  rejoice  to  fee  thee. 

Fred.  What  brought  you  to  Lijbon,  Colonel  ? 

CoL  La  Fortune  de  la  Guerre,  as  the  French  fay,  I  have 
commanded  thefe  three  laft  Years  in  Spain,  but  my  Coun 
try  has  thought  fit  to  ftrike  up  a  Peace,  and  give  us  good 
Prctejlants  leave  to  hope  for  Chriilian  Burial,  fo  I  refolve 
to  take  Lijlon  in  my  Way  home. 

Fred.  If  you  are  not  provided  of  a  Lodging,  Colonel, 
pray  command  my  Houfe,  while  you  ftay. 

Col.  If  I  were  fure  I  mould  not  be  troublefome,  I  wou'e 
accept  your  Offer,  Frederick. 

Fred.  So  far  from  Trouble,  'Colonel,  I  (hall  take  it  as ; 
particular  Favour ;  what  have  we  here  ? 

Col.  My  Footman,  this  is  our  Country  Drefs,  you  muf 
know,  which  for  the  Honour  of  Scotland,  I  make  all  nr 
Servants  wear.. 

Enter  Gibby  in  a  Highland  Drefs. 
Gib.  What  mun  I  de  with  the  Horfes,  an  like  yer  He 
nour,  they  will  tack  cold  gin,  they  itand  in.  the  Caufe 
way. 

*"       - 
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Fred.  Oh !  I'll  take  care  of  them,  what  hoa  Vafquez? 

[Enter  Vafquez. 

put  thofe  Horfcs  which  that  honed  Fellow  will  mow  you 
into  my  Stable,  do  you  hear?  and  feed  them  well. 

Vaf.  Yes,  Sir. — Sir,  by  my  Mailer's  Order,  I  am,  Sir,, 
your  moft  obfequious  humble  Servant.  Be  pleas'd  to  lead 
the  Way.  -  [bonding. 

Gib.  S'bled  gang  yer  gat^  Sir,  and  I  fall  follow  ye  :  lie  . 
tee  hungry  to  feed  on  Compliments.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Ha,  ha,  a  comical  Fellow.  —  Well,  how  do  you 
like  our  Country,  Colo:  el  ? 

Col.  Why  Faith,  Frederick,  a  Man  might  pafs  his 
Time  agreeable  enough  wich-infide  of  a  Nunnery,  but  to 
behold  fuch  Troops  of  foft,  plump,  tender,  melting,  wifh- 
ing,  nay,  willing  Girls  too,  thro'  a  damn'd  Grate,  gives 
us  Britons  ftrong  Temptation  to  plunder.  Ah  Frederick, 
your  Priefls  are  wicked  Rogues.  They  immure  Beauty  for 
their  own  proper  Ufc,  and  ihow  it  only  to  the  Laity  to 
create  Defires,  and  inflame  Accorapts,  that  they  may  pur- 
cliafe  Pardons  at  a  dearer  Rate: 

Fred.  I  own  Wenching  is  fomething  more  difficult  here 
than  in  England,  where  Womens  Liberties  are  fubiervient 
to  their  Inclinations,  and  Hufbands  feem  of  no  Effccl  but 
to  take  Care  of  the  Children  which  their  Wives  prqvide. 

CoL  And  dcesReftraint  get  the  better  of  Inclination  with, 
yeur  Women  here?  No,  1'il  be  (worn  not  one  even  in 
fourfcore.  Don't  I  know  the  Conftitution  of  the  Spanijb 
Lad.es .  ? 

Fred.  And  of  all  Ladies  where  you  come,  Colonel,  you 
were  ever  a  Man  of  Gallantly. 

Col.  Ah  Frederick,  the  Kirk  half  flarves  us  Scotchmen. 
We  are  kept  fo  (harp  at  home,  that  we  feed  like  Cannibal* 
abroad.  Hark  ye,  haft  thou  never  a  pretty  Acquaintance 
now,  that  thou  would'ti  confign  over  to  a  Friend  for  half 
an  Hour,  ha  ? 

Fred.  Faith,  Colonel,  I  am  the  worft  Pimp  in  Cbrif- 
tendom,  you  had  better  truft  to  your  own  Luck  I  the  Wo 
men  will  foon  find  you  out,  I  warrant  you. 

Col.  Ay,  but  it  is  dangerous  foraging  in  an  Enemy's 
Country,  and  fince  I  have  fome  hopes  of  ieeing  my  own 
again,  I  had  rather  purchafe  my  Pleafure,  than  run  the 
Hazard  of  a  StiUetto  in  my  Guts.  'Egad,  1  think  I  mufl 
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e'en  marry,and  facrifice  my  Body  for  the  Good  of  my  Soul ; 
wilt  thou  recommend  me  to  a  Wife  then,  one  that  is  wil 
ling  to  exchange  her  Moydores  for  Englijh  Liberty  ;  ha 
Friend  ? 

Fred.  She  muft  be  very  handfome,  I  fuppofe. 

Col.  The  handfomer  the  better— but  be  fure  me  has  a 
Nofe. 

Fred.  Ay,  ay,  and  fome  Gold. 

"^  Col.  Oh,  very  much  Gold,  I  mall  never  be  able  to  fwal- 
low  the  Matrimonial  Pill,  if  it  be  not  well  gilded. 

Fred.  Puh,  Beauty  will  make  it  Hide  down  nimbly, 

Col.  At  firft  perhaps  it  may,  but  the  fecond  or  third 

Dofe  will  choak  me 1  confefs,   Frederick,  Women  are 

the  prettiefl  Play-things  in  Nature  ;  but  Gold,  fubftantial 
Gold,  gives  'em  the  Air,  the  Mien,  the  Shape,  the  Grace, 
and  Beauty  of  a  Goddefs. 

Fred.  And  has  not  Gold  the  fame  Divinity  in  their 
Eyes,  Colonel  ? 

-%/  Col.  Too  often. — Money  is  the  very  God  of  Marriage  ; 
the  Poets  drefs  him  in  a  Saffron  Robe,  by  which  they. fi 
gure  out  the  golden  Deity,  and  his  lighted  Torch  blazons 
thofe  mighty  Charms,  which  encourage  us  to  lift  under 
his  Banner. 

None  marry  now  for  Low,  no,  that's  a  Jeft. 

The  f elf  fame  Bargain,  ferves  for  Wife,   and  Bcaft. 

Fred.  You  are  always  gay,  Colonel  ;  come,  Jhall  we 
take  a  refreshing  Glafs  at  my  Houfe,  and  confider  what 
has  been  faid  ? 

Col.  1  have  two  or  three  Compliments  to  difcharge  for 
fome  Friends,  and- then  I  mall  wait  on  you  with  Pieafure  : 
Where  do  you  live  ? 

Fred.  At  yon  Corner  Houfe  with  the  green  Rails. 

Col.  In  the  Clofe  of  the  Evening  I  will  endeavour  to  kifs 
your  Hand.  Adieu.  [Exit. 

Fred.  I  (hall  expect  you  with  Impatience.  [Exit. 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Inis  far  Maid. 
Inis.  ForGoodncfs  fake,  Madam,  where  are  you  going 
in  this  Pet  ? 

s^  Ifab.  Anywhere  to  avoid  Matrimony;  the  Thoughts  of 
a  Huiband  is  as  terrible  to  me  as  the  Sight  of  a  Hobgoblin. 

Inis. 
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V  his.  Ay,  of  an  old  Hufband  ;  but  if  you  may  chufe  for 
yourfelf,  I  fancy  Matrimony  would  be  no  fuch v  frightful 
thing  to  you. 

Ijab.  You  are  pretty  much  in  the  right,  Inis ;  but  to  be 
forc'd  into  the  Arms  of  an  Jdeot,  a  fneaking,  fnivling, 
drivling,  avaricious  Fool,  who  has  neither  Perfon  to  pleafe 
the  Eye,  Senfe  to  charm  the  Ear,  nor  Generofity  to  fup- 
ply  thofe  Defefts.  Ah,  Inis!  What  pleafant  Lives  Wo-  / 
men  lead  in  England,  wlwre  Duty  wears  no  Fetter  but  In-V/ 

•clination  :  The  Cuftom  of  our  Country  inflaves  us  from 
our  very  Cradles,  firft  to  our  Parents,  next  to  our  Huf- 
bands ;  and  when  Heaven  is  fo  kind  to  rid  us  of  both  thefe, 
our  Brothers  ftill  ufurp  Authority,  and  expeft  a  blind 
Obedience  from  us  ;  fo  that  Maids,  Wives,  or  Widows,  - 
we  are  little  better  than  Slaves  to  the  Tyrant  Man  ;  there 
fore  to  avoid  their  Power,  I  refolve  to  caft  myfelf  into  a 
Monaftery. 

'Inis.  That  is,  you'll  cut  yoar  own  Throat  to  avoid  ano 
ther's  doing  it  for  you.  Ah,  Madam,  thofe  Eyes  tell  me 
you  have  no  Nun's  Fltfh  about  you  ;  a  Monaftery,  quotha ! 
Where  you'll  vvilh  yourfelf  in  the  Green-Sicknefs  in  a 
Month. 

\Ifnl'.  What  care  I,  there  will  be  no  Msn  to  plague  me. 
Inis.  No,  nor  what's  much  worfe,  to   pleafe  you  nei 
ther — Ad'slife,  Madam,  you  are  the  firft  Woman  that  e'er 

defpair'd  in  a  Chriilian   Country Were  I  in    your 

Place 

I/at.  Why,   what  would  your  Wifclom  do  if  you  were  ? 

Inis.  I'd  irabark  with  the,  firft  fr.ir  Wind  with  all  my 
Jewels,  and  feek  my.Fortune  on  t'other  fide  the  Water; 
no  Shore-can  treat  you  worfe  than  your  own  ;  there's  ne'er 
a  Father  in  Cbr<ftendom  mould  make  me  marry  any  Man 
againft  my  Will. 

I/at.  I  am  too  great  a  Coward  to  follow  your  Advice. 
I  mud  contrive- fome  way  to  avoid  Don  Guzman,  and  yet 
flay  in  my  own  Country. 


Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  Muft  you  fo,  Miftrefs?  but  I  fhall  take  Care  to 
prevent  you.  (dfide.)  Ifabella,  whither  are  you  going,  my 
Child. 

J/a&.  Ha !  my  Father  !  to  Church,  Sir. 

Inis. 
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Inis.  The  old  Rogue  has  certainly  over-heard  her. 

\Afide, 

Lop.  Your  Devotion  muft  needs  be  very  ftrong,  or  your 
Memory  very  weak,  my  Dear  ;  why,  Vefpers  are  over 
for  this  Night ;  come,  corne,  you  mall  have  a  better  Er 
rand  to  Church  than  to  fay  your  Prayers  there.  Don  Guz 
man  is  arrived  ia  the  River,  and  I  exped  him  aihore  To 
morrow, 

IJab.  Ha,  To-  morrow  ! 

Lop.  He  writes  me  Word,  That -his  Eftate  in  Holland  is 
worth  1 2000  Crowns  a  Year,  which,  together  with  what 
he  had  before,  will  make  thee  the  happieil  Wife  in  Lijlon. 

IJab.  And  the  moft  unhappy  Woman  in  the  World.  Oh 
Sir  !  If  I  have  any  Power  in  your  Heart,  if  the  Tendernefs 
of  a  Father  be  not  quite  extincl,  hear  me  with  Patience. 

Lop.  No  Objection  againft  the  Marriage,  and  I  will  hear 
whatever  thou  haft  to  fay. 

IJab.  That's  torturing  me  on  the  Rack,  and  forbidding 
me  to  groan  ;  upon  my  Knees  I  claim  the  Privilege  of 
Fleih  and  Blood.  [Kneels. 

Lop.  I  grant  it,  thou  (halt  have  an  Arm  full  of  Flefh  and 
Blood  To-morrow;  Flefh  and  Blood,  quotha;  Heaven 
forbid  I  fhould  deny  thee  Flefh  and  Blood,  my  Girl. 

Inis.  Here's  an  old  Dog  for  you.  \Afide* 

Ifab.  Do  not  Miftake,  Sir ;  the  fatal  Stroke  which  fe- 
parates  Soul  and  Body,  is  not  more  terrible  to  ("the 
Thoughts  of  Sinners,  than  the  Name  of  Guxman  to  my  Ear. 

Lop.  Puh,  Puh  ;  you  lye,  you  lye. 

IJab.  My  frighted  Heart  beats  hard  againft  my  Breaft, 
as  if  it  fought  a  Paffage  to  your  Feet,  to  beg  you'd  change 
your  Purpofe. 

Lop.  A  very  pretty  Speech  this ;  if  it  were  turn'd  into 
blank  Verfe,  it  would  ferve  for  a  Tragedy  ;  Why,  thou  halt 

more  Wit  than  I  thought  thou  hadft,  Child. 1  fancy/ 

this  was  all  extempore*  1  don't  believe  thou  did'ft  ever  think 
of  one  Word  on't  before. 

Inis.  Yes,  but  (he  has,  my  Lord,,  for  I  have  heard  her 
fay  the  fame  Things  a  thoufand  Times. 

Lop.  How,  how  ?  What  do  you  top  your  fecond-hand 
Jefts  upon  your  Father?  Huffy,  who  knows  better  what's 
good  for  you  than  you  do  yourfelf  ?  remember  'tis  your 

iPuty  to  obey. 
jfal, 
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Ifab.  (Rifing)  I  never  difobey'd  before,  and  wifii  I  had 
not  Reafon  now  ;  but  Nature  has  got  the  better  of  my 
Duty,  and  makes  me  loath  the  har(h  Commands  you  lay,* 

Lap.  Ha,  ha,  very  fine !  Ha,  ha. 

Ifab.  Death  itfelf  wou*d  be  more  welcome. 

Lop.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Ifab.  I  am  your  Daughter,  my  Loral,  and'  can  boafl  as 
ftrong  a  Refolution  as  yourfelf ;  I'll  die  before  I'll  many 
Guzman. 

Lop..  Say  you  fo?  Til  try  that  preferrdy.  (Draws.} 
Here  let  me  fee  with  what  Dexterity  you  can  breathe  a 
Vein  now  (offers  her  hisSiuord.)  The  Point  is  pretty  fharp,. 
'twill  do  your  Bufinefs  I  warrant  you. 

Inis.  Blefs  me,  Sir,  What  do  you  mean  to  put  a  Sword 
into  the  Hands  of  a  defperate  Woman  I 

Lop.  Defperate,  ha,  ha,  ha,  )ou  fee  how  defperate  (he 
is  ;  what  art  thou  frighted  little  Bell  ?  ha  ! 

Ifab.  I  confefs  I  am  Itartled  at  your  Morals,  Sir. 

Lop.  Ay,  ay,  Child,  thou  hadil  better  take  the  Man, 
he'll  hurt  thee'  the  leail  of  the  two. 

Ifab.  I  mail  take  neither,  Sir  ;  Death  has  many  Doors*, 
and  when  I  can  live  no  longer  with  Pleafure,  1  mall  find 
^one  to  let  him  in  at  without  your  Aid. 

Lop.  Say'il  thou  fo,  my  dear  Bell?  Ods,  I'm  afraid  thou. 
mrt  a  little  Lunatick,'  Bell.  I  muft  take  care  of  thee  Child, 
(takes  hold  of  her,  and  pulls  out  of  bis  Pocket  a  Key)  I  mall 
make  bold  to  fecure  thee,  rny  Dear  :  I'll  fee  if  Locks  and 
Bars  can  keep  thee  till  Guzman  comes  ;  go,  get  you  into 
your  Chamber. 

There  /'//  your  boajled  Refolution  try, 
And  fee  who'll  get  the  better,  you  or  I. 

es  her  ;n,  and  leeks  the  Doqr. 


ACT 
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A    C    T       II. 

SCENE,    a  Room  in  Don  Pedro'3 

Donna    Violante    reading   a  Lettsr,     and  Flora 


Flora.  \  T  7"  H  A  T  muft  that  Letter  be  read  again  ? 

V  V  ^*'0.  Yes,  and  again,  and  again,  and  again, 
a  thoufand  Times  again  ;  a  Letter  from  a  faithful  Lover 
can  ne'er  be  read  too  often  ;  it  fpeaks  fuch  kind,  fuch  foft, 
fuch  tender  Things  -  •  \Kiffes  it. 

Flo.   But  always  the  fame  Language. 

Fio.    It  does  not  charm  the  lefs  for  that. 
Nyj  Flo.    In  my   Opinion    nothing   charms    that  does  not 
change;  and  any  Compofition  of  the  four  and  twenty  Let 
ters,  after  the  firft  Effay,  from  the  fame  Hand,  muft  be 
dull,  except  a  Bank  Note,  or  a  Bill  of  Exchange. 

Fio.  Thy  Taile  is  my  Averfion—  (Reads)  My  all  that's 
charming,  fince  Life's  not  Life  exil'd  from  thee,  thiY>Night 
Khali  bring  me  to  thy  Arms.  Frederick  and  thee  are  all  I 
truft  :  Thefe  fix  Weeks  Abfence  has  been  in  Love's  Ac- 
compt  fix  hundred  Years  ;  when  it  is  dark,  expect  the 
wonted  Signal  at  thy  Window,  till  when,  adieu,  thine 
more  than  his  own.  Felix. 

Flo.  Who  wou'd  not  have  faid  as  much  to  a  Lady  of 
her  Beauty,  and  twenty  thoufand  Pounds.  —  Were  I  a 
Man,  methinks  I  could  have  faid  a  hundred  finer  Things  ; 
I  wou'd  have  compared  your  Eyes  to  the  Stars,  your  Teeth 
to  Ivory,  your  Lips  to  Coral,  your  Neck  to  Alabafter, 
your  Shape  to  - 

Fio.  No  more  of  your  Bombaft,  Truth  is  the  belt  Elo 
quence  in  a  Lover.  —  What  Proof  remains  ungiven  of  his 
Love  ?  When  his  Father  threatned  to  difmherit  him,  for 
refufing  Dsn  Antcnicfs  Sifter,  from  whence  fprung  this  un 
happy  Quarrel,  did  it  make  his  Love  for  me  ?  And  now, 
tho'  Uriel  Enquiry  runs  thro'  every  Place,  with  large  Re 
wards  to  apprehend  him,  does  he  not  venture  all  for  me  ? 

Flo.  But  you  know,  Madam,  your  Father  Don  Pedro 

defigns 
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defigns  you  for  a  Nun,  and  fays  your  Grandfather  left  you 
yaur  Fortune  upon  that  Condition. 

Vio.  Not  without  my  Approbation,  Girl,  when  I  come 
to  one  and  Twenty,  as  I  am  inform'd.  But -however,  I 
ihall  run  the  Rifle  of  that  ;  go  call  in  LiJJardo. 

Flo.  Yes,  Madam  ;  now  for  a  Thoufand  Verbal  Quef- 
tions.  [Exit,  and  enter  with  LifTardo. 

Vio.  Well,  and  how  do  you  do,  Lifi'ardo  ? 

tiff*.  Ah,  very  weary,  Madam — Faith  thou  look'ft  won 
drous  pretty,  Flora.  \.4ft(^e  to  Fl°ra« 

Vio.  How  came  you  ? 

Lijf.  En  Cavalier,  Madam,  upon  a  Hackney- Jade, 
which  they  toM  me  formerly  belong'd  to  an  Englijh^  Co 
lonel.  But  I  mould  have  rather  thought  me  had  been 
bred  a  good  Roman  Cathclick  all  her  Life-time  ;  for  me 
down  on  her  Knees  to  every  Stock  and  Stone  we  came 
along  by.  My  Chaps  waters  for  a  Kiis,  they  do,  Flora. 

\_Afide  to  Flora. 

Flo.  You'd  make  one  believe  you  are  wondrous  fond, 
now. 

Vio.    Where  did  you  leave  your  Matter. 

Li/.  Od,  if  I  had  you  alone  Houfe-Wife,  I'd  mow  you 
how  fond  I  cou'd  be — • — {Afide  io  Flora)  at  a  little  Farm- 
Houfe,  Madam,  abojt  five  Miles  off;  he'll  be  at  Don 

Frederick's  in  the  Evening Od,  1  will  fo  revenge  my- 

felf  of  thofe  Lips  of  thine.  [to  Flora. 

Vio.  Is  he  in  Health  ? 

Flo.  Oh,    you  counterfeit  wondrous  well.  [to  LifT. 

Liff.  No,  every  Body  knows  I  counterfeit  very  ill. 

[to  Flora. 

Vio.  How  fay  you  ?  Is  Felix  ill  ?  What's  his  Diilemper  ? 
Ha! 

Lijf.  A.  pies  on't,   I  hate  to  be  interrupted Love, 

Madam,  Love In  fhort,    Madam,  I  believe 'he  has 

thought  of  nothing  but  your  Lad)  (hip  ever  fmce  he  left 
Lifoon.  I  am  f u re .  he  cou'd  not,  if  I  may  judge  of  his 
Heart  by  my  own.  \Looking  lovingly  upqn  Flora. 

Vio.  How  came  you  fo  well  acquainted  witn  your 
Matter's  Thoughts,  Li/ardo  ?  / 

LiJJl  By  an   infallible  Rule,  Madam ;  Words  are  the  y/ 
Pictures  of  the  Mind,  you  know ;  now  to  prove  he  thinks 
of  nothing  but  you,  he  talks  of  nothing  but  you — —for 

Example, 
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Example,  Madam,  coming  from  mooting  t'other  Day, 
with  a  Brace  of  Partridges,  Li/ardo,  faid  he,  go  bid  the 

Cook  roaft  me  thefe  Violant<?s 1  flew  into  the  Kitchin, 

full  of  Thoughts  of  thee,  cry'd,  here  Cook,  roaft  me  thefe 
FkrettJt.  fro  Flora. 

Flo.  Ha,  ha,  excellent You  mimick  your  Maftei 

then  it  feems. 

Lijf.  I  can  do  every  Thing  as  well  as  my  Matter,  you 
little  Rogue:  —  Another  Time,  Madam,  the  Prieft  came 
to  make  him  a  Vifit,  he  call'd  out  haftily,  Ltffardo,  faid 

he,  bring  a  Violante  for  my  Father  to  fit  down  on  ; 

then  he  often  miftook  my  Name,  Madam,  and  call'd  rm 
Violante ;  in  fhort,  I  heard  it  fo  often,  that  it  became  a; 
familiar  to  me  as  my  Prayers. 

Vio.  You  liv'd  very  merrily  then  it  feems. 
Lif.    Oh,    exceeding  merry,  Madam.     \Ktffes  Flora* 

Hand 

Flo  Ha !  exceeding  merry ;  had  you  Treats  and  Balls  i 
<  Lift  Qh  I  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  feveral. 

Flo.  You  are  mad,  Lijfardo,  you  don't  mind  what  mj 
Lady  fays  to  you.  [dfide  to  Liffardo 

Vio.  Ha !  Balls Is  he  fo  merry  in  my  Abfence  ?  Aru 

did  your  Matter  dance,  LiJJardo  ? 

Lffi  Dance  Madam  !  Where  Madam  ? 
Fit.  Why,  at  thofe  Balls  you  fpeak  of. 
Liff.  Balls !   What  Balls  Madam  ? 
Vio.  Why,  fure  you  are  in  Love,  Liffardo ;  did  not  yoi 
fay,  but  now,  you  had  Balls  where  you  have  been  ? 

Li/.  Balls,  Madam  !  Od'slife,  I  afk  your  Pardon,  Ma 
dam!  I,  I,  I,  had  miflaid  forr.e Wafh-Balls  ofmyMafter' 
t'other  day ;  and  becaufe  I  cou'd  net  think  where  I  ha 
laid  them,  juft  when  he  aflc'd  for  them,  he  very  fairly  brok 
my  Head,  Madam,  and  now  it  feems  I  can  think  of  nc 
thing  elfe.  Alas  !  He  dance,  Madam !  No,  no,  poc 
Gentleman,  he  is  as  melancholy  as  an  unbrac'd  Drum. 

Viv.  Poor  Felix!  There,  wear  that  Ring  for  your  Ma 
ter's  Sake,  ancl  let  him  know,  I  mail  be  ready  to  receiv 
him.  [Exit  Vi( 

Liff.  I  (hall  Madam — (puts  on  the  Ring)  methinks 
Diamond  Ring  is  a  vaft  Addition  to  the  little  Finger  of 
Gentleman.  [admiring  bis  Han* 

flo.  That  Rin?  muft  be  mine Well  Li/Tar  Jo  !  Wh; 

Haf 
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Hafte  you  make  to  pay  off  Arrears  now  ?  Look  how  ttye 
Fellow  ftands ! 

Li/.  Egad,  methinks  I  have  a  very  pretty  Hand— - 

fcnd  very  white and  the  Shape  ! Faith,   I   never 

minded  it  fo  much  before ! In  my  Opinion  it  is  a  very 

fine  fhap'd  Hand and  becomes  a  Diamond  Ring,  as 

well  as  the  firft  Grandee's  in  Portugal. 

Flo.  The  Man's  tranfported !  Is  this  your  Love !  Thia 
your  Impatience  ! 

Li/.  (Takes  Snuff.)  Now  in  my  Mind 1  take  Snuff 

with  a  very  Jantee  Air Well,  I  am  perfuaded  I  want 

nothing  but  a  Coach,  and  a  Title,  to  make  me  a  very  fine 
Gentleman.  [Struts  about. 

•  Flo.  Sweet  Mr.  Li/ardo,  (curtefying)  if  I  may  prefume 
*o  fpeak  to  you,  without  affronting  your  little  Finger. 

Li/.  Odfo  Madam,  I  aflc  your  Pardon Is  it  to  me, 

or  to  the  Ring you  direct  your  Difcourfe,  Madam  ? 

Flo.  Madam !  Good  lack  I  How  much  a  Diamond 
Ring  improves  one  ! 

Li/.  Why,  tho'  I  fay  it 1  can  carry  myfelf  as  well 

as  any -Body But  what  wer't  thou  going  to  fay  Child  F 

Flor.  Why  I  was  a  going  to  fay,  that  I  fancy  you  had 
beft  let  me  keep  that  Ring ;  it  will  be  a  very  pretty  Wed 
ding-Ring,  Li/arda^  would  it  not  ? 

Li/.  Humph!   Ah!  But but but 1  believe 

I  fhan't  marry  yet  a  while. 

Flo.  You  fhan't  you  fay Very  welt !  I  fuppofe  you 

defign  that  Ring  for  Inis. 

Li/.  No,  no,  I  never  bribe  an  old  Acquaintance > 

Perhaps  I  might  let  it  fparkle  in  the  Eyes  of  a  Stranger  a 
little,  till  we  come  to  a  right  Understanding  —  But  then 
like  all  other  mortal  Things,  it  would  return  from  whence 
it  came. 

Flcr.  Infolent -Is  that  your  Manner  of  dealing  ? 

Li/.  With  all  but  thee — . — Kifs  me,  you  little  Rogue 
you.  \.Hugg*"g  her. 

Flor.  Little  Rogue!  Prithee  Fellow,  don't  be  fo  familiar, 
(pujhing  him  away)  if  I  mayn't  keep  your  Ring,  I  can 
keep  my  KirTcs. 

Li/.  You  can,  you  fay  !  Spoke  with  the  Air  of  a  Cham 
ber-maid. 

Flor.  Reply'd  with  die  Spirit  of  a  ferving  Man. 
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LiJ/l  Prithee,  Flora,  don't  let  you  and  I  fall  out,  I  ai 
in  a  merry  Humour,  and  fhall  certainly  fall  in  fomewherc 
Ftor.  What  care  I,  where  you  fall  in. 

T  :.fjtv  '*:',.:•&"'&*-          ':lv»J  '  #k;Jm*H-i~tM*f  IP'   •'* 
Enter  Violante. 

Wo.  Why  do  you  keep  Li/for  do  fo  long,  Flora  ?  Whe 
you  don't  know  how  foon  my  Father  may  awake,  his  AJ 
ternoon  Naps  are  never  long. 

Flor.  Had  Don  Felix  been  with  her,  fhe.wou'd  not  hav 
thought  the  Time  long  ;  thefe  Ladies  confider  no  Body 
Wants  but  their  own.  \ApeL 

Vio.  Go,  go,  let  him  out,  and  bring  a  Candle. 

Flo.  Yes,  Madam. 

Lif.  I  fly,  Madam.  [Exit  Lifl*.  andFlon 

Vio.  The  Day  draws  in,  and  Night,— the  Lover 

Friend  advances Night  more  welcome  than  the  Sun  t 

me,  beeaufe  it  brings  my  Love. 

Fkr.  (Shrieks  within)  Ah  Thieves,  Thieves !  MUJ 
der,  Murder! 

Via.    (Shrieks)  Ah!  defend  me   Heaven!  What  do 
hear  ?  FeUx  is  certainly  purfu'd,  and  will  be  taken. 

'. 4  \  ''   »  v-  •  a-  -  ''••"•'-•>  n  <- •  n  ""  ''itf'/"  .-  -'i 

Enter  Flora  running*- 

Vio.  How  now  !  Why  doft  ftare  fo  ?  Anf\Ver  me  quick 
ly  !  What's  the  Matter? 

Flo.  Oh  Madam  !  as  I  was  letting  out  Lijferdo,  a  Ger 
tleman  rufh^d  between  him  and  I,  flruck  down  my  Car 
die,  and  is  bringing  a  dead  Perfon  in  his  Arms  into  on 
Houfe. 

Vio.  Ha!  a  dead  Perfon  !  Heaven  grant  it  do's  not  prov 
my  Felix. 

Flcr.  Here  they  arc,  Madam. 

Enter  Colonel  w///6  Ifabella  in  bis  Arms. 

Vio.  I'll  retire  till  you  difcover  the  Meaning  of  the  Ac 
cident.  [Exi. 

Col.  (Sets  Ifabella  down  in  the  Chair,  and  addrejjes  bin, 
felf  to  Flora.) 

Madam,  The  Neceflity  this  Lady  was  under,  of  bein 
convey'd  into  fome  Houfe  with  Speed  and  Secrecy,  will 
hope  excufe  any  Indecency  I  might  be  guilty  of,  in  pre; 

{ing  fo  rudely  into  this 1  am  an  entire  Stranger  to  he 

Nam 
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Name  and  Circumftances  ;  wouM  I  were  fo  to  her  Beauty 
too.  (Jlfide)  I  commit  her,  Madam,  to  your  Care,  and 
fly  to  make  her  Retreat  fecure,  if  the  Streets  be  clear; 
permit  me  to  return  and  learn  from  her  own  Mouth,  if  I 
can  be  farther  ferviceable  ;  pray  Madam,  how  is  the  Lady 
of  this  Houfe  call'd  ? 

F/or.  Violante,  Senior He  is  a  handfome  Cavalier, 

and  promifes  well.  \Apde. 

Col.  Are  you  me,  Madam  ? 

Flor.  Only  her  Woman,  Senior. 

Col.  Your  humble  Servant.  Mrs.  Pray  be  careful  of  the 
Lady (gives  her  two  Moydorcs.)  [Exit  CoL 

Flor.  Two  Moydores !  Well  he  is  a  generous  Fellow. 
This  is  the  only  Way  to  make  one  careful ;  I -find  all  Coun 
tries  underlland  the  Conftitution  of  a  Chamber-maid.  «^ 

.-  1'" 
Enter  Violante.  £, 

Vio.  Was  you  diftrafted  Flora  ?  To  tell  my  Name  to  a 
Man  you  never  faw  !  Unthinking  Wench !  Who  knows 
what  this  may  turn  to — What  is  the  Lady  dead !  Ah  !  de 
fend  me  Heaven,  'tis  Ifabella,  Sifter  to  my  Felix,  what 

Jias  befal'n  her  ?  Pray  Heaven  he's  fafe Run  and  fetch 

fome  cold  Water,  (Exit  Flora,  and  enters  with  Water} 
Ifabella,  Friend,  fpeak  to  me,  Oh!  fpeak  to  me,  or  I 
fhall  die  with  Apprehenfion. 

Flor.  See,  (he  revives. 

Ifab.  Oh !  hold  my  deareft  Father,  do  not  force  me, 
indeed  I  cannot  love  him. 

Vio.  How  wild  me  talks. 

IjfrjgHa !  "where  am  I  ? 

Vio. -With  offe  as  fenfible  of  thy  Pain  as  thou  thyfelf 
canft  be. 

Ifab.  Violante !  What  kind  Star  pfeferv'd,  and  lodg'd 
me  here  ? 

Flor.  It  was  a  TerrefHal  Star  call'd  a  Man,  Madam ; 
pray  Jupiter  he  proves  a  lucky  one. 

Ifab.  Oh  !  I  remember  now,  forgive  me  dear  Violante, 
my  Thoughts  ra_rr  fo  much  upon  ihe  Danger  I  efcap'd,  I 
had  forgot. 

Vio. .  May  I  not  know  your  Story  ? 

Ifab.  Thou  art  no  Stranger 'to  one  part  of  it;  I  have 
often  told  thee  'that  my  Father  defign'd  to  facrifice  me  to 

the 
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the*  Arms  of  Don  Guzman,  who  it  feems  is  juft  returned 
from  Holland,  and  expected  afhore  to-inorrow,  the  Day 
that  he  has  fet  to  celebrate  our  Nuptials ;  upon  my  refu- 
iing  to  obey  him,  he  lock'd  me  into  my  Chamber,  vow 
ing  to  keep  me  there  till  he  arriv'd,  and  force  me  to  con- 
fent.  I  know  my  Father  to  be  pofitive,  never  to  be  won 
from  his  Defign  ;  and  having  no  hope  left  me,  to  efcape 
the  Marriage,  I  leap'd  from  the  Window,  into  the  Street. 

Vio.  You  have  not  hurt  yourfelf  I  hope. 

Ifab.  No,  a  Gentleman  paffing  by,  by  Accident  caught 
me  in  his  Arms ;  at  firft  my  Fright  made  me  apprehend 
it  was  my  Father,  till  he  aflur'd  me  to  the  contrary. 

Flor.  He  is  a  very  fine  Gentleman  I  promife  you,  Ma 
dam,  and  a  well  bred  Man  I  warrant  him.  I  think  I  ne 
ver  faw  .a  Grandee  put  his  Hand  into  his  Pocket  with  a 
better  Air  in  my  whole  Life  Time ;  then  he  open'd  his 
Purfe  with  fuch  a  Grace,  that  nothing  but  his  Manner  of 
prefenting  me  the  Gold  could  equal. 

yio.  There  is  but  one  common  Road  to  the  Heart  of  a 
Servant,  and  'tis  impoflible  for  a  generous  Perfon  to  mif- 
take  it. — But  how  came  you  hither  Ifabella  ? 

Ifab.  I  know  not,  I  defir'd  the  Stranger  to  convey  me 
to  the  next  Monajiwy,  but  e'er  I  reach'd  thy  Door,  I  faw, 
or  fancy'd  that  I  faw,  Liffardo,  my  Brother's  Man,  and 
the  Thought  that  his  Mafter  might  not  be  far  off,  flung 
me  into  a  Swoon,  which  is  all  that  I  remember :  Ha ! 
What's  here  (takes  up  a  Letter}  For  Colonel  Britten,  to  be 
left  at  the  Poft-Houfe  in  Liibon ;  this  muft  be  drop'd  by  the1 
Stranger  which  brought  me  hither. 

Via.  Thou  art  fallen  into  the  Hands  of  a  Soldier,  take 
care  he  does  not  lay  thee  under  Contribution,  Girl. 

Ifab.  I  find  he  is  a  Gentleman ;  and  if  he  be  but  un 
married  I  cou'd  be  content  to  follow  him  all  the  World 
over. — But  I  mall  never  fee  him  more  I  fear.  (Sighs  and 

Paufes.) 

Vio.  What  makes  you  figh,  Ifabella? 
Ifab.   The  fear  of  falling  into  my  Father's  Clutches 
again. 

Vio.  Can  I  be  ferviceable  to  you  ? 

Ifab.  Yes,  if  you'll  conceal  me  two  or  three  Days. 
¥io.  You  command  my  Houfe  and  Secrecy. 
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IJab.  I  thank  you  Fiolante, — I  wifli  you  wou'd  oblige 
me  with  Mrs.  Flora  a  while. 

Via.  I'll  fend  for  her  to  you — I  muft  watch  if  Dad  be 
flill  afleep,  or  here  will  be  no  room  for  Felix.  [Exit. 

Ifab.  Well,  I  don't  know  what  ails  me,  but  methinks 
I  wiih  I  cou'd  find  this  Stranger  out. 

Enter  Flora. 

Flor.  Does  your  Ladylhip  want  me,  Madam  ? 
Ifab.  Ay,  Mrs.  FIoray  I  refolve  to  make  you  my  Con-    • 
fident. 

Flor.  I  fhall  endeavour  to  difcharge  my  Duty,  Madam. 
Ifab.  I  doubt  it  not,  and  defire  you  to  accept  this  as  a 
Token  of  my  Gratitude. 

Flora.  O  dear  Senjora,  I  fhou'd  have  been  your  humble 
Servant,  without  a  Fee. 

Ifab.  I  believe  it — But  to  the  Purpofe  —  Do  you  think 
if  you  faw  the  Gentleman  which  brought  me  hither,  you 
ftiou'd  know  him  again  ? 

Flor.  From  a  Thoufand,  Madam,  I  have  an  excellent 
Memory  where  a  handfome  Man's  concern'd ;  when  he 
went  away  he  faid  he  would  return  again  immediately,  I 
admire  he  comes  not. 

Ifab.  Here,  did  you  fay  ?  You  rejoice  me  —  Tho'  I'll 
not  fee  him,  if  he  comes,  cou'd  net  you  contrive  to  give 
him  a  Letter  ? 

Flor.  With  the  Air  of  a  Duenna. — 
Ijab.  Not  in  this  Houfe — You  muft  veil  and  follow  him 
—He  muft  not  know  it  comes  from  me. 

Flor.  What  do  you  take  me  for  a  Novice  in  Love  Af 
fairs  ?  Tho'  I  have  not  pradis'd  the  Art  fmce  I  have  been 
in  Donna  Violante\  Service,  yet  I  have  not  loft  the  Theory 
of  a  Chamber-maid — Do  you  write  the  Letter,  and  leave 
the  reft  to  me— Here,  here,  here's  Pen,  Ink  and  Paper. 
Ifab.  I'll  do't  in  a  Minute.  [Sits  down  to  write. 

Flor.  So  !  This  is  Bufmefs  after  my  own  Heart ;  Love 
always  takes  care  to  reward  his  Labourers,  and  Great  Bri 
tain  feems  to  be  his  Favourite  Country — Oh,  I  long  to 
fee  the  t'other  two  Moydores  with  a  Britifh  Air  —  Me- 
thinks  there's  a  Grace  peculiar  to  that  Nation  in  making 
a  Prefent. 

Ifab. 
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Ifab.  So  I  have  done,  now  if  he  does  but  find  this  Houfe 
again ! 

Flor.  If  he  fhou'd  not  —  I  warrant  I'll  find  him  if  he's 
in  Lijlon.  [Puts  the  Letter  into  her  Bofom. 

Enter  Violante. 

Flo.  Flora,  watch  my  Papa ;  he's  faft  afleep  in  his  Stu 
dy — If  you  find  him  flir,  give  me  Notice.— Hark,  I  hear 
Felix  at  the  Window,  admit  him  inftantly,  and  then  to 
your  PofL  [Exit  Flora. 

Ifab.  What  fay  you  Violante  ?  Is  my  Brother  come  ? 
-  .     Vio.  It  is  his  Signal  at  the  Window. 

Ifab.  (Kneels.)  Oh!  Violante,  I  conjure  thee  by  all  the 
love  thou  bear'ft  to  Felix — By  thy  own  generous  Nature 
—Nay  more,  by  that  unfpotted  Vertue  thou  art  Miftrefs 
of,  do  not  difcover  to  my  Brother  I  am  here, 

Vio.  Contrary  to  your  Defire,  be  aflur'd  I  never  mall, 
but  where's  the  Danger  ? 

Ifab.  Art  thou  born  in  Lijbon,  and  afk  that  Queftion  * 
N  He'll  think  his  Honour  blemifh'd  by  my  Difobedience, 
and  wou'd  reftore  me  to  my  Father,  or  kill  me,  therefore 
dear,  dear  Girl. 

Vio.  Depend  upon  my  Friendfhip,  nothing  mall  draw 
thy  Secret  from  thefe  Lips,  not  even  Felix,  tho'  at  the 
Hazard  of  his  Love;  I  hear  him  coming,  retire  into  that 
Clofet. 

Ifab.  Remember  Violante,  upon  thy  Promife  my  very 
Life  depends.  [Exit. 

Vio.  When  I  betray  thee,  may  I  fhare  thy  Fate. 

Enter  Flora  with  Felix. 

Vio.  My  Felixy  My  everlafting  Love.       [runs  into  bis 

Arms, 

Fel-  My  Life,  my  Soul !  My  Violante  ! 
Vio.  .What  Hazards  doft- thou  run  for  me;  Oh,  how 
ihall  I  requite  thee? 

Fel-  If  during  this  tedious  painful  Exile,  thy  Thoughts 
have  never  wancier'd  from  thy  Felix,  thou  haft  made  me 
more  than  Satisfaction. 

Vio  Can  there  be  room  within  this  Heart  for  any  but 
thyfelf  No,  if  the  God  of  Love  were  loll  to  all  the  reft 
/>f  Human  Kind,  thy  Image  wou'd  fecure  him  in  my 

Breaft, 
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Ereaft,  I  am  all  Truth,  all  Love,  all  Faith,  and  know  no 
jealous  Fears. 

Pel.  My  Heart's  the  proper  Sphere  where  Love  refides ; 
cou'd  he  quit  that  he  wou'd  be  no  where  found  :  And  yet 
Violante  I'm  in  doubt. 

Vib.  Did  I  ever  give  thee  Caufe  to  doubt,  my  Felix. 

Pel.  True  Love  has  many  Fears,  and  Fear  as  many  Eyes 
as  Fame ;  yet  fure  I  think  they  fee  no  Fault  in  thee 
What's  that  ?  [the  Colonel  pats  at  the  Window  without. 

Vio,  What  ?  I  heard  nothing.  [He  pats  again. 

Pel.  Ha !  What  means  this  Signal  at  your  Window  ? 

Vio.  Some  Body  perhaps,  in  paifing  by,  might  acciden 
tally  hit  it,  it  can  be  nothing  elfe. 

Col.  (Within)  Hill,  hift,  Donna  Violante,  Donna  Vio- 
/ante. 

Pel.  They  ufe  your  Name  by  Accident  too,  do  they, 
Madam  ?  [Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  There  is  a  Gentleman  at  the  Window,  Madarn^ 
which  I  fancy  to  be  him  who  brought  Jfabella  hither; 
ihall  I  admit  him  ?  \Afide  to  Violante. 

Vio.  Admit  Diftra&ion  rather,  thou  art  the  Caufe  of 
this,  unthinking  Wretch  !  [Afide  to  Flora. 

Pel.  What  has  Miflrefs  Scout  brought  you  frefh  Intelli 
gence  ?  Death,  I'll  know  the  Bottom  of  this  immediately! 

[offers  toga. 

Plor.  Scout,  I  fcorn  your  Words,  Senior. 

Vio.    Nay,  nay,  nay,  nay,    you.  muft   not  leave  me. 
[runs  and  catches  hold  of  him. 

Pel.  Oh !  'Tis  not  fair,  not  to  anfvver  the  Gentleman, 
Madam.  It  is  none  of  his  Fault,  that  his  Vifit  proves  uiv- 
feafonable  ;  pray  let  me  go,  my  Prefence  is  but  a  Reflraint 
upon  you.  \,ftruggl*s  to  get  from  her. 

[The  Colonel  pats  again. 

Vio,  Was  ever  Accident  fo  mifchievous  ?  [A/ids* 

Flor.  It  mufl  be  the  Colonel,  now  to  deliver  my  Letter 
to  him.  [Rxit. 

Pel.  Hark,  he  grows  impatient  at  your  Delay — Why 
do  you  hold  the  Man,  whofe  Abfence  wou'd  oblige  you, 
pray  let  me  go,  Madam ;  confider,  the  Gentleman  wantt 
you  at  the  Window.  Confufion  1  \ftruggks  JlilL 

Vio.  It  is  not  me  he  wants. 

Pel.  Death,  not  you  ?  Is  there  another  of  your  Name  ic 
B  th. 
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the  Houfe  ?  But,  come  on, 'convince  me  of  the  Truth  of 
what  you  fay:  Open  the  Window,  if  his  Bufmefs  does 

not  lye  with  you,  your  Converfacion  may  be  heard • 

This,  and  only  this,  can  take  off  my  Sufpicion  —  What 
do  you  paufe !  Oh!  Guilt!  Guilt!  Have  I  caught  you, 
nay  then  I'll  leap  the  Balcony.  If  I  remember,  this  Way 
leads  to  it.  [breaks  from  her,  and  goes  to  the  Dcor  *wbtre 

Ifabella  is.] 

Vio.  Oh  Heavens !  What  fhall  I  do  now  ?  Hold,  hold, 

hold,  hold,  not  for  the  World You  enter  there 

Which  way  mall  I  preferve  his  Sifter  from  his  Knowledge  ? 

[Afede. 

Fei.  What  have  I  touch'd  you  j  do  you  fear  your  Lo 
ver's  Life  ? 

fio.  I  fear  for  none  but  you For  Goodnefs  Sake,  do 

not  fpeak  fo  loud  my  Felix.  If  my  Father  hear  you  I  am 
loll  for  ever,  that  Door  opens  into  his  Apartment,  What 
fliall  I  do  if  he  enters  ?  There  he  finds  his  Sifter  —  If  he 

goes  out  he'll  quarrel  with  the  Stranger Nay,  do  not 

Itruggle  to  be  gone,  my  Felix. If  I  open  the  Wincow 

he  may  difcover  the  whole  Intrigue,  and  yet  of  all  Evils 
we  ought  to  chufe  the  leaft.  Your  Curiofity  mall  be  fatis- 
fied.  Whoe'er  you  are  that  with  fuch  Infolence  dare  ufe 
my  Name,  and  give  the  Neighbourhood  Pretence  to  re 
flect  upon  my  Conduct:  I  charge  you  inftantly  be  gone, 
or  expect  the  Treatment  you  deferve.  [goes  to  the  Window, 

and  throws  up  the  Sajh. 

Col.  I  afk  your  Pardon,  Madam,  and  will  obey ;  but 
when  I  left  this  Houfe  to  Night. 

F,l.  Good! 

yio.  It  is  moft  certainly  the  Stranger,  what  will  be  the 
Event  of  this,  Heaven  knows.  (Afede.}  you  are  miftaken 
in  the  Houfe  I  fuppofe,  Sir. 

Pel.  No,  no,  he  is  not  miftaken Pray  Madam  let 

the  Gentleman  go  on. 

Pio.  Wretched  Misfortune,  pray  be  gone  Sir,  I  know 
of  no  Bufinefs  you  have  here. 

Col.  I  wi(h  I  did  not  know  it  neither But  this  Houfe 

contains  my  Soul,  then  can  you  blame  my  Body  for  ho 
vering  about  it ! 

Fel  Excellent ! 

Me.  Diffraction !  He  will  infallibly  difcover  Ifabella. 

1  tell 
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I  tell  you  again  you  are  miftaken  ;  however,  for  your  own 
Satisfaction,  call  To-morrow. 

Pel.  Matchlefs  Impudence  !    An  Aflignation  before  my 

Face No,  he  mall  not  live  to  meet  your  Wifhes. 

[Takes  out  a,  Pijiol  and  goes  towards  the  Window ;  Jhc 

catches  hold  of  him. 

Vio.  Ah  !  (Shrieks)  hold  I  conjure  you. 

Col.  To-morrow's  an  Age,  Madam  !  May  I  not  be  ad 
mitted  to  Night  > 

Vio.  If  you  be  a  Gentleman,  I  command  your  Abfence. 
Unfortunate  !  What  will  my  Stars  do  with  me  ?  [Afide. 

Cbl.  I  have  done — Only  this — Be  careful  of  my  Life, 
for  it  is  in  your  keeping.  [Exit  from  the  Window. 

Pel.  Pray  obferve  the  Gentleman's  Requeft,   Madam. 

[Walking  off  from  her. 

Vio.  1  am  all  Confufion.  \Afide. 

FeL  You  are  all  Truth,  all  Love,  all  Faith  ;  Oh  !  thoa 

all  Woman  ! How  have  I  been  deceiv'd  ?  S'Death, 

cou'd  not  you  have  impos'd  upon  me  for  this  one  Night  ? 
Cou'd  neither  my  faithful  Love,  nor  the  Hazard  I  have 
run  to  fee  you,  make  me  worthy  to  be  cheated  on  r 
-     Vio.  Can  I  bear  this  from  you  ?  [Weeps. 

Pel.  (Repeats}  When  I  left  this  Houfe  to  Night  —  to 
Night  the  Devil !  Return  fo  foon  ! 

Vis.  Oh  Ijabella  !    What  haft  thou  involved  me  in  ! 

[Afidt. 

FeL   (Repeats)  This  Houfe  contains  my  Soul. 

Vio.  Yet  I  refolve  to  keep  the  Secret.  [Afide. 

FeL  (Repeats)  Be  careful  of  my  Life,  for  'tis  in  your 

keeping Damnation  ! How  ugly  me  appears  ? 

[Looking  at  her. 

Vio.  Do  not  look  fo  fternly  on  me,  but  believe  me,  Fe~ 
lix,  I  have  not  injur'd  you,  nor  am  I  falfe. 

FeL  Not  falfe,  not  injur'd  me  !  O  Violante>  loft  and  a- 
bandon'd  to  thy  Vice  !  Not  falfe,  Oh  monftrous ! 

Vio.  Indeed  I  am  not  —  There  is  a  Caufe  which  I  muft 
not  reveal — Oh  think  how  far  Honour  can  oblige  your^x^ 

Sex Then  allovv  a  Woman  may  be  bound  by  the  fame 

Rule  to  keep  a  Secret. 

FeL  Honour,  what  haft  thou  to  do  with  Honour,  thou 
that  canft  admit  plurality  of  Lovers,  a  Secret  ?  Ha,  ha, 
ha,  his  Affairs  are  wondrous  fafe,  who  trufts  his  Secret  to 

B  2  a  Wo- 
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a  Woman's  keeping,  but  you  need  give  yourfelf  no  Trou 
ble  about  clearing  this  Point,  Madam,  for  you  are  become 
fo  indifferent  to  me,  that  your  Truth,  and  Falihood  are 
the  fame  ! 

Vio.  My  Love  !  [Offers  to  take  his  Hand. 

Fel  My  Torment  !  [Turns  from  her. 

Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  So  I  have  deliver'd  my  Letter  to  the  Colonel,  and 
receiv'd  my  Fee.  (Apde)  Madam,  your  Father  bad  me  fee 
what  Noife  that  was  —  For  Goodnefs  fake,  Sir,  why  do 
you  fpeak  fo  loud  ! 

Fel.  I  underftand  my  cue  Miilrefs,  my  Abfence  is  ne- 
ceffary,  I'll  oblige  you.  (going)  [takes  hold  of  him. 

no.  Oh,  let  me  undeceive  you  firfl  ! 

Fel.  Impoflible! 

no.  'Tis  very  poffible  if  I  durfl. 

Fel.  Durfl  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,   durft  quotha. 

Wo.  But  another  Time  I'll  tell  thee  all. 

Fel.  Nay,   now  or  never.  - 

no.  Now  it  cannot  be. 

Fel.  Then  it  (hall  never  be  —  Thou  moft  ungrateful  of 
thy  Sex,  farewel.  [Breaks  from  her  and  Exit. 

'no.  Oh  exquifite  Tryal  of  my  Friendship  !  Yet  not 
even  this,  (hall  draw  the  Secret  from  me, 

That  ril  prefer-ve,  let  Fortune  frown,  or  f  mile, 

And  trujl  to  Love,  my  Love  to  reconcile.  [Exits 


ACT         III. 

Eater  Don  Lopez. 

r  Man  thus  plagu'd 
fwallow  my  Dagger  for  Madnefs;    I  know 


lop.  \T7AS  ever  Man  thus  plagu'd  !  Odfheart,  I  cou'd 

W    fwallow  my  Dagger  for  Madnefs;    I  know 

not  what  to  think,  fure  trteterick\z&  no  Hand  in  her  Ef- 


cape — She  mull  get  out  of  the  Window ;  and  (he  could 
not  do  that  without  a  Ladder ;  and  who  cou'd  bring  it  her, 
but  liim  ?  Ay,  it  muft  be  fo.  The  Diflike  he  (hew'd  to 

Don 
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Don  Guzman  in  ourDifcourfetoDay,  confirms  my  Sufpicion, 
and  I  will  charge  him  home  with  it ;  fure  Children  were 
given  me  for  a  Curfe  !  Why,  what  innumerable  Misfor 
tunes  attend  us  Parents,  when  we  have  employ'd  our  whole 
Care  to  educate,  and  bring  our  Children  up  to  Years  of 
Maturity  ?  Juft  when  we  expecl:  to  reap  the  Fruits  of  our 
Labour;  a  Man  fhall  in  the  tinkling  of  a  Bell,  fee  one 
hang'd,  and  t'other  whor'd.  —  This  gracelefs  Baggage 

But  I'll  to  Frederick  immediately.     Til  take  the  Al- 

guazil  with  me,  and  fearch  his  Houfe  ;  and  if  I  find  her, 

Til  ufe  her by  St.  Anthony,  I  don't  know  how  I'll 

ufe  her.  [Exit. 

The  Scene  changes  to  the  Street. 

Enter  Colonel  with  Ifabella'j  Letter  in  his  Hand,  and 

Gioby  following. 

Col.  Well,  tho'  ]  cou'd  not  fee  my  fair  Incognita,  For 
tune,  to  make  me  amends,  has  flung  another  Intrigue  in 
my  way.  Oh  !  How  I  love  thefe  pretty,  kind,  coming 
Femaks,  that  won't  give  a  Man  the  Trouble  of  wracking 

his  Invention  to  deceive  them. Oh  Portugal!  Thou 

dear  Garden  of  Pleafure Where  Love  drops  down  his 

mellow  Fruit,  and  every  Bough  bends  to  our  Hands,  and 
feems  to  cry  come,  Pull  and  Eat,  how  delicioufly  a  Man 
lives  here  without  Fear  of  the  Stool  of  Repentance  ?  — 
This  Letter  I  receiv'd  from  a  Lady  in  a  Veil— Some  Du 
enna  !  Some  neceffary  Implement  of  Cupid?  I  fuppofe  the 
Stile  is  frank  and  eafy,  I  hope  like  her  that  writ  it. 

(Reads.)  ""  Sir,  'I  have  feen  your  Perfon,  and  like  it. 

yery.concife "  And  if  you'll  meet  at  five  o'Clock  in 

'*  the  Morning  upon  the  Terriers  de paffa,  half  an  Hours 

"  Ccnvrrfatkm  will  let  me  into  your  Mind." Hay  ha, 

la,  a  fbilofc+bical  Wench  :  This  is  the  fir  ft  Time  I  ever 
:iu  a  Woman  had 'any  Bitfinefs  with  the  Mind  of  a  Man.— 
if  your  Intellects  anfweryour  outward  Appearance,  the 
Adventure  may  not  difpleafe  you.  I  expecl  you'll  not 
attempt  to  fee  my  Face,  nor  offer  any  thing  unbecom 
ing  the  Gentleman  I  take  you  for:"  —  Humph,  the 
Gentleman  fhe  takes  me  for ;  I  hope  fhe  takes  me  to  b« 
Flefti  and  Blood,  and  then  I  am  fure  I  mall  do  nothing 
Unbecoming  a  Gentleman.  Well,  if  I  muft  not  fee  her 
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Face,  it  fnall  go  hard  if  I  don't  know  where  fhe  lives. 
Gilly. 

Gib.  Here,  an  lik  ycr  Honour. 

Col.  Follow  me  at  a  good  Diibmce,  do  you  hear, 
Gilfy  ? 

G.'t>.  In  troth  dee  I,  weel  eneugh,  Sir. 

Co'.   I  am  to  meet  a  Lady  upon  the  Terreira  de  paffa. 

Gib    The  Dcel  an  mine  Eye  gin  I  kenn  her,  Sir. 

Cf.I.  But  you  will  when  we  come  there,  Sirrah. 

Gil).  Like  enengh,  £ir  ;  T  have  as  (harp  an  Eyn  tul  a 
bo:  y  Laf;,  as  ere  a  Lad  in  aw  Scotland;  and  what  mun  I 
ticc  u  i  IHT,  Sir  ? 

Ct.l.  Why,  if  flie  r.nd  I  part,  you  mint  watch  her  home, 
and  bring  me  Word  where  fhe  lives. 

G:l>.  In  troth  ial  f,  Sir,  gin  the  Deel  tak  her  not. 

Col.  Come  along  then,  'tis  pretty  near  the  Time. 1 

like  a  Woman  that  rifes  early  to  purfue  her  Inclination. 

Tfats  "jue  improve  the  Plea/ttr.es  of  the  Day, 

While  taftkfs  Mortals  Jleep  their  lime  away.  [Exit. 

Scene  changes  to  Frederick'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Inis  and  LifTardo. 

tiff.  Your  Lady  run  away,  and  you  not  know  whither  ? 
Say  you  ? 

Inis.  She  never  greatly  car'd  for  me  after  finding  you 
and  I  together;  but  you  are  very  grave,  methinks,  Lif- 
fordo. 

LiJJ.  (Looking  upon  the  Ring)  Not  at  all — I  have  fome 
Thoughts  indeed  of  altering  my  Courfe  of  living  ;  there 
is  a  critical  Minute  in  every  Man's  Life,  which,  if  he  can 
but  lay  hold  of,  he  may  make  his  Fortune. 

Inis.  Ha !  What,  do  1  fee  a  Diamond  Ring !  Where 
the  Deuce  had  he  that  Ring  ?  You  have  got  a  very  pretty 
Ring  there,  Li/ardo. 

L'fl  Ay,  the  Trifle  is  pretty  enough But  the  Lady 

which  gave  it  me  is  a  Bono.  Roba  in  Beauty,  I  aflureyou. 

[Cocks  his  Hat  and ftruts. 

Inis.  I  can't  bear  this The  Lady!    What  Lady, 

jfray  ? 

Li/.  Oh  fy  !  There's  a  Queftion  to  aik  a  Gentleman. 

Inis. 
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Inis.  A  Gentleman  !  Why,  the  Fellow's  fpoil'd  !  is  this 
your  Love  for  me?  Ungrateful  Man,  you'll  break  my 
Heart,  fo  you  will.  [Bur/s  into  Tears. 

Li/.  Poor  tender-hearted  Fool. 

Inis.  If  I  knew  who  gave  you  that  Ring,  I'd  tear  her 
Eye^s  out,  fo  I  wou'd.  [Sobs. 

Lift  So,  now  the  Jade  wants  a  little  Coaxing ;  why,   . 
what  doit  thou  weep  for  now,  my  Dear  ?  Ha ! 

Inis.  I  fuppofe  Flora  gave  you  that  Ring;  but  I'll  — 

LiJ/l  No,  the  Devil  take  me  if  fhe  did,  you  make  me 
fwear  now — —So,  they  are  All  for  the  Ring,  but  I  ihall 
bob  'em  :  I  did  but  joke,  the  Ring  is  none  of  mine,  it 
is  my  Matter's ;  I  am  to  give  it  to  be  new  fet,  that's  all ; 
therefore,  prithee  dry  thy  Eyes,  and  kifs  me,  come. 

[Enter  Flora. 

/aw.  And  do  you  really  fpeak  Truth  now  ? 

LiJ)\  Why  do  you  doubt  it  ? 

Flo.  So,  fo,  very  well !  I  thought  there  was  an  In 
trigue  between  him  and  /»«,  for  all  he  has  forfworn  it  fo 
often.  \Afide. 

Inis,  Nor  han't  you  feen  Flora  fince  you  came  to  Town. 

Flo.  Ha  !  How  dares  fhe  name  my  Name  ?          \_AJi<te. 

Liff.  No,  by  this  Kifs  I  han't.  [Kiffes  her. 

Flo.  Here's  a  di/Tembling  Varlet.  [A/Me. 

Inis.  Nor  don't  you  love  her  at  all  ? 

Lrjf.  Love  the  Devil ;  why  did  not  I  always  tell  thee 
Hie  was  my  Averfion  ? 

Flo.  Did  you  fo,  Villain  ?     [Strikes  kirn  a  Box  on  the  Ear. 

Liff.  Zounds,  fhe  here  I  I  have  made  a  fine  Spot  of 
Work  on't.  [Afide. 

Inis.  What's  that  for  ?  Ha.  [Bru/hes  up  to  her* 

Flo.  I  mail  tell  you  by  and  by,  Mrs.  Frippery,  if  you 
don't  get  about  your  Bufmefs. 

Inis.  Who  do  you  call  Frippery  y  Mrs.  Trollop  ?  Pray  get 
about  your  Bufinefs  :  If  you  go  to  that,  I  hope  you  pre 
tend  to  no  Right  and  Title  here. 

I       Liff.  What  the  Devil  do  they  take  me  for,  an  Acre  of 
Land,  that  they  quarrel  about  Right  and  Title  to  me  ? 

[Aftde. 

Flo.  Pray  what  Right  have  you,  Miftr.efs,,  to  aflc  that 
Queftion  ? 
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fur's.  No  matter  for  that,  I  can  mow  a  better  Title  to 
him  than  you,  I  believe. 

Flo.  What,  has  he  given  thee  nine  Months  earneft  for 
a  living  Title  ?  Ha,  ha. 

Jn.'s.  Don't  fling  your  flaunting  Jeils  at  me,  Mrs.  Eold- 
fac?,  for  I  won't  take  'em,  I  aflure  you. 

Li  if.  So  !   Now  am  I  as  great  as  the  fam'd  Alexander. 

But  mv  dear  Statira  and  Rcxana,  don't  exert  yourfelves  io 

much  about  me  :    Now,  I  fancy,  if  you  wou'd  agree  lo- 

1  vingiy  together,  I  might,  in  a  model!  Way,  fatisfy  both 

your  Demands  upon  me. 

Flo.  You  fatisfy  !  No,  Sirrah,  I  am  not  to  be  fatisfy'd 
fo  foon  as  you  think,  perhaps. 

bus.    No,  nor  I  neither What,  do  you  make  no 

Difference  between  its  ? 

Flor.  You  pityful  Fellow,  you  ;  what,  you  fancy,  I 
warrant,  that  I  gave  myfelf  the  trouble  of  dogging  you, 
out  of  Love  to  your  filthy  Perfon  ;  but  you  are  miftaken, 
Sirrah  — It  was  to  dcteol  your  Treachery. — How  often  have 
you  {worn  to  ir»e  that  you  hated  Inis,  and  only  carried  fair 
for  t!:«  good  Chear  {he  gave  you  ;  but  that  you  could  ne- 
\ci  like  a  Woman  with  crooked  Legs,  you  faid. 

'/.-.  How,  how,  Sirrah,  crooked  Legs!  Ods  ;  I  cou'd 
fjn.l  in  mv  Heart.  [Snatching  up  her  Petticoat  a  little. 

!.(!)'.  Here's  a  lying  young  Jade  now!  Prithee,  my 
Deat,  moderate  thy  Paflion.  [Coaxingly* 

Inh.  I'd  have  you  to  know,  Sirrah,  my  Legs  was  ne- 

\er — your  Mailer,  I  hope,  underltands  Legs  better  than 

you  do,  Sirrah.  [pajfionately. 

LiJJ.  My  Mailer,  fo,  fo.     [Shaking  his  Head  and  winking. 

Flo.  I  am  glad  I  have  done  fonie  Mifchief,  however. 

\_4fide.  ' 

Lifi  {T*  Itris.)  Art  thou  really  fo  foolifh  to  mind  what 
an  enrag'd  Woman  fays  ?  Don't  you  fee  me  does  it  on 
purpofe  to  part  you  and  I  ?  (runs  to  Flora)  cou'd  not  you 
find  the  Joke  without  putting  yourfelf  in  a  Paflion  !  You 
filly  Girl  you?  why  I  faw  you  follow  us  plain  enough, 
Mun,  and  faid  all  this,  that  you  might  not  go  back  with 
only  your  Labour  for  your  Pains —But  you  are  a  revengeful 
V>ung  Slut  tho'.  I  tell  you  that,  but  come  kifs,  and  be 
Friends. 

Flo.  Don't  think  to  coax  me ;  hang  your  Rifles. 
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Pel.  (Within.)  Liffardo. 

Lijf.  Odflieart,  here's  my  Matter  ;  the  Devil  take  both 
theie  Jades  for  me,  what  mall  I  do  with  them  ? 

Inis.  Ha !  'Tis  Don  Felix's  Voice ;  I  wou'd  not  have 
him  find  me  here,  with  his  Footman,  for  the  World. 

\Md*. 

Pel.  (Within-)  Why,  Li/ardo,  Lifardo! 

Lift  Coming  Sir,  What  a  Pox  will  you  do  ? 

Flo.  Blefs  me,  which  Way  mail  I  get  out ! 

Lift  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  e'en  fet  your  Quarrel  afide, 
and  be  content  to  be  mew'd  up  in  this  Cloaths  Prefs  to 
gether,  or  flay  where  you  are,  and  face  it  out  —there 
is  no  help  for  it! 

Flo.  Put  me  any  where,  rather  than  that ;  come,  come, 
let  me  in.  [He  opens  the  Prefs,  and  Jhe  goes  in. 

Inis.  I'll  fee  her  hang'd,  before  I'll  go  into  the  Place 

where  me  is. PJ1  trull  Fortune  with  my  Deliverance 

Here  us'd  to  be  a  Pair  of  back  Stairs,  I'll  try  to  find  them 
out.  [Exit. 

Enter  Felix  and  Frederick. 

,    Pel.  Was  you  aileep,  Sirrah,  that  you  did  not  hear  me 
call  ? 

Li/.  I  did  hear  you,  and  anfwer'd  you,  I  was  coming, 
Sir. 

Pel.  Go  get  the  Horfes  ready,  I'll  leave  Lijlon  to  Night, 
never  to  fee  it  more. 

LiJ.  Hey  dey  !  What's  the  Matter  now  ?  '  [Exit. 

Fred.  Pray  tell  me,  Don  Felix!  What  has  ruftled  your 
Temper  thus  ? 

\|      Pel.  A  Woman  —  Oh  Friend,  who  can  name  Woman, 
and  forget  Inconflancy  ! 

Fred.  This  from  a  Pcrfon  of  mean  Education  were  ex- 
cufable,  fuch  low  Sufpicions  have  their  Source  from  vulgar 
Converfation  ;  Men  of  your  politer  Tafte  never  ralhly 
cenfure. — Come,  this  is  fome  groundlefs  Jealoufy  —  Love 
raifes  many  Fears. 

Pel.  No,  my  Ears  convey'd  the  Truth  into  my  Heart, 
and  Reafon  juftiiies  my  Anger  :  Fiolantis  falfe,  and  I  have 
nothing  left,  but  thee,  in  Lijlon^  which  can  make  me  wiih 
ever  to  fee  it  more,  except  Revenge  upon  my  Rival,-  of 
v.hom  I  f:jn  ignorant.  Oh,  That  fome  Miracle  wou'd  re- 
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veal  him  to  me,  that  I  might  thro*  his  Heart  punifh  her 
Infidelity. 

'Enter  LifTardo. 

Li/.    Oh  !    Sir,    htre's  your  Father   T>on  Lopez 
uig  up. 

FeL  Does  he  know  that  I  am  here  ? 


.  I  can't  tell,  Srr,  he  aik'd  for  Don  Frederick. 

Frtd.  Did  he  fee  you  ? 

Liff.  I  believe  not,  Sir,  for  as  foon  as  I  faw  him,  I  ran1 
Sack  to  give  my  Matter  Notice. 

FeL  Keep  out  of  his  Sight  then.  —  And  dear  Frederick,. 
jerrait  me  to  retire  into  the  next  Room,,  for  I  know  the 
•I'd  Gentleman  will  be  very  much  difpleafed  at  my  Return 
withoat  his  Leave.  [Exit*. 

Ewd..  Qukk,  quick,  be  gone,  he  is  here. 

Enter  Don  Lopez,  f  peaking  as  he  enters. 

Lcj>.  Mr.  Al^uaxil,  wait  you  without  till  I  call  for  you* 
'Srs.derkk,  an  Affair  brings  me  here  —  which  —  requires  Pri 
vacy  —  So  that  if  you  have  any  Body  within  Ear-  mot,  pray. 
«u-dcr  them  to  retire. 

Fred.  We  are  private,  my  Lord,  fpeak  freely. 

Lop.  Why  then,  Sir,  I  muft  tell  you,  that  you  had  bet- 
atr  havre  pitch'd  upon  any  Man  in  Portugal  to  have  in- 
jur'ii,.  than  myfelf. 

FeL  (Peeping)  What  means  my  Father  ? 

Fred,  I  underftar.d  you  not,  my  Lord  ! 

Lrp,  Tho'  J  am  old,.  I  have  a  Sen.—  -Alas  1  Why  name  It 
h.:m?  He  knows  not  the  Didionour  of  my  Houfe. 

FtL    I  am  confounded  !  The  Difhonour  of  his  Houfe. 

Fred.  E;<plr*n  yourfelf  my  Lord!  I  am  not  confciou^ 
of  any  difhonourable  Action  to  any  Man,  much  lefs  to 
your  Lordfhip. 

Lop.  'Tis  falfe  !  you  have  debauched  my  Daughter. 

FeL  Dcbauch'd  my  Siller.  !  Impoffible  !•  He  cou'd  not, 
durft  not  be  that  Villain. 

Fred.  My  Lord  I  fcorn  fo  foul  a  Charge. 

Lop.  You  have  debauch'd  her  Duty  at  leaft,  therefore, 
inftamly  reflore  hep  to  me,,  or  by  St  Antbcny  I'll  make 
you. 

Fred.  Reftore  her  my  Lord  !  Where  mall  I  find  her  ? 

Lop.  I  have  thofe  that  will  fwear  me  is  here  in  your 
Houfe. 
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Fel.  Ha  !  In  this  Houfe  ? 

Fred.  You  are  mifmform'd,  my  Lord,  upon  my  Repu 
tation  I  have  not  feen  Donna  Ifabellay  fince  the  Abfence 
of  Don  Felix. 

Lop.  Then,  pray  Sir If  I  am  not  too  inquifitive^ 

what  Motive  had  you  for  thofe  Objections  you  made  againil 
her  Marriage  with  Don  Guzman  Yefterday  ? 

Fred.  The  Difagreeablenefs  of  fuch  a  Match,  I  fear'dr 
wou'd  give  your  Daughter  caufe  to  curfe  her  Duty,  if  fhe 
comply'd  with  your  Demand,  that  was  all,  my  Lord! 

Lop.  And  fo  you  help'd  her  thro'  the  Window  to  make- 
her  difobey. 

Fel.  Ha,  my  Sifter  gone  !  Oh  Scandal  to  our  Blood i 

Fred,  This  is  infulting  me,  my  Lord,  when  I  aflare  you 
I  have  neither  feen,  nor  know  any  thing  of  your  Daugh 
ter If  {he  is  gone,  the  Contrivance  was  her  own,  and 

you  may  thank  your  Rigour  for  it. 

Lop.  Very  well,  Sir ;  however,  my  Rigour  mall  make 
bold  to  fearch  your  Houfe:  Here,  call  in  the  Alguazil. — 

Flo.  (Peeping)  The  Alguazil !  What  in  the  Name  of 
Wonder  will  become  of  me  ! 

Fred.  The  Alguazil  I  My  Lord,  you'll  repent  this. 

Enter  Alguazil  and  Attendants. 

Lop.  No  Sir,  'tis  you  that  will  repent  it,  I  charge  yoa> 
in  the  King's  Name,  to  alfiit  me  in  rinding  of  my  Daugh 
ter. Befure  you  leave  no  Part  of  the  Houfe  unfearch'd  ; 

come,  follow  me.  [Goes  towards  the  Door  where  Fe 

lix  is ;  Frederick  draws,  and  plants-  him/elf  beford 
the  Door. 

Fred.  Sir,  I  muft  firft  know  by  what  Authority  you  pre 
tend  to  fearch  my  Houfe,  before  you  enter  here. 

Alg.  How  !  Sir,  dare  yon  prefume  to  draw  your  Sword 
upon  the  Reprefentative  of  Majefty !  I  am,  Sir,.  I  a$n  his 
Majefty'j  Alguazil>  and  the  very  QuinterTence  of  Autho 
rity therefore  put  up  your  Sword,  or  I  mail  order  you. 

to  be  knock'd  down for  know,  Sir,  the  Breath  of  ao. 

Algucndl)    is  as  dangerous  as  the   Breath  of  a  Demy-Cul- 
•vcrin, 

Lop.    She  is  certainly  in  that  Room,  by  his  guarding 

the  Door if  he  difputes  your  Authority,  knock  him 

down,  I  fay. 
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/W.  I  fliall  (how  you  feme  Sport  firfc !  The  Woman 
you  look  for  is  not  here,  but  there  is  fomething  in.  this 
Room,  which  I'll  preferve  from  your  Sight  at  the  Hazard 
of  my  Life. 

Lop.  Enter,  I  fay,  nothing  but  my  Daughter  can  be 
there — Force  his  Sword  from  him.  [Felix  comes  out  and 

jaw  Frederick. 

Pel.  Villains,  (land  oft'!  AflafTmate  a  Man  in  his  own 
Houfe. 

Lop.  Oh,  oh,   oh,  Mifericcrdiii,  what  do  1  fee  my  Son  1 

Alg.  Ha,  his  So.-i  !  Here's  five  hundred  Pounds  good, 
my  Brethren,  if  Antonio  dies,  and  that's  in  the  Surgeon's 
/Power,  and  he's  in  love  with  my  Daughter,  you  kno.v  — 
Don  Felix  !  I  command  you  to  Surrender  yourfelf  into  the 
Hands  of  Juftice,  in  order  to  raife  me  and  my  Poilerity, 
and  in  Confideration  you  lofe  your  Head  to  gain  me  .five 
hundred  Pounds,  I'll  have  your  Generality  recorded  on 

your  Tomb-ftone at  my  own  proper  Coil  and  Charge 

—I  hate  to  be  ungrateful. 

Fred.  Here's  a  generous  Dog  now 

Lcp.  Oh  that  ever  I  was  born — Hold,  hold,  hold. 

Fred.  Did  I  not  tell  you,  you  vvou'd  repent,  my  Lord. 
\Vhatho  !  Within  there  (Enter  Servants)  Arm  yourfelves, 

and  let  not  a  Man  in,  nor  our,  but  Felix Look  ye, 

Alguaxil,  when  you  wou'd  betray  my  Friend  for  filthy  Lu 
cre,  I  mail  no  more  regard  ycu  as  an  Ofiicer  of  Juftice, 
but  as  a  Thief  and  Robber  thus  refift  you. 

Pel.  Generous  Frederick  !  Come  on,  Sir,  we'll  fhowyou. 
Play  for  the  five  hundred  Pounds. 

Alg.  Fall  on,  feizc  the  Money  right  or  wrong,  ye 
Rogues.  \_Tbeyfigbt. 

Lcp.  Hold,  hold,  AlguaxiU  I'll  give  you  the  five  hun- 
tlred  Pounds,  that  is,  my  Bond  to  pay  it  upon  Antonio's 
Dtath,  and  twenty  Pinoles  however  Things  go,  for  you 
and  thefe  honefl  Fellows  to  drink  my  Health. 

Alg.  Say  you  fo,  my  Lord  !  Why  look  ye,  my  Lord, 
I  bear  the  young  Gentleman  no  ill  Will,  my  Lord,  if  I 
get  but  the  five  hundred  Pounds,  my  Lord  —  Why,  look 

ye,  my  Lord 'Tis  the  fame  Thing  to  me  whether  your 

fcon  be  hanged  or  not,  my  Lord. 

Ffl.  Scoundrels.- 

Lop.  Ay,  well,  thou  art  a  good-natur'd  Fellow,    that 

is 


A  WOMAN  keeps  ^SECRET.       37 

is  the  Truth  on't- Come  then,  we'll  to  the  Tavern, 

and  fign  and  feal  this  Minute  :  0h  Felix  !  be  careful  of 
thyfelf,  or  thou  wilt  break  my  Heart.  [Exit  Lopez, 

Algi:azil  and  Attendants^ 

Tel.  Now  Frederick,  tho'  I  ought  to  thank  you  for  your 
Care  of  me,  yet,  till  I  am  fatisfied  about  my  Father's  Ac- 
cufation,  I  can't  return  the  Acknowledgments  I  owe  you  : 
Know  you  aught  relating  to  my  Sifter? 
-  -Fred.  I  hope  my  Faith  and  Truth  are  known  to  you 
—And  here  by  both  I  fwear,  I  am  ignorant  of  every  Thing 
reladn'g  to  your  Father's  Charge. 

FeL  Enough,  I  do  believe  thce  !  Oh  Fortune  !  Where 
will  thy  Malice  end  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  I  bring  you  joyful  News  ;  I  am  told  that  Don 
Antviio-\*>  out  of  Danger,  and  now  in  the  Palace. 

FeL  I  wiih  it  be  true,  then  I'm  at  Liberty  to  watch  my 
Rival,  and  purfue  my  Sifter  ?  Prithee  Frederick,  inform 
thyfelf  of  the  Truth  of  this  Report. 

Fred.  I  will  this  Minute Do  you  hear,  let  no  body 

in  to  Don  Felix  till  my  Return,  [Exif. 

Ser.  I'll  obferve,  Sir.  [Exit. 

'Fit.  %  (Peeping)  They  have  almoft  frighted  me  out  of 
my  Wits — I'm  fure— Now  Felix  is  alone,  I  have  a  good 
Mind  to  pretend  I  came  with  a  Meffage  from  my  Lady  ; 
but  then  how  fhall  I  fay  I  came  into  the  Cupboard.  [Afide. 

Enter  Servant,  feetxing  to  oppofe  the  Entrance  of  fomebcdy. 

Ser.  I  tell  you,   Madam,  Don  Felix  is  not  here. 

Via.  (Within)  I  tell  you,  Sir,  he  is  here,  and  I  will 
fee  him.  (breaks  in)  You  are  as  difficult  of  Accefs,  Sir,  as 
a  firft  Minifter  of  State. 

Flo.  My  Stars  !   My  Lady  here  !       [Shuts  the  Prcfs  clofe. 

FeL  if  your  Vifit  was  deiign'd  to  Frederick, -Madam, 
he  is  abroad. 

Fio.  No  Sir,  the  Vifit  is  to  you. 

FeL  You  are  very  punctual  in  your  Ceremonies,  Ma 
dam. 

Vio.  Tho'  I  did  not  come  to  return  your  Vifit,  but  to 
take  that  which  your  Civility  ought  to  have  brought  me. 
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Pel.  If  my  Ears,  my  Eyes  and  my  Undemanding  ]y'd, 
then  I  am  in  your  Debt,  elfe  not,  Madam. 

//a.  1  will  not  charge  them  with  a  Term  fo  grofs,  to 
fay  they  ly'd,  but  call  it  a  Miilake,  nay,  call  it  any  thing 
to  excufe  my  Felix — Cou'd  I,  think  ye,  cou'd  I  put  oft" 
my  Pride  fo  far,  poorly  to  differnble  a  Paffion  which  I  did 
not  feel  ?  Or  feek  a  Reconciliation,  with  what  I  did  not 
love  ?  Do  but  confider,  if  I  had  entertain'd  another,  fhou'd 
I  not  rather  embrace  this  Quarrel,  pleas'd  with  the  Oc- 
cafioa  that  rid  me  of  your  Vifits,  and  gave  me  Freedom 
to  enjoy  the  Choice  which  you  think  I  have  made ;  have 
I  any  Intereft  in  thee  but  my  Love  ?  Or  am  I  bound  by 
aught  but  Inclination  to  fubmit  and  follow  thee No- 
Law  whiiit  (ingle  binds  us  to  obey,  but  you  by  Nature 
and  Education,  are  oblig'd  to  pay  a  Deference  to  all  Wo 
man-kind. 

Fi'L  Thefe  are  fruitlefs  Arguments :  'Tis  moil  certain 
thou  wert  dearer  to  thefe  Eyes  than  all  that  Heaven  e'rs 
gave  to  charm  the  Senfe  of  Man;  but  I  wou'd  rather  tear 
them  out,  than  iufier  'em  to  delude  my  Reason,  and  en- 
ilave  my  Peace. 

Via.  Can  you  love  wichout  Efteem  ?  And  where  is  the 
Efteem  for  her  you  ftill  fufpec~t  ?  Oh  Felix  /  There  is  a 

Delicacy in  Love,  which  equals  even  a  religious  Faith ; 

true  Love  ne'er  doubis  the  Objeft  it  adores,  and  Scepticks 
there,  will  diitelieve  their  Sight. 

Enter    Servant. 

Fel.  Your  Notions  are  too  refin'd  for  mine,  Madam. 
How  now,  what  do  you  want  ? 

Sir.  Only  my  Matter's  Cloak  out  of  this  Prefs,  Sir 

that's  all Oh-!  The  Devil,  the  Devil.  [Opens  the 

Prefs,  fees  Flora,  and  roars  out. 

1 10.  Ha,  a  Woman  conceal'd  !  Very  well,  Felix  ' 

Flo.  Difcover'd  !    Nay.  then  Legs  befriend  me.  '  [runs 

Fcl.  A  Woman  in  the  Prefs  !  [Enter  LifTardo! 

How  the  Devil  came  a  Woman  there,  Sirrah? 

tiff.  What  mall  I  fay  now? 

Vio,  Now  LiffarA  (hew  your  Wit  to  bring  youf  Maf- 
ter  off. 

L&  OIF  Madam !  Nay,  nay,  nay,  there,  there  Deeds 

no 
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EO  great  Wit  to,  to,  to,  bring  him  off  Madam,  for  (he 
did,  and  (he  did  not  come  as,  as,  as,  as,  a,  a,  a  Man  may 
fey  directly  to,  to,  to,  to  fpeak  with  my  Matter,  Madam. 

Vio.  I  fee  by  your  Stammering,  LiJ/hrdo,  that  your  In 
vention  is  at  a  very  low  Ebb. 

Pel.  'Sdeath,  Rafcal !  fpeak  without  Hefitation,  and  the- 
Truth  too,  or  I  (hall  flick  my  Stilletto  in  your  Guts. 

Vio.  No,  no,  your  Mailer  miilakes,  he  wou'd  not  have 
you  fpeak  the  Truth. 

Pel.  Madam,  my  Sincerity  wants  no  Excufe. 

Lift  I  am  fo  confounded  between  one  and  the  other,, 
that  I  can't  think  of  a  Lye. —  [^fofe. 

Pel.  Sirrah,  fetch  me  this  Woman  back  inftantly,  Til- 
know  what  Bufmefs  me  had  here  ! 

Via.  Notaftep;  your  Mailer  (han't  be  put  to  the  Blufti 
•——Come  a  Truce,  Felix  /  Do  you  afk  me  no  more- 
Queflions  about  the  Window,  and  I'll  forgive  this. 

Pel.    I  fcorn  Forgivenefs  where  I  own  no  Crime,  but 
your  Soul,  confcious  of  its  Guilt,  would  fain  lay  hold  of  K 
this  Occafion  to  blend  your  Treafon  with  my  Innocence. 

Vio.  Infolent !  Nay,  if  inilead  of  owning  your  Fault  you 
endeavour  to  infult  my  Patience,  I  muir  tell  you,  Sir,  you. 
don't  behave  yourfelf  like  that  Man  of  Honour  you  wou'd 
be  taken  for,  you  ground  your  Quarrel  with  me  upon 
your  own  Inconflancy ;  'tis  plain  you  are  falfe  yourf-elf, 
and  wou'd  make  me  the  Aggreflbr If  was  not  for  no 
thing  the  Fellow  oppos'd  my  Entrance This  laft  Ufage 

has  given  me  back  my  Liberty,  and  now  my  Father's  Will; 
fl-iall  be  obey'd  without  the  leafl  Reludance.  [Exit. 

Pel.  Oh,  ftubborn,Jlubborn  Heart,  what  wilt  thoudo? 
Her  Father's  Will  fliall  be  obey'd ;  Ha,  That  carries  her 

to  a  Cloyiler,  and  cuts  off  all  my  Hopes  at  once By 

Heaven  (he  (hall  not,  muft  not  leave  me  !  No  (he  is  not 
falfe,  at  lead  my  Love  now  reprefents  her  true,  bccaufe  I 
fear  to  lofe  her  :  Ha  !  Villain,  art  thou  here  :  (tur-ns  upon. 
Liffardo)  tell  me  this  Moment  who  this  Woman  was,,  and 
for, what  Intent  (he  was  here  conceal'd Or 

Liffl  Ah,  good  Sir,  forgive  me,  and  I'll  tell  you  the 
whole  Truth.  (falls  on  bis  Knees. 

"  FeL  Out  with  it  then  — 

Lffl   It,  it,  it,  was  Mrs.    Flora,    Sir,  Donna  Vitlantis 

"Woman— you  mud  know.  Sir,  we  have  had  a  fneaking 

2  Kind* 
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Kindnefs  for  one  another  a  great  while— She  was  not  will 
ing  you  mould  know  ir,  fo  when  {he  heard  your  Voice, 
fhe  ran  into  the  Cloaths-Prefs ;  I  wou'd  have  told  you 
this  at  firft,  but  I  was  afraid  of  her  Lady's  knowing  it;  this 
is  the  Truth,  as  I  hope  for  a  whole  Skin,  Sir. 

Fes.  If  it  be  not,  I'll  not  leave  you  a  whole  Bone  in  it, 
Sirrah fly,  and  obferve  if  Viclante  goes  dire&ly  home. 

Lift,  Yes,  Sir;  yes. 

•  Fcl.  I  muft  convince  her  of  my  Faith  :  Oh  !  how  irrefo- 
lute  is  a  Lover's  Heart !  My  Refentment  cool'd  when  hers 
grew  high — Nor  can  I  rtruggie  longer  with  my  Fate ;  I 
cannot  quit  her,  no  I  cannot,  fo  abfolute  a  Conqueft  has 

fhe  gain'd Woman's  the  greatefl  fovereign  Power  on 

Earth. 

In  vain  Me  n  fir  we  their  Tyranny  to  quit. 
Their  Eyes  command,   and  force  us  tofubmit. 
So  have  I  fcen  a  mettled  Courfer  jly. 
Tear  tip  the  Ground,   and  tofs  his  Rider  high. 
Till  Jo  me  experienced  Mafter  found the  Way, 
With  Spur  and  Rein  to  make  his  Pride  obey. 

Scene  the  Terreiro  de  paffa. 

Enter  Colonel  and  Ifabella  <veifd. 
Gibby  at  a  Dijlance. 

Col..  Then  you  fay,  it  is  impoffible  for  me  to  wait  of 
you  home,  Madam. 

Ifab.  I  fay  it  is  inconfirtent  with  my  Circurnftance,  Co 
lonel,  and  that  Way  impoffible  for  me  to  admit  of  it. 

Col.  Confent  to  go  with  me  then 1  lodge  at  one  Don 

Frederick's  a  Merchant  juft  by  here,  he  is  a  very  hoheft 
Fellow,  and  I  dare  confide  in  his  Secrecy. 

Ifab.  Ha,  does  he  lodge  there  ?  Pray  Heaven  I  am  not 
difcover'd.  {Afids. 

Col.  What  fay  you,  my  Charmer  ?  mall  we  break  fail  to- 
gether;  I  have  fome  of  the  beft  Bohea  in  the  Univerfe. 

Ifab.  Pu  !  Bohea !  Is  that  the  beft  Treat  you  can  give  a 
Lady  at  your  Lodgings — Colonel  ! 

Col.  Well  hinted No,  no,  no,  I  have  other  Things 

at  thy  Service,  Child. 

Ifab,  What  are  thofe  Things  pray  ? 
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Col  My  Heart,  Soul,  and  Body  into  the  Bargain. 

Ifab.  Has  the  laft  no  Incumbrance  upon  it  j  can  you 
make  a  clear  Title,  Colonel  ? 

Col  All  Freehold,  Child,  and  I'll  afford  thee  a  very 
good  Bargain.  [embraces  her. 

Gib.  Ail  my  Sol,  they  mak  muckle  Wards  about  it, 
Jfe  feer  weary  with  Handing,  Ife  e'en  tak  a  Sleep. 

[Lies  down. 

Ifab.  If  I  take  a  Leafe  it  mull  be  for  Life,  Colonel. 

Col  Thou  fhalt  have  me  as  long,  or  as  little  Time  as 
thou  wilt ;  my  Dear,  come,  let's  to  my  Lodging,  and 
we'll  Sign  and  Seal  this  Minute. 

Ifab.  Oh,  not  fo  fail,  Colonel,  there  are  many  Things 
to  be  adjufted  before  the  Lawyer  and  the  P^arfon  comes. 

Col.  The  Lawyer,  and  Parfon  !  No,  no,  ye  little  Rogue, 
we  can  finifh  our  Affairs  without  the  Help  of  the  Law— 
or  the  Gofpel. 

Ifab.  Indeed  but  we  can't,  Colonel. 

Col  Indeed  !  Why  haft  thou  then  trappan'd  me  out  of 
my  warm  Bed  this  Morning  for  nothing !  Why,  this  is* 
fhowing  a  Man  half  famim'd  a  well  furnifh'd  Larder, 
then  clapping  a  Padlock  on  the  Door,  till  you  flarve  him 
quite. 

Ifab.  If  you  can  find  in  your  Heart  to  fay  Grace,  Co 
lonel,  you  mall  keep  the  Key. 

Col.  I  love  to  fee  my  Meat  before  I  give  Thanks,  Ma 
dam,  therefore  uncover  thy  Face,  Child,  and  I'll  tell  thee 
more  of  my  Mind. If  I  like  you 

Ifab,  I  dare  not  rifle  my  Reputation  upon  your  Ifs,  Co 
lonel,  —and  fo  Adieu.  [Going. 

Col.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  we  muft  not  part. 

Ifab.  As  you  ever  hope  to  fee  me  more,  fufpend  your 

Curiofity  now  ;  one  Step  farther  lofts  me  for  ever.- 

Show  your/elf  a  Man  of  Honour,  and  you  (hall  find  me  a 
Woman  of  Honour.  [Exit. 

Col.  Well,  for  once,  I'll  tr'uft  to  a  blind  Bargain,  Ma-' 
dam.  i  (KiJ/es  her  Hand  and  parts.)  But  1  (hall  be  too 
cunning  for  your  Ladyfhip,  if  Gibby  obferves  my  Orders : 
Methinks  diefe  Intrigues,  which  relate  to  the  Mind,  are 

very  infipid. The    Converfation  of  Bodies    is  much 

more  diverting. Ha !  What  do  I  fe?,  my  Raf.al  afleep  ? 

Sirrah, 
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Sirrah,  did  I  not  charge  you  to  watch  the  Lady  ?  And  is  it 
thus  you  obferve  my  Orders,  ye  Dog.  [Kids  him 

all  this  while,  andhejhrugs,  and  rubs  bis  Eyes, 
and  ya<wns. 

Gib.  That's  treu,  and  lik  your  Honour  ;  but  I  thought 
that  when  ence  ye  had  her  in  yer  awn  Honds,  yee  mite  a 
orderd  her  yer  fal  weel  eneugh  without  me,  en  ye  keen, 
and  lik  yer  Honour. 

Col.  Sirrah,  hold  your  impertinent  Tongue,  and  make 
hafte  after  her ;  if  you  don't  bring  me  fome  Account  of 
her,  never  dare  to  fee  my  Face  again.  [Exi'f. 

Gib.  Ay !  This  is  bony  Wark  indeed,  to  run  three 
hundred  Mile  to  this  wicked  Town,  an  before  I  can  weel 
fill  my  Wem,  to  be  fent  a  Whore-hunting  after  this  black 
ftiee  Devil. — What  Gat  fal  I  gang  to  fpeer  for  this  Wutch 

now  ?  Ah,  for  a  ruling  Elder or  the  Kirk's  Treaferer 

•  -or  his  Mon Id  gar,  my  Mailer  mak  twa  oh  this  j 

—But  Pm  fecr  ther's  na  fike  honeft  People  here,  or  there 
wou'd  na  be  fo  muckle  Sculdudrie  *. 

\Enter  an  Englifh  Soldier  faffing  along.. 

Gib.  Gcud  Mon,  did  ye  fee  a  Woman,  a  Lady,  ony 
gate  her  away  enow  ? 

Eng.  Man,  Yes,  a  great  many.  What  kind  of  a  Wo 
man  is  it  you  enquire  after. 

Gib.  Geud  troth,  fhe's  ne  Kenfpekle,  (he's  aw  in  a 
Clowd. 

Eng.  Man.  What !  it's  fome  Highland  Monfter  which' 
you  brought  over  with  you,  I  fuppofe,  I  fee  no  fuch,  not 
I,  kenfr>ekle  quotha  ! 

Gib.  Huly,  huly,  Mon,  the  Deel  pike  out  yer  Eyn,  and 
then  you'll  fee  the  bater,  ye  Englijb  bag  Pudin  Tike. 

Engt  Man.  What  fays  the  Fellow  ?     Burning  to  Gibby. 

Gib.  Say  !  I  fay  I  am  a  better  Fellow  than  e'er  ftude  up 
on  yer  Shanks — an  gin  I  heer  meer  a  yer  din,  deal  a  my 
Sol,  Sir,  but  Ife  crak  your  Crown. 

Eng.  Man.  Get  you  gone,  you  Scotch  Rafcal,  and  thank 
your  Heathen  Dialed,  which  I  don't  underftand,  that  you 
han't  your  Bones  broke. 

Gib.  Ay !  an  ye  do  no  underftond  a  Scots  Man's  Tongue 

*  Fornication. 

—Ife 
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— Ife  fe  gin  ye  can  underftond  a  Scots  Man's  Gripe  :  Wha's 
the  batter  Man  now,  Sir  ? 

[Lays  hold  of  him,  ftrikes  up  his  Heels,  and  gets 
aftride  over  him. 

Here  Violante  cro/fcs  the  Stage,  Gibby  jumps  up  from  the 
Man,  and  brujhes  up  to  Violante. 

Gib.  I  vow,  Madam,  but  I  am  glad  that  yee  and  I  are 
foregather'd. 

Vio.  What  wou'd  the  Fellow  have  ? 

Gib.  Nothing,  away  Madam,  wo  worth  yer  Heart, 
what  a  muckle  deel  a  Mifchief  had  yee  like  to  bring  upon 
poor  Gibby. 

Vio.  The  Man's  drunk. 

Gib.  In  troth  am  I  not.^ An  gin  I  had  not  fond  ye, 

Madam,  the  Laird  knows  when  I  fhou'd;  Tor  my  Mafter 
bad  me  nere  gang  Heam,*  without  Tydings  of  yee,  Ma 
dam. 

Vio.  Sirrah,  get  about  your  Bufinefs,  or  I'll  have  your 
Bones  drubb'd. 

Gib.  Geud  Faith,  my  Mafter  has  e'en  dun  that  te  yer 
Honds,  Madam. 

Vio.  Who  is  your  Mafter,  Friend  ? 

Gib.  Mony  e'en  Spiers  the  gat,  they  ken  right  weel-— 
It  is  no  fo  long  fen  yee  parted  wi  him,  I  wifh  he  ken  yee 
haafe  as  weel  as  yee  ken  him. 

Vio.  Pugh,  the  Creature's  mad  or  miftakes  me  for  fome 
Body  elfe ;  and  I  (hou'd  be  as  mad  as  he,  to  talk  to  him 
any  longer.  {Exit. 

Enter  Liflardo  at  the  upper  End  of  the  Stage. 

Lijf.  So,  (he's  gone  Home,  I  fee.  What  did  that  Scotch 
Fellow  want  with  her  ?  Ill  try  to  find  it  out,  perhaps  I 
may  difcover  fomething  that  may  make  my  Mafter  friends 
with  me  again. 

Gib.  Are  ye  gaune,  Madam,  a  deel  fcope  in  your  Com 
pany,  for  I'm  as  weefe  as  I  was ;  but  I'll  bide  and  fee  whafe- 
Houfe  it  is,  gin  I  can  meet  wi  ony  Civil  Body  to  fpier  at. 
Weel  of  aw  Men  in  the  Warld,  I  think  our  Scots 
Men  the  greatcft  Feuls,  to  leave  their  weel  favour'd  ho- 
r.eft  Women  at  Heam,  to  rin  walloping  after  a  Pack  of 
Gyrcarlings  here,  that  lhame  to  {how  their  Faces,  and 
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peer  Men,  like  me,  are  forc'd  to  be  their  Pimps  ;  a  Pimp  ! 
Godfwarbit,  G/%'s  ne'er  be  a  Pimp  -  And  yet.  hi  troth 
it  is  a  Threving  Trade  j  I  remember  a  Countryman  aw 
mi  can,  that  by  ganging  a  fike  like  Errants  as  I  am  now, 
come  to  gat  Preferment  :  My  Lad,  wot  yee  wha  lives 
here  ?  [Turns  and  fees  LiiTardo,. 

Lijf.  Don  Pedro  de  Mendofa. 

Gib.  An  did  ye  fee  a  Lady  gang  in  but  now  ? 

Liff:  Yes  I  did. 

Gib.  An  dee  ken  her  te  ? 

Lift  It  was  Donna  Violanie  his  Daughter;  what  the 
Devil  makes  him  To  inquifitive  ?  Here  is  fbmething  in  it, 
that's  certain.  'Us  a  cold  Morning,  Brother,  what  think 
you  of  a  Dram  ? 

Gib.  In  troth,  very  weel,   Sir. 

Lift  You  feem  an  honeft  Fellow,  prithee  let's  drink  to 
our  better  Acquaintance. 

Gib.  Wi  aw  my  Heart,  Sir  ;  gang  yer  gat  to  the  next 
Houfe,  and  I  fe  follow  ye. 

Lift  Come  along  then.  [Exit. 

Gib.  Don  Pedro  de  Mendsfa  -  Donna  Violante  his 
Daughter;  that's  as  right  as  my  Leg  now  -  Jfe  need  na 
meer,  I'll  tak  a  Drink,  an  then  to  my  Matter.  —  *-« 

Jfe  bring  him  News  <wlllmak  bis  Heart  full  Bhe  ; 

Gin  be  rewards  it  nof,  Dt'el  pimp  for  me.  [Exit. 


ACT      IV. 

\  -.    .^|  ~  .._ 

S  C  E  N  E,    Violante'f  Lodgings. 

f.nitt-   Jfabclla  in   a   wy    Temper  ',    cud  Violante'  cut  of 
Humour, 


^'  ^car»  I   ^'ave  been  feeking  you    this  half 
Hour,  to  tell  you  the  ir.oft  lucky  Adventure. 
?'/'o.  And  you  have  pitched  upon  the  moil  unlucky  Hour 
for  H,^  that  you  cou'u  poffibly  have  found  in  the  whole  four 
;.JK!  Twenty. 

fat. 
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Ifab.  Hang  unlucky  Hours,  I  won't  think  of  them  ;  I 
hope  all  my  Misfortunes  are  pad. 

Vio.  And  mine  all  to  come. 

Ifab.  I  have  feen  the  Man  I  like. 

Via.  And  I  have  feen  the  Man  that  I  couM  wifti  to 
hate. 

Ifab,  And  you  muft  affift  me  in  difcovering  whether  he 
can  like  me,  or  not. 

Vio.  You  have  affifted  me  in  fuch  a  Difcovery  already, 
I  thank  ye. 

Ifab.  What  fay  you,  my  Dear  ? 

770.  I  fay  I  am  very  unlucky  at  Difcoveries,  Ifabella  • 
I  have  too  lately  made  one  pernicious  to  my  Eafe ;  your 
Brother  is  falfe. 

Ifab.  Impoffible  ! 

Vio.  Moft  true. 

Ifab.  Some  Villain  has  traduc'd  him  to  you. 

Vio.  No,  Ifabella,  I  love  too  well  to  truft  the  Eyes  of 
others;  I  never  credit  the  ill  judging  World,  or  form 
Sufpicions  upon  vulgar  Cenfures;  no,  I  had  ocular  Proof 
of  his  Ingratitude. 

Ifab.  Then  I  am  molt  unhappy;  my  Brother  was  the 
only  Pledge  of  Faith  betwixt  us  ;  if  he  has  forfeited  your 
Favour,  I  have  no  Title  to  your  Friendfhip. 

Vio.  You  wrong  my  Friendfhip,  Ifabella ;  your  own 
Merit  intitles  you  to  every  Thing  within  my  Power. 

Ifab.  Generous  Maid But  may.  I  not  know  what 

Grounds  you  have  to  think  my  Brother  falfe. 

Vio.  Another  time — But  tell  me,  Ifabella,  how  oan  I 
ferve  you  ? 

Ifab.  Thus  then The  Gentleman  that  brought  me 

hither,  I  have  feen  and  talk'd  v/ith  upon  the  Terreiro  de 
paffa  this  Morning,  and  find  him  a  Man  of  Senfe,  Gene- 
jofity,  and  good  Humour ;  in  fliort,  he  is  every  Thing 
that  I  cou'd  like  for  a  HufLand,  and  I  have  difpatch'd  Mrs. 
Flora  to  bring  him  hither;  I  hope  you'll  forgive  the  Li 
berty  I  have  taken. 

Vio.  Hither,  to  what  Purpofe  ? 

Ifaq.  To  the  great  univerfal  Purpofe,  Matrimony. 

Via.  Matrimony  !  Why  do  you  defign  to  afk  him  ? 

Ifab.  No,  Violante*  you  muft  do  that  for  me. 

Ho.  J  thank  you  for  the  Favour  you  ckfi^n  me,  bi.t  de- 
fire 
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fire  to  be  excus'd  :  I  manage  my  own  Affairs  too  ill,  to  be 
trufted  with  thofe  of  other  People ;  befides ;  if  my  Fa 
ther  fhou'cl  find  a  Stranger  here,  it  might  make  him  hurry 
me  into  a  Mono/toy  immediately ;  I  can't  for  my  Life  ad 
mire  your  Conduit,  to  encourage  a  Perfon  altogether  un 
known  to  you. 'Twas  very  imprudent  to  meet  him 

this  Morning,  but  much  more  fo,  to  fend  for  him  hither, 
knowing  what  Jnconveniency  you  have  already  drawn 
upon  me. 

Ifab.  I  am  not  infenfible  how  far  my  Misfortunes  have 
embarraft  you  ;  and,  if  you  pleafe,  facrifice  my  Quiet  to 
your  own. 

Vio.  Unkindly  urg'd — Have  I  not  preferr'd  your  Hap- 
pinefs  to  every  Thing  that's  dear  to  me  ? 

Ifab.  I  know  thou  haft Then  do  not  deny  me  this 

laft  Requeft,  when  a  few  Hours  perhaps,  may  render  my 
Condition,  able  to  clear  thy  Fame,  and  bring  my  Brother 
to  thy  Feet  for  Pardon. 

Vio.  I  wifh  you  don't  repent  of  .this  Intrigue.  I  fuppofex 
he  knows  you  are  the  fame  Woman  that  he  brought  in  here 
laft  Night. 

Ifab.  Not  a  Syllable  of  that ;  I  met  him  veil'd,  and  to 
prevent  his  knowing  the  Houfe,  I  order'd  Mrs.  flora  to 
bring  him  by  the  back  Door  into  the  Garden. 

Vio.  The  very  Way  which  Felix  comes ;  if  they  mould 
meet,  there  would  be  fine  Work— —Indeed,  my  Dear,  I 
can't  approve  of  your  Defign. 

Enter  Flora. 

Flor.  Madam,  the  Colonel  waits  your  Pleafure. 

Via*  How  durft  you  go  upon  fuch  a  MefTage,  Miftrefs, 
without  acquainting  me  ? 

Ifab.  'Tis  too  late  to  difpute  that  now,  dear  Violante.  I 
acknowledge  the  Raftmefs  of  the  Action — But  conficfer  the 
Neceflity  of  my  Deliverance. 

Vio.  That  is  indeed  a  weighty  Confideration ;  well, 
what  am  I  to  do  ? 

Ifab.  In  the  next  Room  I'll  give  you  Inftru&ions ;  in  the 
mean  time,  Mrs.  Flora,  {how  the  Colonel  into  this. 

[Exit  Flora  t,ne  Way,  *W.Ifab.  and  Vio.  another. 

Re-enter  Flora  with  the  Colonel. 
F!o.  The  Lady  will  wait  on  you  prefently,  Sir.      [Exit. 

Col, 
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Col.  Very  well— This  is  a  very  fruitful  Soil.  I  have 
not  been  here  quite  four  and  twenty  Hours,  and  I  have 
three  Intrigues  upon  my  Hands  already,  but  I  hate  the 
Chafe,  without  partaking  the  Game.  (Enter  Violante 
veifd)  Ha,  a  fine  fiz'd  Woman — Pray  Heaven  (he  proves 
handfome 1  am  come  to  obey  your  Ladyfhip's  Com 
mands. 

Via.  Are  you  fure  of  that,  Colonel  ? 
Col.  If  you  be  not  very  unreafonable  indeed,  Madam; 
a  Man  is  but  a  Man.  [Takes  her  Hand  and  kiffes  it. 

Vio.  Nay,  we  have  no  Time  for  Compliments,  Co 
lonel. 

Col.  I  underfland  you,  Madam— — Montr e  moy  <votre 
Cbamlre.  [  Takes  her  in  his  Arms. 

Vio.  Nay,  nay,  hold  Colonel,  my  Bed-chamber  is  not 
to  be  enter'd  without  a  certain  Purchafe. 

Col.  Purchafe !  Humph :  This  is  fome  kept  Miftrefs,  I 
fuppofe,  who  induilrioufly  lets  out  her  leifure  Hours.  (AJide) 
Look  ye,  Madam,  you  muft  confider  we  Soldiers  are  not 
over-ftbck'd  with  Money. — But  we  make  ample  Satisfac 
tion  in  Love ;  we  have  a  World  of  Courage  upon  our 
Hands  now,  you  know  : — Then  prithee  ufe  a  Confcience, 
and  I'll  try  if  my  Pocket  can  come  up  to  your  Price. 

\JPuts  bis  Hands  intjo  bis  Pocket. 

Vio.  Nay,  don't  give  yourfelf  the  Trouble  of  drawing 
your  Purfe,  Colonel,  my  Defign  is  level'd  at  your  Perfon, 
if  that  be  at  your  own  Difpofal. 

Col.  Ay,  that  it  is  Faith,  Madam,  and  I'll  fettle  it  as 
firmly  upon  thee— — — — 
Via.  As  Law  can  do  it. 
Col.  Hang  Law  in  Love  affairs  ;  thou  malt  have  Right 

and  Title  to  it  out  of  pure  Inclination A  matrimonial 

Hint  again  !  Gad,  I  fancy  the  Women  have  a  Projecl  on 
Foot  to  tranfplant  the  Union  into  Portugal. 

Vio.  Then  you  have  an  Averfion  to  Matrimony,  Co 
lonel  ;  did  you  never  fee  a  Woman,  in  all  your  Travels, 
that  you  cou'd  like  for  a  Wife  ? 

Col.  A  very  odd  Queftion — Do  you  really  expedl  that 
I  fhou'd  fpeak  Truth  now  ? 

Vio.  I  do,  if  you  expeft  to  be  fo  dealt  with,  Colonel. 

Col.  Why  then Yes. 

Vio.  Is  me  in  your  own  Country,  or  this  ? 

Col 
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ol.  This  is  a  very  pretty  kind  of  a  Catechifm  ;  but  I 
't  conceive  which  Way  it  turns  to  Edification  :   In  this 


Col. 

don't  conceive  which  Way 
Town  I  believe,  Madam. 

yta.  Her  Name  is  - 

Col.  Ay,  how  is  (he  call'd,  Madam  ? 

Via.  Nay,  I  afk  you  that,  Sir. 

Cd,  Oh",  oh,  why  me  is  call'd—  Pray,  Madam,  how  is 
it  you  fpell  your  Name  ? 

Vio.  Oh,  Colonel,  I  am  not  the  happy  Woman,  nor 
do  I  wifh  it. 

Col.  No,  I  am  forry  for  that.  —  What  the  Devil  does 
ihe  mean  by  all  thefe  Quellions  ?  [AJide. 

I'io.  Come,  Colonel,  for  once  be  fincere.  -  Perhaps 
you  may  not  repent  it. 

Col.  Faith,  Madam,  I  have  an  Inclination  to  Sincerity, 
but  I'm  afraid  you'll  call  my  Manners  in  Queftion  :  This 
is  like  to  be  but  a  filly  Adventure,  here's  fo  much  Sin 
cerity  required.  •  \Afidt 

y-'o.  Not  at  all  :  I  prefer  Truth  before  Compliment  in 
this  Affair. 

Col.  Why  then,  to  be  plain  with  you,  Madam,  a  Lady 
Jaft  Night  wounded  my  Heart  by  a  Fall  from  a  Window, 
whofe  Perfon  I  ccu'd  be  contented  to  take,  as  my  Father 
took  my  Mother,  till  Death  us  doth  part.  -  But  whom 
fhc  is,  or  how  diitinguifh'd,  whether  Maid,  Wife,  or  Wi- 
dcw,  I  can't  inform  yon  ;  •  perhaps  you  are  fne. 

Vic.  Not  to  keep  you  in  Sufpence,  I  am  not  (he,  but  I 
can  give  you  an  Account  of  her:  That  Lady  is  a  Maid  of 
Condition,  has  ten  thoufand  Pounds  ;  and  if  you  are  a 
fmgle  Man,  her  Perfon  and  Fortune  are  at  your  Service. 

Cd.  1  accept  the  Offer  with  the  higheft  Tranfporta  ; 
but  fay,  my  charming  Angel,  art  thou  not  me  ?  (offers  fo 
embrace  her]  This  is  a  lucky  Adventure.  {Afule. 

fr'io.  Once  again,  Colonel,  I  tell  you  I  am  not  me  — 
But  at  Six  this  Evening  you  fhall  find  her  on  the  Ter- 
reiro  de  pajfa,  with  a  white  Handkerchief  in  her  Hand; 
get  a  Prieil  ready,  and  you  know  the  reft. 

Col.  I  fhall  infallibly  obferve  your  Directions,  Madam, 

Enter  Flora  bajlily,  and  ivhifpers  Violante,  who  ft  arts  and 

fesms  furprized. 

Vio.  Ha,  Felix  croifing  the  Garden,  fay  you,  what  fhall 
I  do  now  ?  Col. 
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Col.  You  feem  furpnVd,  Madam. 

Vio.  Oh,  Colonel,  my  Father  is  coming  hither,  and  if 
he  finds  you  here,  I  am  ruin'd  ! 

Coc.  Od'slife,  Madam,  thruft  me  any  where  ;  can't  I 
go  out  this  Way  ? 

Vio.  No,  no,  no,  he  comes  that  Way;  how  mall  I 
prevent  their  Meeting  ?  Here*  here,  ftep  into  my  Bed 
chamber  and  be  ftill,  as  you  value  her  you  love  ;  don't  flir 
till  you've  Notice,  as  ever  you  hope  to  have  her  in  your 
Arms. 

Coh  On  that  Condition  PI1  not  breathe.  [Exit. 

Enter  Felix* 

Tel  I  wonder  where  my  Dog  of  a  Servant  is  all  this 
while  But  (he  is  at  home  I  find  -  HOW  coldly  me 
regards  me  -  You  look,  Violante*  as  if  the  Sight  of  me 
were  troublefome. 

Vio.  Can  I  do  otherwife,  when  yon  have  the  Aflurance 
to  approach  me,  after  what  I  few  to  Day. 

Pel.  Aflurance,  rather  call  it  good  Nature,  after^what  I 
heard  latt  Night  ;  but  fuch  regard  to  Honour  have  I  in 
my  Love  to  you,  I  cannot  bear  to  be  rufpedted,  nor  fuffer 
you  to  entertain  falfe  Notions  of  my  Truth,  without  en 
deavouring  to  convince  you  of  my  Innocence,  fo  much 
good  Nature  have  I  more  than  you  Violaute.  -  Pray  give 
me  Leave  to  aik  your  Woman  one  Queftion  ;  my  Man  af- 
fures  me  me  was  the-Perfon  you  faw  at  my  Lodgings. 

Mor.  I  confefs  it,  Madam,  and  alk  your  Pardon. 

Vio.  Impudent  Baggage,  not  to  undeceive  me  Iboner  ; 
what  Buiinefs  cou'd  you  have  there  ? 

Flo.  Lijfardo  and  fhe,  it  feems,  imitate  you  and  I. 

Pel.  I  love  to  follow  the  Example  of  my  Betters,  Ma 
dam. 

Pel.  I  hope  I  am  juftify'd  - 

Vio.  Since  we  are  to  part,  Felix  9  there,  needed  no  Jufti- 
ncation. 

Pel.  Methinks  you  talk  of  parting  as  a  Thing  indiffe 
rent  to  you  ;  can  you  forget  how  I  have  lov'd  ? 

Vio.  I  wifh  I  could  forget  my  own  Paffion  ;  I  fhou'd 
with  lefs  Concern  remember  yours  -  But  for  Mrs, 


Pel.  You  muft  forgive  her  j  -  Muft,  did  I  fay  ?  I  fear 

C  1  have 
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I  have  no  Power  to  impofe,  tho*  the  Injury  was  done 
to  me. 

Vio.  'Tis  harder  to  pardon  an  Injury  done  to  what  we 
love  than  to  ourfelves ;  but  at  your  Requeft,  Felix,  I  do 
forgive  her ;  go  watch  my  Father,  Flora,  left  he  Ihou'd 
awake  and  furprize  us. 

Flo.  Yes,  Madam.  [Exit  Flora* 

pel.  Doft  thou  then  love  me,  Violante  ? 

Vio.  What  need  of  Repetition  from  my  Tongue,  when 
every  Look  confefles  what  you  alk  ? 

Pel.  Oh !  let  no  Man  judge  of  Love  but  thofe  who  feel 

it ;  what  wondrous  Magic  lies  in  one  kind  Look. One 

tender  Word  deftroys  a  Lover's  Rage,  and  melts  his  fierceft 
Paflion  into  foft  Complaint.  Oh  the  Window,  Violante, 
would'ft  thou  but  clear  that  one  Sufpicion  ! 

Vio.  Prithee,  no  more  of  that,  my  Felix,  a  little  Time 
fhall  bring  thee  perfect  Satisfaction. 

Fel.  Well,  Violante^  on  that  Condition  you  think  no 
more  of  a  Monaftery.— I'll  wait  with  Patience  for  this 
mighty  Secret. 

Vio.  Ah,  Felix,  Love  generally  gets  the  better  of  Reli 
gion  in  us  Women  :  Refolutions  made  in  Heat  of  Paflion, 
ever  dhTolve  upon  Reconciliation. 

Enter  Flora  bajlily. 

Flo.  Oh,  Madam,  Madam,  Madam  !  my  Lord  your 
Father  has  been  in  the  Garden,  and  lock'd  the  back  Door, 
and  comes  muttering  to  himfelf  this  Way. 

Vh.  Then  we  are  caught :  Now,  Felix,  we  are  undone. 

Pel.  Heavens  forbid,  this  is  moft  unlucky  !  let  me  ftep 
into  your  Bed-chamber,  he  won't  look  under  the  Bed  ; 
there  I  may  conceal  myfelf.  [runs  to  the  Door,  and pujbes 

it  open  a  little. 

Vh.  My  Stars !  If  he  goes  in  there  he'll  find  the  Co- 
ionel. No,  no,  Felix,  that's  no  fafe  Place,  my  Fa 
ther  often  goes  thither;  and  ftiou'd  you  cough,  or 
fneeze,  we  are  loft. 

Fel.   Either  my  Eyes   deceived  me,    or  I  faw  a   Man, 

within ;  I'll  watch  him  clofe She  mall  deal  with  the 

Devil,  if  (he  conveys  him  out  without  my  Knowledge. 
(Afide.)  What  mall  I  do  then  ? 

Via.  Blefsme,  how  I  tremble  ! 

tkk 
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Flo.  Oh,  Invention,  Invention  ! — I  have  it,  Madam ; 
here,  here,  here,  Sir,  off  with  your  Sword,  and  I'll  fetch 
you  a  Difguife.  [Rum  in  and  fetches  out  a  Riding-Hood. 

FeL  Ay,  ay,  any  thing  to  avoid  Don  Pedro. 

Vio.  Oh !  Quick,  quiek,  quick,  I  fhall  die  with  Ap- 
prehenfion.  [Flora  puts  the  Riding-Hood  on  Felix. 

Flo.  Befure  you  don't  fpeak  a  Word  ! 

FeL  Not  for  the  Indies.  But  I  mall  obferve  you 
clofer  than  you  imagine.  \_Afide. 

Pedro  (Within.)  Violante,  where  are  you  Child  ?  (En 
ter  Don  Pedro.)  Why,  how  came  the  Garden  Door  open  ? 
Ha  !  How  now ;  who  have  we  here  ? 

Vio.  Humph,  he'll  certainly  difcover  him.  \Apde. 

Flo.  'Tis  my  Mother,  and  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

[She  and  Felix  loth  Curtejy* 

Pedro.  Your  Mother  !  By  St.  Anthony  ftie's  a  Strapper  ; 
why,  you  are  a  Dwarf  to  her. — How  many  Children  have 
you,  good  Woman  ? 

Vio.  Oh  !  If  he  fpeaks  we  are  loft.  [JJide, 

Flo.  Oh !  Dear  Senior •,  (lie  can't  hear  you ;  me  has  been 
deaf  thefe  twenty  Years. 

Pedro.  Alas,  poor  Woman.— —Why,  you  muffle  her 
up  as  if  me  were  blind  too. 

Pel  Wou'd  I  were  fairly  off.  \Aftde. 

Pedro.  Turn  up  her  Hood. 

Vio.  Undone  forever. St.  Anthony  forbid  :  Oh,  Sir, 

me  has  the  dreadfulleft  unlucky  Eyes. Pray  don't  look 

upon  them  ;  I  made  her  keep  her  Hood  ihut  on  purpofe. 
Oh,  oh,  oh! 

Pedro.  Eyes !  Why,  what's  the  Matter  with  her.  Eyes  ? 

FJo.  My  poor  Mother,  Sir,  is  much  afflidled  with  the 
Cholick ;  and  about  two  Months  ago  (he  had  it  grievoufly 
in  her  Stomach,  and  was  over-perfuaded  to  take  a  Dram 

of  filthy  Englijh  Geneva. Which  immediately  flew  up 

into  her  Head,  and  caus'd  fuch  a  Defluxion  in  her  Eyes, 
that  (he  cou'd  never  fmce  bear  the  Day-light. 

Pedro.  Say  you  fo — Poor  Woman  !  — Well,  make  he* 
fit  down,  Violantet  and  give  her  a  Glafs  of  Wine. 

Vio.  Let  her  Daughter  give  her  a  Glafs  below,  Sir ;  for 
my  part  me  has  frighted  me  fo,  I  ihan't  be  myfelf  theft, 
two  Hours.  I  am  fure  her  Eyes  are  evil  Eyes. 

Ftl  Well  hiiued. 

•C    2 
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Pedro.  Well,  well,  do  fo;  evil  Eyes,  there  is  no  evil 
Eyes,  Child.  [Exit  Felix  and  Flora, 

*/7o.  lam  glad  he's  gone. 

Pedro.  Haft  thtfu  heard  the  News,  Ftolante  ? 

Vio.  What  News,  Sir? 

Pedro.  Why,  Vafquez  tells  me,  that  Don  Lopez's  Daugh 
ter  Ifabella,  is  run  away  from  her  Father  ;  that  Lord  has 

very  ill  Fortune  with  his  Children. Well,  I'm  glad  my 

Daughter  has  no  Inclination  to  Mankind ;  that  my  Houfe 
is  plagu'd  with  no  Suitors.  [Afide. 

Pio.  This  is  the  firft  Word  I  ever  heard  of  it ;  I  pity 
her  Frailty. 

Pedro.  Well  faid,  Violante. Next  Week  I  intend  thy 

Happinefs  (hall  begin.  {Enter  Flora. 

Vio.  I  don't  intend  to  flay  fo  long,  I  thank  you  Papa, 

[Afide. 

Pedro.  My  Lady  Attefs  writes  Word  me  longs  to  fee 
thee,  and  has  provided  every  Thing  in  order  for  thy  Re 
ception. — Thou  wilt  lead  a  happy  Life,  my  Girl.—  Fifty 
Times  before  that  of  Matrimony ;  where  an  extravagant 
Coxcomb  might  make  a  Beggar  of  thee,  or  an  Ill-natur'd 
furly  Dog  break  thy  Heart. 

Flo.  Break  her  Heart !  She  had  as  good  have  her  Bones 
broke  as  to  be  a  Nun  ;  I  am  fure  I  had  rather  of  the  two. 

You  are  wondrous  kind,  Sir ;  but  if  I  had  fuch  a 

Father,  I  know  what  I  would  do. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  wou'd  you  do  Minx,  ha  ? 
I  Flo.  I  wou'd  tell  him  I  had  as  good  Right  and  Title  to 
tne  Laws  of  Nature,  and  the  End  of  the  Creation,  as  he 
had. 

Pedro.  You  wou'd,  Miflrefs ;  who  the  Devil  doubts  it  ? 
A  good  Aflufaftce  is  a  Chamber-maid's  Coat  of  Arms ; 
and  lying,  and  contriving,  the  Supporters Your  Incli 
nations  are  on  Tip-toe  it  feems—  If  I  were  your  Father, 
Houfewjfe,  I'd  have  a  Pennance  enjoyn'd  you,  fo  ftric"l,  that 
you  mould  not  be  able  to  turn  you  in  your  Bed  for  a 

Month You  are  enough  to  fpoil  your  Lady,  Houfe- 

wife,  if  (he  had  not  abundance  of  Devotion. 

Vio.  Fye,  Flora ;  Are  not  you  afliam'd  to  talk  thus  to 
my  Father  ?  You  faid,  Yefterday,  you  wouM  be  glad  to 
go  with  me  into  the  Monaftery.  \ 

Pedro.  She  go  with  thee !  No,  no,  fU's  enough  to  de 
bauch 
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bauch   the  whole    Convent  -  Well,  Child,    remember 
what  I  £ud  to  thee  ;  next  Week  - 


Vio.  Ay,  and  what  am  I  to  do  this  too.  - 
am  all  Obedience,  Sir  ;  I  care  not  how  Toon  I  change  my 
Condition. 

Flo.  But  little  does  he  think  what  Change  me  means. 

[46*, 

Pedro.  Well  faid,  Violatite.  I  am  glad  to  find  her  fo 
willing  to  leave  the  World,  but  it  is  wholly  owing  to  my 
prudent  Management  ;  did  me  know  that  me  might 
command  her  Fortune  when  (he  came  at  Age,  or  upon  th« 
Day  of  Marriage,  perhaps  Ihe'd  change  her  Note.  —  .  - 
But  I  have  always  told  her  that  her  Grandfather  left  it 
with  this  Provifo,  That  me  turn'd  Nun  ;  now  a  fmall  Part 
of  this  twenty  thoufand  Pounds  provides  for  her  in  the 
Nunnery,  and  the  reft  is  my  own  ;  there  is  nothing  to  be 
got  in  this  Life  without  Polky.  (Afide.)  Well,  Child,  I 
am  going  into  the  Country  for  two  or  three  Days,  to  fet 
tle  fome  Affairs  with  thy  Uncle.—  -And  then  -  Come 
help  me  on  with  my  Cloak,  Child. 

Vi».  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit  Pedro  ^w//Violante. 

F/o,  So,  now  for  the  Colonel.  (Goes  to  the  Chamber  - 
£>cor.J  Hift,  hift,  Colonel.  [Colonel  peeping. 

CW,  Is  the  Coaft  clear  ? 

Flo.  Yes,  if  you  can  climb  ;  for  you  muft  get  over  the 
Wafli-Heufe,  and  jump  from  the  Garden-  Wall  into  the 
Street. 

Col.  Nay,  nay,  I  don't  value  my  Neck  if  my  Incognita 
anfwers  but  thy  Lady's  Promife.  [Exit  Col.  and  Flora. 


Re-enter 

Pedro.  Good  by,  Violantey  take  care  of  thyfelf,  Child. 

Vio.  I  wifh  you  a  good  Journey,  Sir.  —  Now  to  fet  my 
Prifoner  at  Liberty.  [Enur  Felix  £&&/WViolante. 

Pel.  I  have  lain  perdue  under  the  Stairs,  till  I  watch'd 
the  old  Man  out. 

Vio.  Sir,  Sir,  you  may  appear.  [Goes  to  the  Deer. 

Pel.  May  he  fo,  Madam?  —  I  had  Caufe  for  my  Sufpi- 
cion,  I  find,  treacherous  Woman. 

Vio.  Ha,  Felix  here  !  Nay,  then,  all's  difcover'd. 

Fel.  (Draws.)  Villain,  whoe'er  thou  art,  come  out  1 
charge  thee,  and  take  the  Reward  of  thy  adulterous  Errand. 

e  3-  fio. 
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Ko.  What  fhall  I  fay  ? Nothing  but  the  Secret 

which  I  have  fworn  to  keep  can  reconcile  this  Quarrel. 

[JjUf, 

Pel.  A  Coward  !  Nay,  then  I'll  fetch  you  out,  think 
rot  to  hide  thyfelf ;  no,  by  St.  Anthony,  an  Altar  mould 
not  proteft  thee,  even  there  I'd  reach  thy  Heart,  tho'  all 
the  Saints  were  arm'd  in  thy  Defence.  [Exit. 

Vh.  Defend  me  Heaven !  What  fhall  I  do  ?  I  muft 
difcover  Ifabella^  or  here  will  be  Murder,  • 

Enter  Flora. 

flo.  I  have  help'd  the  Colonel  off  clear,  Madam. 
Vio.  Say'it  thou  fo,  my  Girl  ?  then  I  am  arm'd. 

Re-enter  Felix. 

Pel  Where  has  the  Devil  in  Compliance  to  your  Sex 
convey 'd  him  from  my  juft  Refentments  ? 

Vio.  Him,  who  do  you  mean,  my  dear  inquifitive  Spark? 
Ha,  ta,  ha,  will  you  never  leave  thefe  jealous  Whims  ? 

Pel.  Will  you  never  ceafe  to  impofe  upon  me  ? 

Via.  You  impofe  upon  yourfelf,  my  Dear ;  do  you  think 
I  did  not  fee  you  ?  Yes,  I  did,  and  refolved  to  put  this 
Trick  upon  you  ;  I  knew  you'd  take  the  Hint,  and  foon 
relapie  into  your  wonted  Error  :  How  eafily  your  Jealoufy 
is  fired  ?  I  Jhall  have  a  blefled  Life  with  you. 

Tel.  Was  there  nothing  in  it  then,  but  only,  to  try  me  ? 

Vlo.  Won't  you  believe  your  Eyes  ? 

FeL  No,  becaufe  I  find  they  have  deceiv'd  me  ;  well,  I 
am  convihc'd  that  Faith  is  as  neceffary  in  Love  as  in  Reli 
gion  ;  for  the  Moment  a  Man  lets  a  Woman  know  her 
xA  Conqueft,  he  refigns  his  Senfes,  and  fees  nothing  but  what 
Nhe'd  have  him. 

Vio.  And  as  foon  as  that  Man  finds  his  Love  return'd, 
fhe  becomes  as  errant  a  Slave,  as  if  fhe  had  already  faid 
after  the  Prieft. 

Pel.  The  Prieft,  Violante,  would  diffipate  thofe  Fears 
which  caufe  thefe  Quarrels ;  when  wilt  thou  make  me 
happy  ? 

/'/*.  To-morrow,  I  will  tell  thee ;  my  Father  is  gone 
for  two  or  three  Days  to  my  Uncle's,  we  have  Time  enough 

to  finifli  our  Affairs But  prithee  leave  me  now,  for  I 

expeft  fome  Ladies  to  vifit  me. 
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Pel.  If  you  command   it.  —  Fly  fwift  ye  Hours,    and 
bring  Tomorrow   on.  —You  defire  I  wou'd  leave  you, 
Violante. 
.   Vio.  I  do  at  prefent. 

Fel.   So  much  you  reign  tie  Sovereign  of  my  SouI9 

'  Ik  at  I  obey  without  the  leaft  Controul.  [Exit. 

Entsr  Ifabella. 

»  '**  :Jfab.  I  am.  glad  my  Brother  and  you  are  reconcil'd,  my 
Dear,  and  the  Colonel  efcap'd  without  his  Knowledge  ;  I 
wa-s  frighted  out  of  my  Wits  when  I  heard  him  return.  —  • 
I  know  not  how  to  exprefs  my  Thanks,  Woman—  for  what 
you  furTer'd  for  my  Sake,  my  grateful  Acknowledgments 
mail  ever  wait  you  ;  and  to  the  World  proclaim  the  Faith, 
Truth,  and  Honour  of  a  Woman. 

Vio.    Prithee  don't  compliment  thy  Friend,  Ifabella.-— 
You  heard  the  Colonel,  I  fuppofe  ? 
:  Ifab.  Every  Syllable,  and  am  pleas'd  to  find  I  do  not 
love  in  vain. 

Vio.  Thou.  haft  caught  his  Heart,  it  teems  ;  and  an  Hour 
hence  may  fecure  his  Ferfon.—  -Thou  haft  made  hafty  Work 
©n't,  Girl. 

•   Ifab.  From  hence  I  draw  my  Happinefs,  we  ihall  have 
no  Accounts  to  make  up  after  Coniummation. 

She  who  for  'Tears,  prof  raffs  her  Lower's  Pain, 
Jlnd  makes  kirn  nv/ft,  and  wait,  andfegh  in  <vain, 
To  be  his  Wife,  when  late  foe  gives  Confnt, 
finds  half  his  Pajfion  ivas  in  C  our  t  Jhip  f  pent  ', 
Whilft  they  who  boldly  ail  Delays  remove, 
find  every  Hour  a  frejh  Supply  cf  Love. 


A  C    T     V. 

SCENE,  Frederick'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Felix  and  Frederick. 

Fel.  nr^HIS  Hour  has  been  propitious,  I  am  recon- 
X      cil'd  to  Violante,  and  you  aflure  me  dntctiio  » 
out  of  Danger. 
-    Fred.  Your  Satisfaction  is  doubly  mine. 

C  4  Enter 
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WONDER: 

Enter  Liffardo. 

Ftt:  What  Hafte  you  made,  Sirrah,  to  bring  me  Word 
f  Vtolante  went  home  ? 

Li/.  I  ^an  give  you  very  good  Reafons  for  my  Stay, 
Sir  —  Yes,  Sir,  fhe  went  home. 

Fred.  O  !  Your  Mailer  knows  that,  for  he  has  been 
there  himfelf,  LiJ/ardo. 

Lijf.  Sir,   may  I  beg  the  Favour  of  your  Ear. 

Fel.  What  have  you  to  fay  ?  \Wkifpers,  and  Felix 

feems  unsafy* 

Fred.  Ha,  Felix  changes  Colour  at  Lijbrd<?&  News. 
What  can  it  be  ? 

Fel.  A  Scots  Footman,  that  belongs  to  Colonel  Britton, 
an  Acquaintance  of  Frederick's,  fay  you  ?  the  Devil  !  If 
fhe  be  falfe,  by  Heaven  I'll  trace  hej.  Prithee,  Frederick* 
tio  you  know  one  Colonel  Britton>  a  Scot/man  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  why  do  you  afk  me  ? 

F-eL  Nav,  no  great  Matter;  but  my  Man  tells  me  that 
he  has  had  fome  little  Difference  with  a  Servant  of  hist 
that's  all, 

Fred.  lie  is  a  good  harmlefs  innocent  Fellow,  I  am 
forry  for  it  ;  the  Colonel  lodges  in  my  Houfe,  I  knew  him 
formerly  in  England,  and  met  him  here  by  Accident  laft 
Night,  and  gave  him  an  Invitation  home  ;  he  is  a  Gentle 
men  of  a  good  Eftate,  befides  his  CommiiTion  ;  of  excellent 
Principles,  and  iiri£l  Honour,  I  affaire  you. 

Fel.  Is  he  a  Man  of  Intrigue  ? 

Fred.  Like  other  Men,  I  fappofe,  here  he  comes. 

[Enter  Colonel. 
Colonel,  I  began  to  think  I  had  loft  you. 

Col.  —  And  not  without  fome  Reafons,  if  you  knew  all. 

Fel.  There's  no  Danger  of  a  fine  Gentleman's  being  loft 
in  this  Town,  Sir. 

Col.  That  Compliment  don't  belong  to  me,  Sir.  But 
1  aflure  you  I  have  been  very  near  being  run  away  with. 

Fred.  Who  attempted  it  ? 

Col.  Faith,  I  know  her  not  —  Only  that  fhe  is  a  charm 
ing  Woman,  I  mean  as  much  as  I  faw  of  her. 

Ftl.  My  Heart  fwells  with  Apprehenfion.  —  Some  acci 
dental  Rencounter.  — 

Fred.  A  Tavern,  I  fuppofe,  adjufted  the  Matter.  — 

C*/.  A  Tavero  !  No,  no,  Sir,  fhe  is  above  that  Rank-, 

Uf- 
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I  aflure  you  ;  this  Nymph  fleeps  in  a  Velvet  Bed,  and 
Lodgings  every  Way  agreeable. 

Pel.  Ha,  a  Velvet  Bed!  —  I  thought  you  faid  but  now,- 
Sir,  you  knew  her  not. 

Col.  No  more  I  don't,  Sir. 

Pel.  How  came  you  then  fo  well  acquainted  with  her 
Bed? 

Fred.  Ay,  ay,  come,  come,  unfold. 

Co!.  Why  then  youmuft  know,  Gentlemen,  that  I  was 
convey'd  to  her  Lodgings,  by  one  of  Cupid's  EmifTaries, 
call'd  a  Chambermaid,  in  a  Chair,  thro'  fifty  blind  Alleys, 
who,  by  the  help  of  a  Key,  let  me  into  a  Garden. 

Pel.  S'Death,  a  Garden,  this  muft  be  Vicente's  Gar 
den.  [Afide. 

Col.  From  thence  conduced  me  into  a  fpacious  Room, 
then  dropt  me  a  Courtefy,  told  me  her  Lady  would  wait 
on  me  prefently  ;  fo,  without  unvailing,  modeflly  with 
drew. 

/V/.  Damn  her  Modefty  ;  this  was  Flora.  [JJide.- 

Fred.  Well,  how  then  Colonel  ?  r 

Col.  Then  Sir,  immediately  from-  another  Door  iflued 
forth  a  Lady,  arm'd  at  both  Eyes  ;  from  whence  fuch 
Showers  of  Darts  fell  round  me,  that  had  I  not  been  co- 
ver'cf  with  the  Shield  of  another  Beauty,  I  had  infallibly 
falPri  a  Martyr  to  her  Charms  ;  for  you  muft  know  I  jnit  • 
faw  her  Eyes  :  Eyes,  did  I  fay  ?  No,  no,  hold,  I  law 
but  one  Eye,  tho'  I  fuppofe  it  had  a  Fellow,  equally  aa 
killing. 

Fel  But  how  came  you  to  fee  her  Bed,  Sir-?  S'Death, 
this  Kxpeclation  gives  a  thoufand  Racks.  \dfide. 

CV.  Why,  upon  her  Maid's  giving  Notice  her  Father 
was  coming,  me  thruit  me  into  the  Bed-Chamijcr. 

Fel.  Upon  her  Father's  coming  ? 

Col.  Ay,  fo  fhe  faid  ;  but  putting  my  Ear  to  the  Key 
hole  of  the  Door,  I  found  it-was  another  Lover. 

Pel.  Confound  the  Jilt!    'Twas  (he  without  Diff  utev  .  - 


Fred.  Ah  poor  Colonel,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Co!.  I  cifjover'd  they  had  had  a  Quarrel,  but  whetKer 
they  were  reccncil'd  or  not,  I  can't  tell,  for  the  fccond 
Alarm  brought  the  Father  in  good  earneft,  and  had  like 

C-5  to-' 
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to  have  made  the  Gentleman  and  I  acquainted,  but  flic 
found  Come  other  Stratagem  to  convey  him  out. 

Pel.  Contagion  feize  her,  and  make  her  Body  ugly  as 
her  Soul.  There's  nothing  left  to  doubt  of  now,-— 'Tis 
plain  'twas  me Sure  he  knows  me,  and  takes  this  Me 
thod  to  infult  me ;  S'Death,  I  cannot  bear  it.  [Afide. 

Fred.  So,  when  me  had  difpatched  her  old  Lover,  (he 
paid  you  a  Vifit  in  her  Bed -Chamber,  ha,  Colonel? 

Col.  No,  Pox  take  the  impertinent  Puppy,  he  fpoil'd 
my  Diverfion,  I  faw  her  no  more. 

Ft/.  Very  fine !  give  me  Patience,  Heaven,  or  I  mall 
burft  with  Rage.  {Afede. 

Fred.  That  was  hard. 

Col.  Nay,  what  was  worfe,  the  Nymph  that  introduced 
me  convey 'd  me  out  again  over  the  Top  of  a  high  Wall, 
where  I  ran  the  Danger  of  having  my  Neck  broke,  for 
the  Father,  it  feems,  had  lock'd'ihe  Door  by  which  I 
cnter'd. 

FeL  That  Way  I  mifs'd  him  : Damn  her  Invention. 

(Aftde.)  Pray  Colonel,  was  this  the  fame  Lady  you  met 
upon  the  Terriiro  de  pajfa  this  Morning  ? 

Col.  Faith  I  can't  tell,  Sir,  I  had  a  Defign  to  know 
who  that  Lady  was,  but  my  Dog  of  a  Footman,  whom  I 
had  order'd  to  watch  her  home,  fell  faft  a  Sleep — I  gave 
him  a  good  beating  for  his  Negleft,  and  I  have  never  lien 
the  Rafcal  fince. 

Fred.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Oibby. 

Col.  Where  have  you  been,   Sirrah  ? 

Gib.  Troth  Ife'  been  feeking  yee  an  like  yer  Honour 
thefe  twa  Hoors  an  meer,  I  bring  yee  glad  Teedings,  Sir. 

Cd.  What  have  you  found  the  Lady  ? 

Gib.  Geud  Faite  ha  I,  Sir— an  ftiee's  call'd  Donna  Vio- 
lante,  and  her  Parent  Don  Pedro  de  Mendofa,  an  gin  yee 
wull  gang  wami,  an'tlike  ye'j  Honour,  Ife  mak  you  ken 
the  II ufe  right  weel. 

FeL  O  Torture  !  Torture  !  {Aftde. 

Col.  Ha !  Violante !  That's  the  Lady's  Name  of  the 
Houfc  where  my  Incognita  is,  fure  it  could  not  be  her, 
at  Icafl  it  was  not  the  feme  Hoiifv  I'm  confident.  \Afi<k. 

Fred. 
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freJ.  Violante  !  'Tis  falfe,  I  wou'd  not  have  you  credit 
him,  Colonel. 

Gil;.  The  Deel  burft  my  Blader,  Sir,  gin  I  lee. 

Pel.  Sirrah,  I  fay  you  do  lye,  and  I'll  make  you  eat 
it,  you  Dog.  (kicks  him}  And  if  your  Mailer  will  juftify 
you. 

Col.  Not  I,  faith  Sir, — I  anfwer  for  no  body's  Lyes  but 
my  own,  if  you  pleafe,  kick  him  again. 

Gib.  But  gin  he  dus,  Ife  ne  take  it,  Sir,  gin  he  was  a 
thoufaud  Spaniards.  \jwalks  about  in  a  Pajfion. 

Col.  I  ow'd  you  a  beating,  Sirrah,  and  I'm  oblig'd  to 
this  Gentleman  for  taking  the  Trouble  off  my  Hands  ; 
therefore  fay  no  more,  d'ye  hear,  Sir  ?  \Afde  to  Gibby. 

Gib.  Troth  de,  I  Sir,  and  feel  tee. 

Fred.  This  mull  be  a  Miftake,  Colonel,  for  I  know  Ft- 
dante  perfectly  well,  and  I'm  certain  ihe  would  not  meet 
you  upon  the  Terriers  de  pajja. 

Col.  Don't  be  too  pofitive,  Frederick,  now  I  have  fome 
Reafons  to  believe  it  was  that  very  Lady. 

Pel.  You'd  very  much  oblige  me,  Sir,  if  you'd  let  me 
know  thefe  Reafons. 

Col.  Sir. 

Pel.  Sir,  I  fay  I  have  a  Right  to  enquire  into  thofe  Rea 
fons  you  fpeak  off. 

Col.  Ha,  ha,  really  Sir  I  cannot  conceive  how  you,  or 
any  Man  can  have  a  Right  to  enquire  into  my  Thocgts. 

Pel.  Sir,  I  have  a  Right  to  every  Thing  that  relates  to 
Viclante — And  he  that  traduces  her  Fame,  and  refufes  to 
give  his  Reafons  for't,  is  a  Villain.  [Draws. 

Col.  What  the  Devil  have  I  been  doing ;  now  Blillers 
on  my  Tongue,  by  Dozens.  [Afide. 

Fred.  Prithee  Felix  don't  quarrel,  till  you  know  for 
what ;  this  is  all  a  Miitake  I'm  pofitive. 

Col.  Look  ye,  Sir,  that  I  dare  draw  my  Sword  I  think 
will  admit  of  no  Difpute  —  But  tho'  fighting's  my  Trade, 
I'm  not  in  Love  with  it,  and  think  it  more  honourable  to 
decline  this  Bufinefs,  than  purfue  it.  This  may  be  a  Mil- 
take  j  however,  I'll  give  yoa  my  Honour  never  to  have 
any  Affair  directly,  or  indirectly  with  Violante,  provided 
me  is  your  Violante ;  but  if  there  Ihou'd  happen  to  be  an 
other  of  her  Name,  I  hope  you  wou'd  not  engrofs  all  the 
Fiohntts  in  {he  Kingdom, 

C  6  Pel. 
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Fef.  Your  Vanity  has  given  me  fufficient  Reafons  to 
believe  I'm  not  miftaken ;  I'm  not  to  be  impos'd  up 
on,  Sir. 

Co!.  Nor  I  bully'd,  Sir. 

Ftl.  Bully'd !  S'Death,  fuch  another  Word,  and  III 
nail  thee  to  the  Wall. 

Ccl  Are  you  fure  of  that,  Spaniard.  [Draws. 

Gtb.  (Draws)  Say  ne  meer  Mon,  aw  my  Sol  here's 

Twa  to  Twa,  dona  fear  Sir,  Gibby  ftonds  by  ye  for  the 

Honor  a  Scotland.  [Vapours  about. 

Fred.    By  St.  Anthony  you   flian't  fight  (interpofes)  on 

hare  Sufpicion,  be  certain  of  the  Injury,  and  then. 

Pel.  That  I  will  this  Moment,  and  then,  Sir— I  hope 

you  are  to  be  found. 

Col.  Whenever  you  pleafe,  Sir.  [Exit  Felix. 

Gib.    S'Bleed,    Sir,    there  neer  was  Scotfman  yet  that 

mam'd  to  (hew  his  Face.  [/rutting  about. 

Fred.  So,  Quarrels  fpring  up  like  Mufhrooms,  in  a  Mi"- 

nute  :  Vialame,  and  he,  was  but  juft  reconcil'd,  and  you 

have  furnifli'd  him  with  frefh  Matter  for  falling  out  again,- 

and  J  am  certain,  Colonel,  Gibby  is  in  the  Wrong. 

Gib.  Gin  I  be  Sir,  the  Mon  that  tald  me  leed,  and  gin 
lie  dad,  the  Deel  be  my  Landlard,  Hell  my  Winter  Quar 
ters,  and  a  Rope  my  Winding  Sheet,  Gin  1  dee  no  lik 
Vim  as  lang  as  I  can,  hold  a  Stick  in  my  Hond,  now 
lee  yee 

Col.  I  am  forry  for  what  I  have  faid,  for  the  Lady's  S,ake, 
but  who  could  divine,  that  me  was  his  Miftrefs ;  prithee 
•who  is  this  warm  Spark  ? 

Fred.  He  is  the  Son  of  one  of  oar  Grandees,  nam'd 
DM  Lopez  de  Pementdl,  a  very  honeft  Gentleman,  but 
•iomething  paffionate  in  what  relates  to  his  Love — He  is  an 
only  Son,  which  perhaps  may  be  one  Reafon  for  indulg* 
ing  his  I'aflion. 

Col.  When  Parents  have  but  one  Child,  they  either  make 
a  Madman,  or  a  Fool  of  him. 

Fred.  He  is  not  the  only  Child,  he  has  a  Sifter ;  but  I 
think,  thro'  the  Severity  of  his  Father,  who  would  have 
married  her  againft  her  Inclination,  me  has  made  her  Ef-* 
cape,  and  notwithftanding  he  has  offer'd  five  hundred 
'Pounds,  he  can  get  no  Tydings  of  her. 
CW.  Ha  !  How  long  has  Ihe  been  miffing  ? 

FreA 
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Fred.  Nay,  but  fmce  laft  Night,  it  feems. 

Co/.  Lad  Night !  The  very  Time  !  How  went  me  ? 

Fred.  No  body  can  tell,  they  conjecture  thro*  the  Win 
dow. 

Col.  I'm  tranfported  !  This  muft  be  the  Lady  I  caught^ 
what  fort  of  a  Woman  is  fhe  ? 

Fred.  Middle  fiz'd,  a  lovely  brown,  a  fine, .  pouting* 
Lip,  Eyes  that  roul  and  languiih,  and  feem  to  ipeak  the 
exquifite  Pleafure  that  her  Arms  could  give! 

Col.  Oh  !  I'm  fir'd  with  his  Defcription— 'Tis  the  very 
flie— What's  her  Name  ? 

Fred.  Ifabella — You  are  tranfported,  Colonel,. 

Col.  I  have  a  natural  Tendency  in  me  to  theFlefh,  thbu  - 
know'ft,  and  who  can  hear  of  Charms  fo  exquiftte,  and- 
yet  remain  unniov'd  ?  Oh,  how  I  long  for;fhe  appointed- 
Hour  !  I'll  to  the  Ttrriero  de  paj/at  and  wait  my  Happi- 
nefs ;  if  Ihe  fails  to  meet  me,  I'll  once  more  attempt  to 
find  her  at  Violantfs  in  fpite  of  her  Brother's  Jealoufy. 
(djide)  Dear  Frederick,   I  beg  your  Pardon,    but  I  'had  < 
forgot,  I  was  to  meet  a  Gentleman  upon  Bufinefs  at  Five, 
I'll  endeavour  to  difpatch  him,  and  wait  on  you  again  as 
fbon  as  poffible. 

Fred.  Your  humble  Servant,  Colonel;  [Exit. 

Col.  Gibby,  I  have  no  Bufinefs  with  you  at  prefent. 

[Exit  Colonel. 

Gib.  That's  weel — naw  will  I  gang  and  feek  this  Loon, 

and  gar  him  gang  with  me  to  Don  Pedro's  Hufe Gin 

he'll  no  gang  of  himfel,  Ife  gar  him  gang  by  the  Lug, 
Sir;  Godfwarbit  Gibby  hates  a  Lear.  ££>/>. 

Sane  changes  to-  Violante'j  Lodgings. 

Enter  Violante  and  Ifabella. 

Jfab.  The  Hour  draws  on,  Violante •,  and  now  my  Heart 
-begins  to  fail  me,  but  I  refolve  to  venture  for  all  that. 
Vio.  What  does  your  Courage  fink,  Ifabella. 
I/ab.  Only  the  Force  of  Refolution  a  little  retreated, 
but  I'll  rally  it  again  for  all  that. 

Enter  Flora, 
Flo.  Don  Felix  is  coming  up,  Madam! 

My  Brother !  Which  Way  fhall  I  get  out  —  Dif- 

patch 
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patch  him  as  foon  as  you  can,  dear  Violante. 

[Exit  into  the  Ctofet. 

Vio.  I  will.  (Enter  Felix  in  afurly  Pofture.)  Felix,  what 
brings  you  back  ib  foon,  did  not  1  fay  to-morrow  ? 

Fel.  My  Pailion  choaks  me,  I  cannot  fpeak,  oh,  I  ftiall 
burfl !  ( Afide.)  [Throws  himfelfinto  a  Chair, 

Vio.  Blefs  me  !  are  you  not  well,  my  Felix  ? 

FeL  Yes, — No,— I  don't  know  what  I  am. 

Vio.  Hey  Day  !  What's  the  Matter  now  ?  Another  jea 
lous  Whim  ! 

FeL  With  what  an  Air  me  carries  it. 1  fvveat  at  her 

Impudence.  [AJide. 

l'-o.  If  I  were  in  your  Place,  Felix,  I'd  chufe  to  flay 
at  home,  when  thefj  Fits  of  Spleen  were  upon  me,  and 
not  trouble  fuch  Perfons  as  are  not  oblig'd  to  bear  with 
them.  [Here  he  ajjefis  to  be  carelefs  of  her. 

FeL  I  am  very  fenfible,  Madam,  of  what  you  mean : 
I  difturb  you  no  doubt,  but  were  I  in  a  better  Humour,  I 
fhou'd  not  incommode  you  lefs.  1  am  but  too  well  con- 
vinc'd,  that  you  could  eafily  difpenfe  with  my  Vifit. 

Fio.  When  you  behave  yourfelf  as  you  ought  to  do,  no 
Company  fo  welcome — But  when  you  referve  me  for  your 
ill  Nature,  I  wave  your  Merit,  and  confider  what's  due 
to  myfelf—  And  I  mutt  be  fo  free  to  tell  you,  Felix,  that 
thefe  Humours  of  yours  will  abate,  if  not  abfolutely  de- 
ftroy,  the  very  Principles  of  Love. 

FeL  (Rijing)  And  I  muft  be  fo  free  to  tell  you,  Madam, 
that  fince  you  have  made  fuch  ill  Returns  to  the  Refpeci 
that  I  have  paid  you,  all  you  do  (hall  be  indifferent  to  me 
for  the  Future,  and  you  mull  find  me  abandon  your  Em 
pire  with  fo  litttle  Difficulty,  that  1*11  convince  the  World 
your  Chains  are  not  fo  hard  to  break  as  your  Vanity  would 

t^mpt  you  to  believe 1  cannot  brook  the  Provocation 

you  give. 

l'io.  This  is  not  to  be  born—In  folent !  You  abandon! 
'.  You  !  Whom  I  have  fo  often  forbad  ever  to  fee  me  more  ! 
Have  you  not  fall'n  at  my  Feet  ?  Implor'd  my  Favour 
i and  Forgi  vends — Did  you  not  trembling  wait,  and  wifh, 
land  figh,  and  fwear  yourfelf  into  my  Heart  ?  Ingrateful 
(Man  !  If  my  Chains  are  fo  eafily  broke  as  you  pretend, 
then  you  arc  the  fillfoft  Coxcomb  living,  you  did  not 
freak  'cm  long  ago  -,  and  I  mult  think  him  capable  of 

brooking 
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brooking  any  thing  on  whom  fuch  Ufage  could  make  no 
Irtipreilion. 

.  Ijab.  (Peeping,)  A  Duce  take  your  Quarrels,  fhe'll  ne 
ver  think  on  me. 

„  Pel.  I  always  believed,  Madam,  my  Weaknefs  was  the 
greateft  Addition  to  your  Power,  you  would  be  lefs  im 
perious,  had  my~  Inclination  been  lefs  forward  to  oblige 
you— You  have  indeed  forbad  me  your  Sight,  but  your 
Vanity  even  then  afiured  you  I  would  return,  and  I  was 
Fool  enough  to  feed  your  Pride.  Your  Eyes,  with  all 
their  boafted  Charms,  have  acquired  the  greateft  Glory 

,in  conquering  me. And  the  brighteft  Paffage  of  your 

Life  is,  wounding  this  Heart  with  fuch  Arms  as  pierce  but 
few  Perfons  of  my  Rank.  \Walks  about  in  a  great  Pet. 

Vio.  Matchlefs  Arrogance  !  True  Sir,  I  mould  have  kept 
^Meafures  better  with  you,  if  the  Conqueft  had  been  worrh 
preferving,  but  we  eafily  hazard  what  gives  us  no  Pain  to 

lofe As  for  my  Eyes,  you  are  miftaken  if  you  think 

they  have  vanquifhed  none  but  you  ;  there  are  Men  above 
your  boafted  Rank  who  have  confefs'd  their  Power,  when 
their  Misfortune  in  pleafmg  you  made  them  obtain  fuch  a 
difgraceful  Victory. 
;     Pel.  Yes,  Madam,  I  am  no  Stranger  to  your  Victories. 

Vio.  And  what  you  call  the  brighteft  Paffage  of  my  Life, 
is  not  the  leaft  glorious  Part  of  yours. 

Pel.  Ha,  ha,  do'nt  put  yourfelf  into  a  Paffion,  Ma 
dam,  for  J  affure  you,  after  this  Day,  I  fhall  give  you  no 
Trouble  —  You  may  meet  your  Sparks  on  the  Terriero  ae 
Pajfa  at  Four  in  the  Morning,  without  the  leaft  Regard  of 

mine For  when  I  quit  your  Chamber,  the  World  ihan't 

bring  me  back. 

Vio.  I  am  fo  well  pleas'd  with  your  Refolution,  I  don't 
care  how  foon  you  take  your  Leave. — But  what  you  mean 
by  the  Terricro  fie  Pciffa  at  Four  in  the  Morning,  I  can't 
guefs. 

Pel.  No,  no,  no,  not  you You  was  not  upon  the 

Terriero  de  PaJJa  at  Four  this  Morning. 

Vio.  No,  I  was  not ;  but  if  I  was,  I  hope  I  may  walk 
J    where  I  pleafe,  and  at  what  Hour  I  pleafe,  without  afk- 
ing  you  Leave. 

Fel.  Oh,  doubtlefs,  Madam  !  And  you  might  meet  Co 
lonel  Britton  there,  and  afterwards  fend  your  EmifTary  to 

fetch 
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fttch  him  to  your  Houfe And  upon  your  FatherV 

coming  in,  thruft  him  into  your  Bed  Chamber — without 
aflting  my  Leave.  'Tis  no  Bufmefs  of  mine  if  you  are  ex- 
pofed  among  all  the  Footmen  in  Town — Nay,  if  they  Bai 
ted  you,  and  cry  you  about  at  a  Halfpenny  a-piece— • 
They  may,  without  my  Leave. 

Vio.  Audacious !  Don't  provoke  me— don't ;  my  Re 
putation  is  not  to  be  fported  with  (Going  up  to  bim)  at  this 

Rate No,  Sir,  it  is  not.  (biirjts  into  Tears*}  Inhuman 

febx! Oh,  Ifabella,  what  a  Train  of  Ills  haft  thou 

brought  on  me  ?  [Afide. 

Pel.  Ha!  I  cannot  bear  to  fee  her  weep — A  Woman's  * 
Tears  are  far  more  fatal  than  our  Swords.  (Afide.)    Oh , 
y*olante— S'Death  !  what  a  Dog  am  I?  Now  have  I  no  <• 
Power  to  ftir ; — Doft  not  thou  know  fuch  a  Perfon  as  Co 
lonel  Britton  ?  Prithee  tell  me,  didft  not  thou  meet  him  at ' 
Four  this  Morning  upon  the  Terriero  de  PaJJa  ? 

Vio.  Were  it  not  to  clear  my  Fame,  I  would  not  an- 
fwer  thee,  thou  black  Ingrate ! — But  I  cannot  bear  to  be 
reproach'd  with  what  I  even  blufh  to  think  of,  much  lefe 
to  a&  ;  by  Heaven,  I  have  not  feen  the  Ten-ten  de  Pajfo  - 
this  Day. 

Pel.  Did  not  a  Scots  Footman  attack  you  in  the  Street  ' 
neither,  Violantt? 

Via.  Yes,  but  he  miftook  me  for  another,  or  he  was 
diunk,  I  know  not  which. 

Fel.  And  do  not  you  know  this  Sccts>  Colonel  ? 

Wo.  Pray  alk  me  no  more  Queftions,  this  Ni^ht  mall  '••• 
i^lear  my  Reputation,   and  leave  you  without  Excufe  for  < 
your  bafe  Sufpicions ;   more  than  this  I  fiiall  not  fatisfy 
you,  therefore  pray  leave  me. 

Fel.  Didit  thou  ever  love  me,  Violante? 

Vio.  I'll  anfwer  nothing. — You  was  in  Hafte  to  be  gone 
juft  now,  I  mould  be  very  well  pleas'd  to  be  alone,  Sir. 

\Skefos  down,  and  turns  afide+ 

Fel  I  fliall  not  long  interrupt  your  Contemplation. 

Stubborn  to  the  laft.  \_Afide. 

Pio.  Did  ever  Woman  involve  herfelf  as  I  have  done? 

Fel.  Now  would  I  give  one  of  my  Eyes  to  be  Friends .< 
with  her  ;  for  fomething  whifpers  to  my  Soul  me  is   not 
guilty. — (He  paufuy'  then  pulh  a  Chair*  and  Jits  by  her  at 
a  little  Diftancc,  looking  at  her  fame  time  'without  /peaking — 

Tbt*  • 
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"Then  draws  a  little  nearer  to  her.)  Give  me  your  Hand 
at  Parting,  however,  Violante,  won't  you,  (Here  he  lays  his 
open  upon  her  Knee  fever al  times.)  won't  you — <•  won't  you— 
won't  you  ? 

Vio.  (Half  regarding  him}  Won't  I  do  what  ? 

Pel.  You  know  what  I  would  have,  Violante.  Oh,  my 
Heart ! 

Vio.  (Smiling.)  I  thought  my  Chains  were  eafily  broke. 
(Lays  her  Hand  into  his.) 

Pel.  (Draws  his  Chair  clcfe  to  her,  and  kijes  her  Hand 
in  a  Rapture,)  Too  well  thou  knoweft  thy  Strength. — Oh 
jny  charming  Angel,  my  Heart  is  all  thy  own.  Forgive 
my  hafty  Paflion ',  'tis  the  Tranfport  of  a  Love  fincere  ! 

Don  Pedro  <voithln. 

Pedro.  Bid  Sancho  get  a  new  Wheel  to  my  Chariot  pre- 
fently. 

Vio.  Blefs  me  I  My  Father  return'*! !  What  ftall  we  do 
flow,  Ftlix?  We  are  ruin'd,  paft  Redemption. 

Pel.  No,  no,  no,  my  Love ;  I  can  leap  from  thy  Clo 

let  Window.          [Runs  to  the  Door  where  Ifabella  is,  <who 

claps  too  the  Doorj  and  bolts  it  withm  Jide» 

Ifab,  (Peeping.}  Say  you  fo  :  But  I  ftiall  prevent  you. 

Pel.  Confufion  !  Some  Body  bolts  the  Door  wi thin- 
fide;  111  fee  who  you  have  concealed  here,  if  I  die  for't: 
Oh  Violante !  haft  thou  again  facrific'd  me  to  my  Rival  I 

[Draws. 

Vio.  By  Heaven  thou  haft  no  Rival  in  my  Heart,  let 

that  fuffice Nay,  fure  you  will  not  let  my  Father  find 

you  here Diftradion  ! 

Pel.  Indeed  but  I  (hall— except  you  command  this  Door 
to  be  open'd,  and  that  Way  conceal  me  from  his1  Sight. 
[He  ftruggles  with  her  to  come  at  the  Doer. 

Vio.  HeaT  me,  Felix — ^Though  I  were  fure  the  refufing 
what  you  afk  would  feparate  us  for  ever,  by  all  that's  pow 
erful  you  mail  not  enter  here  :  Either  you  do  love  me,  or 
you  do  not ;  convince  me  by  your  Obedience. 

Pel.  That's  not  the  Matter  in  debate — I  will  know  who 
is  in  this  Clofet,  let  the  Confequence  be  what  it  will.  Nay, 
nay,  nay,  you  ftrive  in  vain  ;  I  will  go  in. 

Vio*  You  lhall  not  go  in— 
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Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Ped.  Hey  day  !  What's  here  to  do  ?  I  will  go  in,  and 
you  (han't  go  in — and,  I  will  go  in — Why,  who  are  you, 
Sir? 

Pel.  'Sdeath  !  What  fhall  I  fay  now  ! 

Ped.  Don  Felix,  pray  what's  your  Bufinefs  in  my  Houfe  ? 
Ha,  Sir? 

.    Vio.  Oh  Sir,  what  Miracle  return'd  you  home  fo  foon  ? 
Some  Angel  'twas  that  brought  my  Father  back  to  fuo 

cour  the  diftrefs'd This  Ruffian  he,  I  cannot  call  him 

Gentleman has  committed  fuch  an  uncommon  Rude- 

nefs,    as  the  moft  profligate  Wretch  would  be  afham'd 
to  own 

Pel.  Ha,  what  the  Devil  does  fhe  mean  !  \Afde. 

Vio.  As  I  was  at  my  Devotion  .in  my  Clofet,  I  heard  a 
loud  knocking  at  our  Door,  mix'd  with-a  Woman's  Voice, 
which  feem'd  to  imply  fhe  was  in  Danger.—— 

Pel.  I  am  confounded  !  [Afide* 

Vio.  I  flew  to  the  Door  with  utmoft  Speed,  where  a 
Lady  vail'd  rufhed  in  upon  me ;  who,  falling  on  her  Knees, 
begged  my  Protection,  from  a  Gentleman,  who,  fhe  faid, 
purfued  her  :  I  took  Companion  on  her  Tears,  and  locked 
her  into  this  Clofet  ;  but  in  the  Surprize  having  left  open 
the  Door,  this  very  Perfon  whom  you  fee,  with"  his  Sword 
drawn,  ran  in,  protefting,  if  1  refus'd  to  give  her  up  to 
his  Revenge,  he'd  force  the  Door. 

Pel.  What  in  the  Name  of  Goodnefs  does  fhe  mean  to 
do  !  Hang  me  !  [ ^fide. 

Vio.  I  ftrove  with  him  till  I  was  out  of  Breath,  and  had 
you  not  come  as  you  did,  he  mull  have  entered — But  he's 
in  Drink,  I  fuppofe,  or  he  could  not  have  been  guilty  of 
1  uch  an  Indecorum.  \Leerin?  at  Felix. 

T\        t        Tl  L  O 

red.  I  m  amazed  ! 
^   Pel.  The  Devil    never   fail'd  a  Woman   at  a  Pinch  : 

What  a  Tale  has  (he  forro'd  in  a  Minute In  Drink, 

quotha ;  a  good  Hint :  I'll  lay  hold  on't  to  bring  myfelf 

0/F-  r^fcfrj 

fed.  Fie  Den  Felix  !  No  fooner  rid  of  one  Broil,  but 
you  are  commencing  another.  —  To  aflault  a  Lady  with  a 
naked  Sword,  derogates  much  from  the  Character  of  a 
Gentleman,  I  aflure  you.  - 

///.  (Counterfeits  Drunkenaefs}  Who,  I  aflault  a  Lady, 
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i—  upon  Honour  the  Lady  aflaulted  me,  Sir ;  and  would 
have  feiz'd  this  Body  Politick  upon  the  King's  Highway 
—-—let  her  come  out,  and  deny  it  if  fne  can — pray,  Sir, 
command  the  Door  to  be  opened,  and  let  her  prove  me  a 

Lyar  if  me  knows  how 1  have  been  drinking  right 

French  Claret,  Sir,  but  I  love  my  own  Country  for  all  that. 

Fed.  Ay,   ay,  who  doubts  it,  Sir? Open  the  Door, 

Violante*  and  let  the  Lady  come  out.  —  Come,  I  warrant 

thee,  he  fhan't  hurt  her. 

:    FeL  A%.  now  which  Way  Will  (he  come  off? 

•    Vio.  (Unlocks  the  Door)  Come  forth,  Madam,  none  mall 

dare  to  touch  your  Veil — I'll  convey  you  out  with  Safety, 

or  lofe  my  Life — I  hope  me  underftands  me.  [Aftde. 

Enter  Ifabella  veil'd,  and  croffes  the  Stage. 

Ifab.  Excellent  Girl !  [Exit. 

FeL  The  Devil !  A  Woman  !  Til  fee  if  me  be  really  fo. 

[Offers  to  follow  her. 

Ped.  (Draws)  Not  a  Step,  Sir,  till  the  Lady  be  paft 
your  Recovery. — I  never  fuffer  the  Laws  of  Hofpitality  to 
•be  violated  in  my  Houfe,  Sir.— I'll  keep  "Don  Felix  here 
till  you  fee  her  fafe  out,  Vidante. 

Vio.  Get  clear  of  my  Father,  and  follow  me  to  the 
Terriero  de  pa/fa,  where  all  Miftakes  (hall  be  rectified. 
to  Felix.)  [Exit  Violante. 

Ped.  Come,  Sir,  you  and  I  will  take  a  Pipe  and  a  Bottle 
together. 

Fel.  Damn  .your  Pipe,  Sir,  I  won't  fmoak 1  hate 

Tobacco Nor  I,  I,  I,  I  won't  drink,  Sir — No,  nor  I 

won't  flay,  neither,  and  how  will  you  help  yourfelf? 

P-ed.  As  to  fmoaking,  or  drinking,  you  have  your  Li 
berty,  but  you  mall  ftay,  Sir,  [Gets  between  him  and 
the  Doer,  Felix  ftrikes  up  bis  Heels  and  Exit. 

FeL  Shall  I  fo,  Sir  But  1  tell  you,  old  Gentleman, 
I  am  in-hafte  to  be  married And  fo  God  be  with  you. 

Ped.  Go  to  the  Devil — In  hafte  to  be  married,  quotha, 
thou  art  in  a  fine  Condition  to  be  married,  truly  ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Set-.  Here's  Don  Lopez  de  Pementel  to  wait  on  you, 
Senior. 
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Fed.  What  the  Devil  does  he  want?  Bring  him  up, 
he's  in  purfuit  of  his  Son,  I  fuppofe. 

Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  at  Home,  Den  Pedro,  I 
was  told  that  you  was  feen  upon  the  Read  to  -  this 
Afternoon. 

Fed.  That  might  be,  my  Lord  ;  but  I  had  the  Misfor 
tune  to  break  the  Wheel  of  my  Chariot,  which  oblig'd 
me  to  return  —  What  is  your  Pleafure  with  me,  my  Lord  ? 

Lop.  I  am  inform'd  that  my  Daughter  is  in  your  Houfe, 
Don  Pedro. 

Fed.  That's  more  than  I  know,  my  Lord  ;  but  here 
was  your  Son  juft  now  as  drunk  as  an  Emperor. 

Lop.  My  Son  drunk  !  I  never  few  him  in  drink  in  my 
Life  ;  where  is  he,  pray,  Sir  ? 

Fed.  Gone  to  be  married, 

Lop.  Married  !  To  whom  ?  I  don't  know  that  he  court- 
ed  any  Body. 

Fed.  Nay,  I  know  nothing  of  that-—  Within  there  ! 
(Enter  Servant.)  bid  my  Daughter  come  hither,  She'll  teli 
you  another  Story,  my  Lord. 

£er.  .She's  gone  out  in  a  Chair,  Sir. 

F*d.  Out  in-  a  Chair!  What  do  you  mean,  Sir? 

Str.  As  I  fay,  Sir  ;  and  Donna  Jfabella  went  in  another 
jufl  before  her. 

Ser.  And  Don  Felix  follow'd  in  another  ;  I  overheard 
them  all  hid  the  Chairs  go  to  the  Terriero  de  paffa. 

F*d.  Ha  !  What  Bufmefs  has  my  Daughter  there  ?  I' 
am  confounded,  and  know  not  what  to  think  __  Within 
there.  [Exit. 

Lop.  My  Heart  mifgives  me  plaguily  -  .  Call  me  an 
4jft«Kt&  I'll  purfue  them  ft  rait. 

'      '  " 


.      _    . 
SCIKE  changes  to  tie  Street  before  Don  Pedro'/  Htu/e. 

Enter  LifTardo. 

Li/.  I  wifh  I  cou'd  fee  Flora  -  Methinks  I  have  an 
hankering  Kindnefs  after  the  Slut—  We  muft  be  reconciled. 

Enter  Gibby. 
Gib.  Aw  ray  Sol,  Sir,  but  Ife  blithe  to  -find  yee  here 
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Ha !  Brother !  Give  me  thy  Hand,  Boy. 
Gib.  Not  fe  faft,  fe  ye  me — Brether  me  ne  Brethers,  I 
fcorn  a  Lyar  as  muckle  as  a  Theife,  fe  ye  now,  and  yee 
muft  gang  intul  this  Houfe  with  me,  and  juftifie  to  Donna 
Violantis  Face,  that  fhe  was  the  Lady  that  gang'd  in  here 
this  Morn,  fe  yee  me,  or  the  Deel  ha  my  Sol,  Sir,  but 
ye  and  I  (hall  be  twa  Folks. 

Lift  Juftify  it  to  Donna  riolantfs  Face,  quotha,  for 
what  ?  Sure  you  don't  know  what  you  fay. 

Gib.  Troth  de  I,  Sir,  as  weel  as  ye  de ;  therefore  come 
along,  and  mak  no  meer  Words  about  it. 

[Knocks  haftily  at  the  Door. 

Lffi  Why,  what  the  Devil  do  you  mean  ?  Don't  you 
confider  you  are  in  Portugal?  Is  the  Fellow  mad  ? 

Gib.  Fallow  !  Ife  none  of  yer  Fallow,  Sir,  and  gin  this 
Place  were  Hell,  id  gar  ye  de  me  Juftice,  (Lift  going) 
nay,  the  Deel  a  Feet  ye  gang.  [Lays  hold  of  him,  and 

knocks  again* 
Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Ped.  How  now  !  what  makes  you  knock  fo  loud  ? 
Gib.  Gin  this  be  Don  Pedro's  Houfe,  Sir,  I  wou'd  fpeak 
with  Donna  Violantey  his  Daughter. 

Li/.  Ha !  Don  Pedro  himfelf,  I  wifh  I  were  fairly  off. 

\_Afide, 

Ped.  Ha !  What  i$  it  you  want  with  my  Daughter, 
pray  ? 

Gib.  An  fhe  be  your  Doughter,  and  lik  yer  Honour, 
command  her  to  come  out,  and  anfwer  for  herfel  now, 
and  either  juftify  or  difprove  what  this  Child  told  me 
this  Morn. 

Lift  So,  here  will  be  a  fine  Piece  of  Work.         \4Jide. 
Ped.  Why,  what  did  he  tell  you,  ha  ? 
Gib.  Be  me  Sol,  Sir,  Ife  tell  you  aw  the  Truth ;  my 
Mailer  got  a  pratty  Lady  upon  the  how  de  yee  call't— 
PaJ/a  here  at  Five  this  Morn,  and  he  gar  me  watch  her 
heam — And  in  Troth  I  lodg'd  her  here,  and  meeting  this 
ill-favour'd  Theife,  fe  ye  me,  I  fpierd  wha  fhe  was—And 
he  told  me  her  Name  was  Donna  Violante,  Don  Pedro  de 
Mendofa's  Daughter. 

Ped.  Ha  !  My  Daughter  with  a  Man  abroad  at  Five  in 
the  Morning :  Death,  Hell,  and  Furies ;  by  St.  Anthony 
I'm-  undone.  [Stamp*. 

Gib. 


jro  We    W  O  N  D  E  R  : 

Gib.  Wunds,  Sir,  ye  put  yer  Saint  intul  bony  Com 
pany. 

Ped.  Who  is  your  Matter,  you  Dog  you  ?  Adfheart,  I 
fliall  be  trick'd  of  my  Daughter,  and  my  Money  too, 
that's  worft  of  all. 

Gib.  Ye  Dog  you !  'Sblead,  Sir,  don't  call  Names — I 
wont  tell  you  vva  my  Mafter  is,  fe  ye  me  now. 

Ped.  And  who  are  you,  Rafcal,  that  knows  my  Daugh 
ter  fo  well  ?  Ha  !  [Holds  up  his  Cane. 

Lift.  What  fhall  I  fay  to  make  him  give  this  Scots  Dog 
a  good  beating  ?  (Afide.)  I  know  your  Daughter,  Senior* 
Is;ot  I,  I  never  favv  your  Daughter  in  all  my  Life. 

Gii.  (Knocks  him  down  with  his  Fift.J  Deel  ha  my  Sol, 
Sar,  gin  ye  get  no  your  Carich  for  that  Lye  now.  y 

Pidro.  What  hoa !  Where  are  all  my  Servants  ?  (En 
ter  Servants  on  one  Side,  Colonel,  Felix,  Ifabella,  and  Vi- 
olante  on  the  other  Side.)  Raife  the  Houfe  in  purfuit  of  my" 
Daughter. 

Scrv.  Here  fhe  comes,  Senior. 

Col.  Hey  Day  !  What  is  here  to  do  ? 

Gib.  This  is  the  Loon  lik  Tik,  and  lik  yer  Honor,  that 
fent  me  Heam  with  a  Lye  this  Morn. 

Col.  Come,  'tis  all  well,  Gibby,  let  him  rife. 

Pedro.  I  am  Th under-  (truck and  have  not  Power  to 

fpeak  one  Word. 

Pel.  This  is  a  Day  of  Jubilee,  Liffardo  ;  no  quarrelling, 
with  him  this  Day. 

Lift  A  Pox  take  his  Fifls. Egad,  thefe  Britons  are 

but  a  Word  and  a  Blow. 

'  .  -.*  .  '        '  *  •"••«/     v 

Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  So,  have  I  found  you,  Daughter ;  then  you  have 
not  hang'd  yourfelf  yet,  I  fee. 

Col.  But  me  is  married,  my  Lord. 

Lop.  Married  !  Zounds,  to  whom  ? 

Col.  Even  to  your  humble  Servant,  my  Lord.  If  you 
pleafe  to  give  us  your  Blefling.  [Kneels. 

Lop.  Why,  hark  ye,  Miftrefs,  are  you  really  married  ? 

Jfab.  Really  fo,  my  Lord. 

Lop.  .And  who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Col.  An  honeft  North  Briton  by  Birth,  and  a  Colonel 
by  Commiffion,  my  Lord. 

Lop: 
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Lop.  A  Heretick  !  The  Devil  !         [Hold,  up  bis  Hands. 

Pedro.  She  has  plaid  you  a  ftippery  Trick  indeed,  my 

Lord — Well,  my  Girl,'  them  haft  been  to  fee  thy  Friend 

married. — Next  Week  thou  malt  have  a  better  Hufband, 

my  Dear.     (To  Violante.) 

Pel.  Next  Week  is  a  little  too  Toon,  Sir,  I  hope  to  live" 
longer  than  that. 

Pedro.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ?  You  have  not  made  a 
Rib  of  my  Daughter  too,  have  you  ? 

Via.  Indeed  but  he  has,  Sir ;  I  know  not  how,   but  lie 

took  me  in  an  unguarded  Minute, -when  my  Thoughts 

\vere  not  over  ftrong  for  a  Nunnery,  Father. 

top.  Your  Daughter  has  play'd  you  a  flippery  Trick 
too,  Senior. 

Pedro.  But  your  Son  mail  be  never  the  better  for't,  my 
Lord;  her  twenty  Thoufand  Pounds  was  left  on  certain 
Conditions,  and  I'll  not  part  with  a  Shilling. 

Lop.  But  we  have  a  certain  Thing  call'd  Law,  mail 
make  you  do  Juitice,  Sir. 

P.edro.  Well,  we'll  try  that, my  Lord,  much  good 

may  it  do  you  with  your  Daughter-in  Law.  [Exit. 

Lcp.  I  wim  you  much  Joy  of  your  Rib,  [Exit. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Tel.  Frederick,  welcome  !  —  I  fent  for  thee  to  be  Wit- 
nefs  of  my  good  Fortune,  and  make  one  in  a  Country 
Dance. 

•    Fred.  Your  Meflenger  has  told  me  all,  and  I  Imcerely 
fhare  in  all  your  Happinefs. 

Col.  To  the  Rightabout,  Frederick,  wifli  thy  Friend  Joy. 

Fred.  1  do  with  all  my  Soul ; and,  Madam,  I  con 
gratulate  your  Deliverance. — Your  Sufpicions  are  clear'd 
now,  I  hope,  Felix. 

Fel.  They  are,  and  I  heartily  afk  the  Colonel  Pardon, 
and  wifh  him  happy  with  my  Sifter ;  for  Love  has  taught 
me  to  know,  that  every  Man's  Happinefs  confifts  in  chu- 
fing  for  himfelf. 

Iff.  After  that  Rule  I  fix  here.  [To  Flora. 

Flo.  That's  your  Miftake ;  I  prefer  my  Lady's  Service, 
and  turn  ypu  over  £o  her  that  pleaded  Right  and  Title  to 
you  to  Day. 


'  fte    WONDER: 

^.M.  Chufe,  proud  Fool ;  I  flian't  aflc  you  twice. 

Gib.  What  fay  ye  now,  Lafs ;  will  ye  ge  yer  Maiden 
head  to  poor  Gibby. What  fay  you,  will  ye  dance  the 

Reel  of  Bogye  with  me  ? 

Inis.  That  I  may  not  leave  my  Lady, — I  take  you  at 
your  Word, — and  tho'  our  Wooing  has  been  fhort,  I'll  by 
her  Example  love  you  dearly.  [Mufic  plays. 

Fel.  Hark !  I  hear  the  Mufick  ;  fomebody  has  done  us 
the  Favour  to  fend  them ;  call  them  in. 

A  Country  Dance. 

Gib.  Waimds,  this  is  bony  Mufick. — How  caw  ye  that 
Thing  that  ye  pinch  by  the  Craig,  and  tickle  the  Weam, 
Ont  make  it  cry  Grum,  Grum. 

Fred.  Oh !  that's  a  Guittar,  Gibby. 

Fel.  Now,  my  Fiolante,  I  ihall  proclaim  thy  Vertues  to 
the  World. 

No  more  let  us  thy  Sex's  ConduR  blame, 
*    Since  tbou'rt  a  Proof  to  their  eternal  Fame9 
That  Man  has  no  Ad-vantage  but  the  Name, 


• 
p  r- 
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with  all  our  Modern  Laws  combined, 
Has  given  fuch  Power  defpotic  to  Mankind, 
1 "bat  We  have  only  Jo  much  Vertue  now, 
As  they  are  pleased  in  favour  to  allow. 
Thus  like  Mechanic  Work  wire  us'd  with  Scorn, 
And  wound  up  only,  for  a  prefent  Turn  ; 
Some  are  for  having  our  whole  Sex  enjlav'd, 
Affirming  we've  no  Souls,  *  and  can't  be  fav'd  j 
But  were  the  Women  all  of  my  Opinion, 
We1  d foon  Jhake  off  this  falfe  ufurp'd  Dominion  ; 
We*d  make  the  Tyrants  own,  that  we  corf d prove, 
As  ft  for  other  Bujinefs  as  for  Love. 
Lord !  What  Prerogative  might  we  obtain, 
Could  we  from  Yielding,  a  few  Months  refrain  ! 
How  fondly  wou'd  our  dangling  Lovers  do  at  ! 
What  Homage  wou*d  be  paid  to  Petticoat  ! 
'Twou'd  be  a  Jejl  to  fee  the  Change  of  Fate, 
How  we  might  all  of  Politicks  debate ; 
Promife  and  Swear,  what  we  ne'er  meant  to  do, 
And  what's  fell  harder,  Keep  our  Secrets  too. 
Ay  Marry  !  Keep  a  Secret,  fays  a  Beau, 
Andfneers  at  fome  ill-natur'd  Wit  below ; 
But  faith,  if  we  Jhorfd  tell  but  half  we  know, 


\ 


*  Alluding  to  an  ironical  Pamphlet  tending  to  prove 
that  Women  had  no  Souls. 

D 


EPILOGUE. 

There's  many  a  fpruce young  Fellow  in  this  Place, 
Would  never  more  prefume  to  Jhow  his  Face ; 
Women  are  not  fo  nveak,  whatever  Men  prate  : 
How  many  tip  top  Beans  have  had  the  Fate, 
1"* enjoy  from  Mamma's  Secrets  their  Eft  ate. 
Who,  if  her  early  Folly  had  made  known, 
Had  rid  behind  the  Coach,  that* 3  no-~w  their  own. 
But  here,  the  wond'rous  Secret  you  dif cover ; 

A  Lady  ventures  for  a  Friend, a  Lover. 

Prodigious  !  For  my  Part  I  frankly  own, 

fad  foil* d  the  Wonder,  and  the  Woman  Jbo*wn. 


\ 


The 


The    -MAN'S     bewitch'd 

o  R, 
The  Devil  to  do  about  Her; 
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As  it  is  A  c  T  E  D  at  the 
NEW-THEATRE  in  the  HAY-MARKET. 

By  Her  M  A  j  E  s  T  Y  's  Servants. 
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THE 

PREFACE. 

/Should  not  have  troubled  my  courteous  Reader  with  a  Pre 
face,  bad  I  not  lain  under  the  Necejffity  of  clear^ng^  my- 
felf  of  what  fame  People  have  been  pleafed  to  charge  me 
•with,  viz.  of  being  the  Author  of  a  Paper  calVd,  The  Fe 
male  Tatler,  confequcntly  of  a  Paragraph  in  that  of  the  i^th 
Inftant,  relating  to  this  Comedy ;  tbo*  I  think  no  reafcnable 
Perfon  will  believe  I  could  be  guilty  of  fo  much  Folly.  Thoy 
Vanity  is  faid  to  be  the  darling  Vice  of  Womankind,  yet  no 
thing  but  an  Ideot  would  exprtfs  them/elves  fo  openly  ;  and  I 
hope  the  World  won't  think  me  guilty  of  printing,  what  I  muft 
blujh  to  read,  nor  imagine  it  wrote  e<ven  by  any  Friend  of 
mine,  for  two  Reafons  :  Firft,  the  GroJJnefs  of  the  Flattery ; 
Secondly,  the  Injury  it  muj}  of  courfe  do  me,  in  the  Run  of 
my  Play,  by  putting  thcfe  People  out  of  Humour,  wbofe  Aflion 
•was  to  give  Life  to  the  Piece.  I  fuppofe  thefe  Reafons  are 
fufficient  to  convince  the  judicious  Part,  that  I  was  no  ways 
concerned  in  thofe  Reflections,  but  own  I  '-was  treated  with  all 
the  feeming  Civility  in  the  World,  till  the  fecond  Night  of  my 
Comedy.  I  willingly  fubmhted  to  Mr.  Cibber'sfitperior  judg 
ment  in  Jhcrtening  the  Scene  of  the  Ghoft  in  the  laft  Aft,  and 
believed  him  perfectly  in  the  Right,  becaufe  too  much  Repeti 
tion  is  tirefome.  Indeed,  when  Mr.  Eftcourt  Jliced  moft  of  it 
cut,  I  could  not  help  interpojtng  my  Dejires  to  the  contrary, 
which  the  reft  readily  comply1  d  with ;  and  I  had  the  Satis 
faction  to  fee  I  was  not  deceived  in  my  Opinion,  of  its  pleajing. 
This  PaJ/age  I  happened  to  mention  among  my  Acquaintance  ; 
for  "'tis  natural  to  have  a  kind  of  a  Tender  for  our  own  PrO- 
duftions,  but  efpecially  if  they  have  the  good  Fortune  to  divert 
others.  Now,  if  from  this  the  Author  of  the  Tatler  ga 
ther*  d  his  Accounts,  I  am  guilty  of  f peaking,  but  not  dejign- 
edly ;  for  who  they  are  that  write  that  Paper,  or  how  difiin- 
guijhd,  I  am  perfectly  ignorant,  and  declare  I  never  was 
concerned,  either  in  writing  or  publiflring  any  of  the  Tatlers. 
D  3  7  never 
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1  never  had  the  Vanity  to  think,  much  lefs  to  puUijb,  that 
any  thing  I  am  capable  of  doing,  could  fupport  the  Stage,  tho 
I  have  had  the  good  Fortume  to  pleafc,  cr  to  find  the  Town 
'•willing  to  be  pie  a  fed;  tho9,  at  prefent,  itfeems,  a  certain  Au 
thor  has  entered  a  Caveat  againft  all  Plays  running  to  a  fexth 
Night,  but  his  own.  77V  an  Opera  interfered  with  this  Co 
medy,  yet  brought  above  Forty  Pounds  the  fecond  Night,  which 
jhewd  it  had  fome  Merit ;  for  I  have  known  a  Play  kept  up, 
that  failed  of  half  that  Money  the  fecond  Night.  Now,  by 
the  Rules  of  the  Houfe,  it  ought  to  have  been  playd  on  :  Bui 
who  tan  j'ecure  the  Life  of  a  Play,  when  that  of  a  Man  is 
often  facrifced  to  the  Malice  of  Parties  ?  This  Play  met  with 
a  kind  Reception  in  general,  and  notwithstanding  the  Difad- 
vantages  it  had  to  ft  niggle  with,  by  raifing  the  Prices  the  frft 
/)«•)-,  and  the  Nearnejs  cf  Chriftmas,  it  would  have  made  its 
«-.'.«V  to  ajixib  NhLt,  if  it  had  had  fair  Play.  Mifiake  me 
ii(,t,  I  do  net  mean  from  the  Reprefentation  ;  for  I  muft  do  the 
Players  Reafon  :  Had  IfearcWd  all  the  Theatres  in  the  World* 
I  could  not  have  JchcJcd  d  better  Company,  nor  had  more  Ju- 
ftice  done  me  in  the  dctior.,  thrf  they  have  not  dealt  honoura 
bly  by  me  in  my  Bargain  ;  for  they  ought  not  to  have  ftop'd 
the  Run,  upon  any  Pique  whatever*  'Tis  fmall  Encourage-* 
ment  to  write  for  the  Stage,  when  the  Atfors,  according  to  the 
Caprice  of  their  Humours,  maugre  the  Tafte  cf  the  Town9 
have  Power  to  fink  the  Reputation  of  a  Play  ;  for  if  they  re- 
j'dve  not  to  att  it,  the  Town  can't  Jupport  it. 

Well,  if  there  is  any  Merit  infujfering  wrongfully,  IJhall 
fad  my  Account  iift  one  lime  or  other ;  in  the  mean  while  I 
intreat  the  Female  Tattler  to  be  witty  no  more  at  my  Expence. 
1  defire  I  may  not  be  ranked  in  the  Number  of  thofe  that  f up- 
port  i h^Stage,  fince  the  Stage  is  become  a  Noun  Subftantive* 
utidrefolves  to  Jhcw  it  is  able  to  ft  and  by  itfelf. 


P  R  O- 
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\ 


f\  U  R  Female  Author  trembling  ft  ands  within, 

•    Her  Fear  arijes  from  another's  Sin; 
One  of  her  Sex  hasfo  abus'd  the  Town, 
That  on  her  Score  Jhe  dreads  your  angry  Frown  : 
Tho'  I  dare  fay,  poor  Soul,  Jhe  never  writ 
Lampoon,  or  Satyr  on  the  Box  or  Pit ; 
A  harmlefs  hum'rous  Play  is  her  Extent  of  Wit. 
Tho'  BickerftafF'j  vaft  Genius  may  engage, 
And  laflj  the  Vice  and  Follies  of  the  Age*, 
Why  Jhou  'd  tender  Delia"  tax  the  Nation',  -  1 

Stickle,  and  make  a  Noifefor  Reformation,  > 

Who  always  gave  a  Loofe,  herfelf,  to  Inclination  ?  j 

Scandal  and  Satyr's  thrown  ajide  to-day, 
And  Humour  thejols  Bujinefs  of  our  Play. 
Beaux  may  drefs  on  to  catch  the  Ladies  Hearts, 
And  good  Affurance  pafs  for  mighty  Parts  : 
The  Cits  may  bring  their  Spoufes  without  Fear, 
We  jbew  no  Wife  that's  poaching  for  an  Heir, 
Ntr  teach  the  Ufe  of  fne  Gaufe  Handkerchier. 
Cowards  may  buff,  and  talk  of  mighty  Wonder?, 
And  Jilts  fet  up—fir  Twenty  thoujand  Pounders. 
Our  Author,  even  tho'  Jhe  knows  full  well, 
Is  fo  good-natur' d,  Jhe  forbears  to  tell 
What  Colonels,  lately,  have  found  cut  the  Knack 
To  mufter  Madam,  ftill,  by  Ned,  or  Jack. 
To  keep  their  Pleafures  up  ;  a  frugal  Way, 
They  give  her — Subaltern's  Sub/iftence  for  her  Pay. 
In  Jhort,  whatever  your  Darling  Vices  are, 
They  pafs  untouch'd  in  this  Night's  Bill  of  Fare. 
But  if  all  this  can't  your  Good- Nature  wake, 
Tho'  here  and  there,  a  Scene  fnwld  fail  to  take, 
Tet  fpare  her  for  the  Bufie-BodyV/?^. 


\ 


\ 


EPt« 


E     P     I      L     O      CUE, 

\ 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  OLDFIELD. 
Written  by  Mr.  GIBBER. 

A  Porter  Delivers  a  Letter  juft  as  Jhe  is  going  tofpeak, 

fJ/HA  T's  this  ?  a  Billet -Deux  ?  from  Hands  unknown  ? 

'Tzs  nsiv  to  fend  it  thus  'fore  ail  the  Town  : 
But  fi.ice  the  poor  Man's  Pajfien's  fo  agogy 
rU  read  it  out  by  ivay  of  Epilogue. 

Reads,  Madam, 

Permit  a  Wretch  to  let  you  know, 

That  he's  no  more  in  Statu  £>uo. 

My  Ruin  from  this  Night  commences, 

Unlefs  your  Smiles  refund  my  Senfes  ; 

For  with  one  rl  hruft  of  Cupid's  Dart, 

You've  whip'd  your  Slave  quite  thro'  the  Heart  J 

Therefore,  I  beg  you,  caft  your  Eye 

O'er  Boxes,  Pit  and  Gallery, 

In  Pity  of  my  Pains  and  Doubt, 

And  try  if  you  can  find  me  out. 

Pt,9r  Soul!  Hefeems  indeed  in  dijmal  Plight ; 
Let's  fee  !  it  can't  be,  fure  !  from  th'  upper  Flight ; 
Ko,  no — that's  plain— for — None  of  them  can  Write  : 
A0r  can  I  think  it  from  the  Middle  fell; 

For  Pm  afraid as  fe<w  of  them  can  Spell: 

B-Jide,  their  haggling  Pajfions  never  gain, 
Beyond  the  Paflage-twalldng  Nymphs  of  Drury-Lane  : 
Jlndtben  the  Pit's  morejhck'd  ivith  Rakes  and  Rovers, 
Than  any  of  thcfe  fenfclefs,  whining  Lovers. 
The  Backs  o'  th'  Boxes  too  feem  mojlly  lin*d 
With  Souls,  ivkq/e  Pajfion's  to  themfelves  confined. 
In  Jhort,   I  can't  perceive,  'mongjl  all  you  Sparks, 
The  Wretch  dtjlinguijh'd,  ty  thefe  Moody  Marks. 


EPILOGUE. 

But  fence  the  Town  has  heard  your  kind  Commands, 
The  Town  Jhall  e'en  be  Witncfs  cf  my  Anjwer. 
Firft  thin,  beware  you  prove  no  Spark  in  Red, 
With  empty  Purfe,  'and  regimental  Head ', 
That  thinks  no  W&man  can  refufe  t'  engage  in't, 
While  Love's  ad-vanc'd  with  offered  Bills  on  A%ent  j 
That  fwears  be1  II  fettle  from  his  Joy's  commend  fig. 
And  make  the  Babe,    the  Day  he's  born,  an  Enfign* 
Nor  cou'd  I  bear  a  titl'd  Beau,    that  jleals 
From  f aft  ing  Spovfe  her  matrimonial  Meals  ; 
1 "bat  Modijh  fends  next  Morn  to  her  Apartment, 
A  civil  How  d'ye — -far  alas  !  from  th'  Heart  meant  :• 
Then  powder*  d  for  th"1  enjuing  Days  Delights, 
Bows  thro'  his  Croud  of  Duns,  and  drives  to  White 
Nor  cou'd  I  like  the  Wretch,  that  all  Night  plays* 
And  only  takes  his  Reft  on  winning  Days  ; 
Then  ftts  up  from  a  lucky  Hit,  his  Rattler, 
Tben's  traced  from  his  Original — in  the  Tattler. 
To  tell  you  all  that  are  my  fixt  Aver/ion, 
Wou'd  tire  the  Tongue  of  Malice,  or  Afperfion. 
But  if  I  find  'mongft  AIL  one  generous  Heart, 
That  deaf  to  Stories  takes  the  Stage's  Part ; 
That  thinks  that  Purfe  deferves  to  keep  the  Plays* 
Whofe  Fortune's  bound  for  the  Support  of  Opera's  ; 
1 hat  thinks  cur  Conftitution  here  is  jujilyfixt, 
And  now  no  more  with  Lawyers  Brawls  perplext  :. 
He,  I  declare,  Jhall  my  whole  Heart  receive  ; 
And  (what's  more  ft  range)  FH  love  him  while 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonae* 


MEN. 

Sir  Jeffrey  Conftant,  "Father  to  Cap- 

tain  Conftant. 

Captain  Conftant,    in   Love  nvitb~) 
Belinda.  5 

Lovely ,\Friend to  Captain  Conftant. 
Faithful,  a  Gentleman  of  Fortune  in  7 
Love  with  Laura.  J 

$ir  David  Watchum,  Guardian  to 

Laura. 

Trufty,  Steward  to  Sir  Jeffrey.       — - 
Num,   A  Country  Squire  in  Love  7 
with  Belinda.  J 

Slouch,  Servant  to  Num.          — 
Clinch,    Servant  to  Captain  Con 
ftant. 

Roger,  Farmer  to  Sir  Jeffrey.  — 
Manage,  Servant  to  Faithful.  — 
Coachman.  —  —  — 

Another  Servant.       ( 

WOMEN. 

Belinda,    Supped   Daughter   to 

Trufty. 
Laura,    An  Heire/s  in  Love  with 

Faithful. 

Maria,  A  Gentlewoman  of  Fortune. 
Dorothy,  Belinda'*  Maid.     —      — 
Lucy,  Laura'*  Maid.     —     —    — 


Mr.  Bowman. 

Mr.  Mills. 
Mr.  Hulband. 
Mr.  Wilks. 

Mr.  Johnfbn. 
Mr.  Eftcourt. 
Mr.  Dogget. 
Mr.  Crofs. 
Mr.  Pinkeman, 

Mr.  Bullock. 
Mr.  Cibber. 
Mr.  Harris. 


Mrs.  Oldfield. 

Mrs.  Crofs. 

Mrs.  Porter. 
Mrs.  Saunders. 
Mrs.  Bicknell. 


SCENE,    the  Minfter-yard  in  Peterborough. 
The  Hour,  -Six  in  the  Morning. 
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O   R, 

The  Devil  to  do  about  Her. 

f^l^^H^ 

ACT      I. 

SCENE  I.    The  Minfier-Tard  In  Peterborough. 

Enter  Captain  Conftant,  and  Clinch  in  Mourning,  ^with 
Riding-Habit  over  it. 

Capt-  $fH?3i?£/#C#7   Where  are  you,    Sirrah? 
Why  don't  you  come  along  ? 

Clin.  Ah  !  Pox  of  this  riding  Pofr. 

Look  ye,  Captain ;  if  you  have 

threefcore  Miles  farther  to  go,  I  am, 
humble  Servant. 

Capt.  No,  Sirrah,  I  am  at  my  Journey's  End This 

Town  of  Peterborough  is  the  Bound  of  all  my  Wifhes. 

Clin.  Say  you  fo,  Sir !  Pray  be  pleas 'd  to  make  it  mine 
too. 

Capt.  Why  ?  What  is  your  Wifti  ? 
Clin.  Why,  with  Submiflion,  Sir,  to  know  the  Reafbn 
of  your  Expedition,  and  Gravity  of  Habit :  Have  you  a 
mind  to  fet  up  the  Bufmefs  of  an  Undertaker  here  in  the 
Country  ? 

Co;//?.  No,  Clinch,  my  Bufinefs  is  with  the  Living,  not 
with  the  Dead,  I'll  affure  you. 

Clin.  Then  can't  I  for  my  Blood  imagine  why  you  are 
ihus  drefs'd;  your  Father,  nay,  your  whole  Family  are 
well ;  not  fo  much  as  a  Nephew,  or  fecond  Coufm  dead  ; 

nay,  nor  no  fear  of  Peace -Then  why   the  Devil  are 

vre   in   black?    You  laugh Can  theie  Clothes  caufe 

D  6  Joy. 
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Joy,  without  the  Perquifite  that  belongs  to   it  ?    "Tis  a 
mournful  Equipage,  and  mocks  my  Soul,  I  am  fure. 

Conft.  Ptrquifite  !  Why  what  Perquifite  does  Mourning- 
bring  with  it  to  caufe  Joy  ?  ha  f 

Clin.  Oh,  Sir,  feveral  :  -  As  when  a  Wife  buries  her 
Hulband,  (he  has  Sorrow  in  one  Hand,  and  Joy  in  t'other; 
a  flicrt  Widowhood  cures  fuch  a  Grief.  -  Or  a  rich  Heir 
at  the  laft  Gafp  of  his  Parent,  where  there  is  a  Year's 
Kent  in  the  Steward's  Hands  -  But,  Sir,  to  the  Point  ; 
cither  let  me  into  the  Secret,  or  difcharge  me. 

Conjl.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Why  then  if  I  muft  tell  thee  ;  thiY 
Habit,  if  Fortune  favours  me,  will  'be  worth  to  me  two 
thoufand  Pounds. 

din.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ;  and  pray  how  much  will  it  be 
worth  to  me  ?  For  I  am  drefs'd  like  you  -  If  I  have  not 
the  fame  Privilege,  why  fliould  I  be'  confin'd  to  the  fame 
Garb  ? 

Ccnft.  Oh  f  you  mall  have  your  Part,  Clinch*  never  fear.. 

C/w..  Ay,  Sir,  but  there  axe  fome  Parts  I  don't  care  for 
->  —  I  hope  you  have  no  DenVn  to  rob  upon  the  Highway. 

Co*fl.  Rafcal  ! 

Clin.  Nay,  ben't  angry,  Sir  ;  if  there  mould  be  Peace,. 
Tis  what  many  an  honeft  Gentleman  muft  coine  to  :  I  have- 
ao  Averfion  for  the  Name  ;  bat  I  have  for  the  Punifh- 
Kent  -  HI  nat  ftrike  a.  Stroke  --  therefore,  what  good 
can  I  do  you  .* 

CcuJ?.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  I  mall  have  more  Occasion  for  your 
Eyes  t^an  your  Arm  —  You-  can  weep,  Sirrah,  cant  you  ? 

CV«.  Ay,  Sir,  I  mail  weep,  that's  certain,  to  fee  you 
come  to  the  Gallows 

ConJ}.  Ye  Dog  you,  I  tell  you  there  is  no  Danger. 

Clin.  No  Danger  -  Why  then  fhall  I  weep  for  Joy, 
Sir.  -  But  how,.  Sir,  how  ;  rauil  I  roar,  or  Ihed  Tears  ? 
So  you  do.  but.  counterfeit  well,  no  matter  which. 


. 

Clin.  Ah,  let  me  alone  for  counterfeiting,   I  defy 
Woman  to  outdo  me  in  that.—  -Look  ye*  Sir,  you  fhall 
hear—  hem,  hem.  [Roars  out. 

Conji.  Very  well-  -  be  fure,  when  I  weep  -  - 

Cln.  I'll  make  terrible  Faces  -  What  think  you,  Sir, 
is  not  my  Pipe  very  mufical  for  weeping  ? 

Conft.  Oh!  Excellent. 

Clin.  But  what  does  this  fignify  !  Where  lies  the  Myftery? 

ConfL 
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Conft.  Well  then  —  Since  you  muft  know  it  ;  You  are 
not  infenfible  how  my  Father  has  treated  me,  ever  fince  I 
refus'd  to  marry  Mrs.  Homebred,  whofe  Manners  fuited 
with  her  Name,  and  her  Face  was  coarfer  than  either  ;  and 
becaufe  I  drew  a  Bill  upon  him  for  fifty  Pounds  laft  Cam 
paign,  he  threatens  to  difmherit  me;  <nay,  and  fwears, 
that  if  for  the  future  I  don't  make  it  appear  I  live  upon 
half  my  Pay,  he'll  make  my  Serjeant  his  Heir,  who  was 
once  his  Footman.  In  ftiort,  1  can  bear  his  ill  Ufage  no 
longer.  *  ,-, 

C/zn.  Ah  !  Sir,  had  you  married  that  Lady  with  twenty 
thoofand  Pounds,  you  need  not  have  drawn  upon  him  for 
fifty. 

Conft.  If  me  had  twenty  Times  as  much,  1  fhouM  re- 
fufe  her  for  Belindas  Sake. 

Glin.  But  Sir  Jeffry  refolves  againft  that  Match-  -  You 
muft  not  marry  his  Steward's  Daughter. 

Conft.  I  hope  to  prove  you^a  Lyar,  Sir;  and  by  this 
Drefs  to  carry  my  Deiign  ;  which  is  to  perfuade  Trujiy, 
that  my  Father  dy  'd  of  an  Apoplexy,  by  which  means  he 
muft  account  with  me  for  the  half  Year's  Rent,  he  fent 
the  old  Gentleman  Word  was  ready  for  him.  Two  thou- 
(and  Pound,  Clinch  -  This  Letter  I  furpriz'd  by  an 
Accident;  'tis  from  my  Father  to  him. 


Mr.  Tru/fy,  "  The  feveral  Sums  which  you  have  re- 
"  tunTd  me  without  any  Receipt,  amount  to  eight  hun- 
"  dred  Pounds  ;  there  remains  behind  two  thoufand  two 
"  hundred  Pounds,  which  you  tell  me  is  ready  for  me  ;, 
"  don't  give  yourfelf  any  Trouble  about  remitting  that, 
"  for  I  defign  to  be  down  myfelf  in  a  Fortnight  ;  and  then 
"  the  Leafes  which  you  mentioned,  mall  be  renewed." 
You  need  write  no  more,  till  you  fee 

Tour  real  Friend,  Jeffrey  Conftaflt, 

Clin.  Excellent,  Sir  !  Why  here  may  be  a  pretty  Penny 
towards,  if  the  Devil  don't  crofs  it.  But,  Sir,  if  my 
old  Mailer  mould  take  a  Maggot,  and  write  to  Trufy,  to 
return  his  Money  after  all  -  His  Letter  and  our  Story 
wou'd  have  fmall  Connexion  ;  we  mou'd  be  oblig'd  to  al 
ter  our  Note.  I  wou'd  advife  you  to  take  the  old  Stew 
ard  to  the  Tavern,  and  ftay  as  little  in  his  Houfe  as  you 

can, 
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can,  for  fear  ofdifcovery:  Befides,  Sir,  a  Glafs  of  Wine 
and  a  Fowl,  makes  Bufinefs  go  on  chearfully,  Sir. 

Conf.  Chearfully,  Sirrah  ! You  don't  confider  that 

it  is  not  my  Bufmefs  to  be  chearful -I  admire  Faithful 

flays  fo  long. 

Clin.  Perhaps  he  can't  find  Mr.  Level?*  Sir. 

Confl.  I  directed  him  to  the  Coffee -houfe,  where  he 
feldom  fails  to  be  at  this  Time  of  the  Morning. 

Clin.  Poor  Gentleman  !  I  warrant  he's  ruminating  up 
on  his  Misfortunes.  Well  !  'tis  fometimes  a  Bleifing  to 
want  Money You  'fcap'd  the  Highway-men,  Sir ! 

Conft.  What  am  I  the  better  for  that,  Sirrah  ?  My 
Pockets  are  as  empty  as  my  Friends,  who  fell  into  their 
Hands :  But  here  comes  my  fellow  Traveller — and  Lovely 

with  him;  he  has  found  him  at  laft Dear  Lovely, 

how  ib't  ? 

Enter  Lovely,  Faithful,  find  Manage,  in   riding  Halit. 

Lov.  Captain  Conft  ant,  welcome  !  Who  expected  to  fee 
you  here  ?  Why  did  not  you  fend  me  Word  of  your 
coming  ? 

Clin.  He  hardly  knew  it  himfelf  two  Hours  before  he 
got  on  Horfeback,  Sir  ;  nay,  I  much  queftion  if  he  knows 
it  yet. 

Confl.  My  Journey  indeed  was  fomething  precipitate. 

Clin.  Ay,  Sir;  don't  you  fee  we  are  in  Mourning  ? 

Lov.  Mr.  Faithful  has  inform'd  me  of  every  Particular ; 
and  I  wim  I  cou'd  really  give  "thee  Joy  of  fix  thoufand  a 
Year,  Boy. 

Clin.  At  the  rate  of  half  a  Year's  Rent  you  may If 

Fortune  proves  not  an  errant  Jilt  indeed,  Sir. 

Lov.  Come,  Gentlemen  ;  what  think  you  of  my  Houfe  ? 
I'll  get  fomething  for  Breakfail,  whilft  you  change  yonjr 
Linnen. 

Confl.  Tis  near  Six 1  have  a  mind  to  fee  if  Belinda 

comes  to  Church  this  Morning. 

Lov.  She  feldom  fails 

Faith.  Prithee,  Lovely ;  can  you  informme,  if  a  young 
Lady  that  lives  at  Sir  David  Watckurns  will  be  here  too  ? 

Lo-v.  Mrs.  Laura  Wealthy,  your  Miftrefs,  you  mean. 

Faith.  The  fame. 

Lov.  We  have  heard  of  the  Lady  ;  but  I  believe  no 
body 
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'lx>dy   in    Peterborough   has    feen    her,    except    his   own 
Servants. 

Conft.  What  kind  of  a  Temper  is  the  old  Fellow  of? 

Lo-v.  The  moft  peevifh,  fplenetick,  miftruftful,  ill-na- 
tur'd  Wretch  in  the  whole  County :  He  comes  to  the  Cof- 
fee-houfe  every  Morning  in  an  old  rufty  Chariot  for  hafte, 
the  longeft  Journey  he  takes  in  the  Year  :  He  feldom  comes 
to  Church  ;  nay,  fmce  that  Lady  came,  he  has  not  once 
Hbeen  feen  there ;  we  fancy  he  dare  not  ftay  two  Hours 
from  home,  for  fear  me  mould  be  ftol'n  away. 

Man.  Ah,  Sir !  This  Account  fs  moft  uncomfortable  in 
our  Affairs. 

Faith.  It  gives  me  more  chagrin,  than  the  Rogues  did, 
when  they  ftripp'd  me  of  my  Money  this  Morning 
Which  way  mail  I  give  Laura  Notice  of  my   being  in 
Town  ? 

Confl.  Have  Courage,  Faithful',  I  warrant  we  profper. 

Lov.  Nothing  like  a  good  Heart ;  you  fhall  not  want  a 
fmall  Sum  of  Money,  Sir. 

Faith.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Conft.  I'll  be  as  diligent  in  thy  Affairs,  as  in  my  own 

.  If  any  lucky  Opportunity  offers,    I'll  be  ready  to 

ferve  thee. 

.    Lov.  I'll  be  the  fame  to  both. 

Conft.  I  know  it ;  and  when  I  am  able,  I  hope,  if  my 
Defign  fucceeds,  thou  malt  meet  Returns  in  me. 

Faith.  I  am  oblig'd  to  both. — But  who  have  we  here? 

Several  People  crofs  ike  Stage  to  Church. 

Lov.  Here  comes  Belinda,  and  with  her  my  Tyrant 
Maria. 

Faith.  Well,  Gentlemen,  you'll  beft  entertain  your 
Miftreffes  alone  ;  I'll  back  to  the  Coffee-houfe,  and  over 
a  Difh  of  Tea  think  what  courfe  to  fleer.'  — 

Conji.  Mind  if  the  Courant  be  there,  wherein  I  got  my 
Father's  Death  inferted,  the  better  to  favour  my  Plot. 

Faith.  I  will,  Captain,  and  be  fure  to  confirm  the 
News.  [Exit  Faith,  and  Manage. 

Lov.  We'll  call  on  you  there  prefently. 

The  Bell  rings. 
Conft.  But  is  Maria  obdurate  ftill,  Lovely  ? 

Lev, 
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Lonj.  Not  in  reality,  Conjlant — ?--But  me  has  fo  much  of 
the  Woman  in  her,  to  keep  up  her  Rule  till  the  laft. 

Enter  Belinda  and  Maria < 

Conft.  Ladies,  good  Morrow  !  The  Sound  of  the  Saint's 
Bell  brings  Angels  abroad.  [Salutes  'em. 

Bel.  Conftant !  and  in  Mourning  I  Pray  who's  dead  I 

Conjl.  One  for  whom  I  ought  to  giieve,did  it  not  imooth 
a  Pafiage  to  Belindas  Arms,  through  the  Hearts  of  our 
inexorable  Parents. 

Bel.  Your  Father  I  Sir. 

Clin.  The  fame,  Madam !  He's  as  dead  as  an  Herring, 
J  promife  you.- 

Mar.  Now  don't  I  know,  whether  I  had  beft  fay  I'm 
forry  for  your  Lofs,  or  wiih  you  much  Joy  of  your  Gain. 

Clin.  I  dare  fwear,  Madam,  he  can't  tell  you  yet. 

Ccnft.  >3eace,  Blockhead, 

Mar.  Mr.  Lovely,  are  you  for  Prayers  * 

Conft.  You  are  the  Shrine  he  kneels  to,  Madam  ;  if  you'll 
vouchfafe  to  hear  him,  he  can  pray  mod  devoutly. 

Mar.  And  dilTemble  moil  fervently 

Lov.  No  faith,  Madam,  that  Quality  does  not  belong 
to  us that  is  the  Womens  Prerogative. 

Bel.  And  do  you  never  encroach  upon  our  Privileges, 
fweet  Sir  * 

Lov.  Yes,  yes,  faith  ;  I  have  encroach'd  upon  fome  of 
the  Sex's  Privileges  in  my  Time,  I  muft  own.  Curiofity 
— Madam,  feldom  leads  us  to  put  on  mafking  Habits  ;  but 
a  Lady  cannot  drefs  without  'em ;  Diflimulation  is  as  ne- 
ceffary  as  her  Patches. 

Bel.  Ay  !  How  do  you  prove  that  $ 

Lo<v.  Why  thus :  When  you  wou'd  gain  a  Man  you  like, 

you  appear  what  you  are  not We  believe  you  Angels, 

but  don't  always  find  you  fo. 

Mar.  We  always  find  you  Angels,  but  of  the  fal'n  Kind. 

Conjl.  'Tis  impoffible  to  be  otherwife,  whilft  Beauty 
keep  her  Court  below ;  you  charm  our  Eyes,  and  all  our 
Senfes  wait  you. 

LOTJ.  Pride  and  Vanity  predominate  in  your  Sex,  and 
like  Centinels  relieve  one  another  ;  Pride  has  made  a  La 
dy  fwear  ihe  has  hated  fuch  a  Man,  tho1  Ihe  was  dying  for 

the 
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the  Sight  of  him. And  Vanity  made  her  carefs  a  Fop, 

that  at  the  fame  Time  fhe  wim'd  at  the  Devil. 

Mar.  And  are  not  you  even  with  us  ?  Will  not  you  figh, 
ogle,  cringe,  flatter,  fwear,  kneel,  nay,  give  it  under 
your  Hand,  you  love  to  Defperation  ?  But  let  the  poor 
miftaken  Nymph  once  yield,  and  you'd  give  Bond  and 
Judgment  to  that  old  Gentleman  you  nam'd  but  now,  in 
two  Days  to  take  her  off  your  Hands. 

Con/I.  I  hope  you  don't  include  the  whole  Sex,  Madam  ? 

Lot/.  That  fhe  does  not,  I'm  fure  ;  for  me  knows  I  ne- 
T»er  fwore  any  thing  to  her,  but  what  I'm  ready  to  make 
good  •» — And  if  fhe  be  not  the  mofl  unconfcionable  Wo 
man,  me  will  own  I  love  her  heartily. 

Con/}.  That  I  dare  witnefs  for  thee,  Lovely. 

Sel.  Ay !  Why,  what  Proofs  has  he  given  ? 

Lev.  Proofs !  Why  I  talk  of  her  all  Day— And  dream 

of  her  all  Night When  file's  abfent,  figh  for  her  ;  and 

am%  transported  when  I  fee  her.  If  thefe  be  not  Proofs  of 
Love,  let  the  Parfon  fay  Grace,  and  I'll  give  her  better. 

Bel.  All  this  may  be  done  without  one  Grain  of  Love, 
may  it  not,  Captain  ? 

Con/}.  Not  when  you  are  the  Objeft,  Madam ;  and  yoa. 
are  too  well  acquainted  with  my  Heart,  to  afk  that  Quef- 
tion  out  of  fcruple,  Pm  certain. 

Mar.  Thefe  are  no  Proofs ;  you  muft  grow  lean  and 
meagre Eat  little,  and  fleep  lefs Write  fifty  Let 
ters  in  a  Day,  and  burn  them  all  again Then  flart  up, 

and  draw  your  Sword  ;  hold  it  to  your  Breaft ;  then  throw- 
it  away  again Then  take  your  Pen  and  write  your  laft 

Farewel Difpatch  it  to  your  Miftrefs Then  take  a 

Turn  by  fome  melancholy  purling  Stream,  with  Hat 
pull'd  o'er  your  Eyes,  in  deep  Contemplation  refolve  thro* 
what  Door  to  let  in  Death,  if  the  Mclfenger  return  vvith^ 
out  Succefs -When  I  fee  you  do  this,  I'll  write  Lo 
ver  upon  yoiir  Brow. 

Lev.  When  I  do,  you  mall  write  Fool  on  my  Forehead. 

Hang  this  whining  Way  of  ivocingj 

Loving  ivas  defigrfd  a  Sport,  &c.  [Sings. 

Con/}.  Come,  come,  Madam,  a  Truce ;  you  know  he 
loves  you. 

Lov.  A$  well  as  I  know  fhe  loves  me ;  we  were  born 

for 
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for  one  another,  Child ;  no  Man  in  .the  Kingdom  /hall 

have  thee  but  myfelf Then  if  you  will  eat  Chalk,    and 

die  of  the  Pip,  I  can't  help  it :    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Mar.  Be  not  fo  pofidve,  Lovely. — One  Seft  of  Philofo- 
phers  tell  us,  we  ought  to  doubt  of  every  Thing. 

Lov.  But  the  Topic  was  not  a  Woman  in  that  Affertion  ; 
but  if  it  were,  Women  in  their  Days  were  no  more  like 
Women  in  ours,  than  a  Clodhopper  is  to  a  Captain 
o'Foot.  Our  Ladies  are  like  two  Negatives,  to  be  un- 
deritood  in  the  Affirmative  ;  ha,  ha !  Madam,  does,  not 
iny  Friend  here  look  like  one  of  thofe  Lovers  you  defcrib'd  ? 
Faith,  I  think  a  Woman  cannot  wiih  a  fimpler  Figure  u 
Now  has  he  a  thoufand  Things  to  fay  to  Belinda  alone. 

Conft.  You  guefs  right,  Lovely— —  I  am  going  to  your 
Father's,  Madam,  to  fettle  our  Accounts ;  I  hope  you'll 
return  as  foon  as  Prayers  are  over. 

Bel  Direftly 

Corf.  Oh  Belinda  ! 

Now  is  the  C ft/is  of  our  good  or  ill ; 

Turn  for  me,  Fate,  or  let  thy  Wheel ftand ftill. 

Lov.  You'll  remember  us  in  your  Prayers,  Ladies.— -^ 

Mar.  Amongft  Jews,  Turks  and  Infidels.  [Exit* 

Lov.    Come,   now  for  my  Houfe -*— We'll  call  on 

faithful. 

Conjt.  Lead  on I'll  change  my  Linen,  and  to  Trujfy's 

immediately But  hold Clinch,  hark  ye. 

Clin.  Sir. 

Con/I.  1  had  no  Opportunity  to  inform  Belinda  of  my 
Project ;  you  muft  away  to  Trujlys  and  let  her  Maid  intd 
the  Secret,  I  vvou'd  not  impofe  upon  her— The  Man  that 
truly  loves,  cannot  deceive  the  Objeft  of  his  Vows. 

He  never  felt  the  Force  of  Cupid'/  Dart, 
Who  lets  his  Tongue  run  counter  to  his  Heart  $ 
Or  ever  can  defers  the  charming  Maid, 
That  is  by  Faljhood  to  his  Arms  betray* d. 
For  mutual  Paffjons  in  all  States  agree, 
And  lines  the  Yoke  with  true  Felicity. 

O7  .     /»       »>  n        .     _  .   ',  "^ 
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If  Jbe  approves  it,  Pm  indeed  an  Heir. 


Clin.    Or  at  the  <worjl,  we  are  lut  as  we  were* 

Enter 
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Enter  'Squire  Num,  and  his  Man  Slouch. 

Num.  What  think  you,  Slouch  !  Had  we  beft  go  into 
the  Minjler,  or  tarry  here  whilft  Mrs.  Belinda  comes  out; 
for  her  Maid  fays  {he's  here:  Lord,  Lord,  how  religious 
Folks  are  in  this  Town  !  Why  they  rife  as  early  to  Church 
here,  as  our  Parfon's  Wife  does  to  milking,  I  think 
Well,  but  what  had  we. beft  to  do,  ha? 

Slcu.  Why  go  in,  I  think — Or  tarry  here  ;  which  you 
\vill,  Mafter. 

Num.  Nay,  nay,  mun,  I  don't  know  which  is  beft,  that 
makes  me  afk  you ;  for  I  know,  Slouch,  you  underftand 
Breeding  and  Haviours ;  for  you  have  been  at  London  with 
fat  Bullocks,  and  fo  was  never  1 ;  but  I  refolve  to  go  next 
time,  haf  Slouch! 

Slou.  Ay,  Mafter  ;  but  art  you  marry  this  fame  Mrs. 
Belinda,  as  fure  as  your  Name,  is  'Squire  Num,  fhe*ll  not 
let  you  budge  a  Step. 

Num.  Marry  her !  Nay,  nay,  I  mall  marry  her,  that's 
fure  enough,  I  think ;  and  yet  I'll  fee  London  for  all  that 

• Why,  what  doft  thou  think  I'll  be  ty'd  to  a  Wife's 

Tail  all  Days  of  my  Life  ?  No,  no  ;,  the  Family  of  the 
Nums  won't  be  Wife  rid,  Slouch — But  hark  ye,  an  her 
Father  ihou'd  chop  up  the  Wedding  to  Day,  before  my 
new  Clothes  are  made  ;  for  he  likes  me  woundily,  mun. 

Slou.  Od,  well  thought  on,.  Mafter  !  Don't  go  into  the 
Church,  I  fay ;  who  knows,  but  when  the  Parfon  has  done 
•his  Prayers,  but  he  may  begin  your  Plagues,  Mafter,  ha  !  ' 

Num.    Od,  that's  fmart  now Ha,  ha;  hufh,  hum, 

Slouch,  they  are  here — Now  fhow  your  Manners 

Enter  Trufty,  Belinda  and  Maria.  Several  others  crofs  the 
Stage  as  from  Church. 

Tru.  I  have  met  a  Report  in  the  Church,  that  the  News 
fays  Sir  Jeffrey  Coolant  is  dead  ;  if  it  be  true,  there's  a 

better  Hulband  for  Belinda  than  this  Fool Od  !  I'll  for 

London  as  foon  as  I  have  din'd ;  my  Heart  akes  ;'  pray 
Heaven  he  fettled  his  Affairs  before  he  died  :  I  have  no 
Receipt  for  the  Money  I  paid  him. 

Num.  Sir,  your  Servant;  Father  has  fen t  me  agen  to 
fee  Mrs  Belinda,  and  bid  me  tell  you,  That  he  wou'd  come 
over  himfelf,  I  think,  next  Week,  and  do  what  you  vvou'd 

have  him  to  do,  I  .think And  fo,  I  fuppofe,  we  are 

agreed, 
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agreed,  Forfooth Only  I  muft  defire  you  to  flay  till 

my  new  Clothes  are  made.  Father  bought  the  Cloth  laft 
Sturbick  Fair ;  and  the  Taylor  comes  To-morrow,  don't 
he,  Slouch? 

Slou.  Ay,  and  his  Man  Staytape,  too  ;  and  he  works  like 
a  Dragon My  Matter  will  foon  be  fit,  Forfooth. 

Mar.  Fit,  quotha !  for  what  ?  ha,  ha. 

Num.  For  what !  Nay,  nay,  let  me  alone  for  that,  an  I 
don't  mow  her  for  what,  when  I  have  her  once,  I'll  be 
fiea'd. 

Mar.  Heaven  defend  me  from  the  Trial ! 

Tru.  Sir,  fince  I  faw  you  laft,  I  have  confider'd  my 
Daughter  is  no  proper  Match  for  you  ;  and  therefore  I 
defire  you  to  return  with  all  poflible  Speed,  and  acquaint 
your  Father,  that  he  may  not  undertake  any  unneceffary 
Journey. 

Bel.  Ten  thoufand  Bleflings  on  that  Voice. 

Num.  Hey-day :  What's  the  Matter  now !  Why  yoa 
don't  pretend  to  make  a  Fool  of  me,  dp  ye  ? 

Mats.  No,  thou  art  made  to  his  Hands— ha,  ha, 
ia 

Num.  Who  fpeaks  to  you,  Miftrefs ;  I  was  not  made  for 
you,  I'm  fure. 

Mar.  No,  I  thank  my  Stars  \ 

Num.  I'll  not  be  chous'd  at  this  rate,  mun  :  Did  you 
not  tell  me,  if  my  Father  wou'd  fettle  fo,  and  fo,  that  I 

•fhou'd  have  her And  now  you  come  with  a  consider — 

when  it  has  coft  me  the  Lord  knows  what  in  Journeys,  as 
Slouch  can  teftify. 

Slou.  Yes,  with  a  fafe  Confcience,  I  can  fwear  it  has 
coft  my  Mafter — and  me,  above  thirty  Shillings  upon  you. 

Bel.  What,  did  you  club  with  your  Mafter  then,  Mr. 
Slouch  ? 

Slou.  Now  and  then,  for  a  Flaggon  of  Ale,  an  it  pleafe 
you. 

Bel.  Oh  you  mail  be  no  Lofer,  Friend — There's  fome- 
thing  to  defray  your  Expences—  [Gives  him  Money. 

Slou.  Thank  you  kindly,  Forfooth Od,  this  'tis  to 

be  fharp Now  wou'd  I  give  Six-pence  to  know  if  this 

be  a  good  Guinea,  or  a  Counter \Afide* 

Tru.  As  to  your  Charges,  Mr.  tfum if  you  pleafe 

to 
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to  give  me  a  Bill,  they  fliall  be  difcharg'd—- But  for  my 
Daughter,  I  have  defign'd  her  otherways. 

Num.  A  Bill !  I  fcorn  your  Words;  I'm  as  well  able, 
de  you,  fee,  to  fpend  thirty  Shillings  as  you,  for  ought  I 
know  ;  yet  I'm  not  angry  neither ;  only  what  makes  me 
mad,  is,  that  you  fhou'd  think  me  fuch  a  Fool  to  be  fob'd 

off  I  know  not  how Why   mun,    all  our  Town 

knows  that  I'm  to  have  her,  and  they  have  promis'd  me 

the   Bells  (hou'd  ring  a  whole  Day And  now  you'd 

have  me  go  home  with  a  Tale  of  a  Tub,  like  a  Dog  that 

has  loft  his  Ears What  did  you  come  bouncing  to 

our  Houfe  for  !  and  fay  I  fhou'd  have  your  Daughter 
I  did  not  come  after  her,  nor  you  neither,  mun. 

Tru.  What  I  faid  I  thought ^at  that  Time,  Sir  ;  but  no 
Man  can  blame  me  for  changing  my  Mind  to  Advantage 

in  difpofing  of  my  Child 1  have  a  better  Profpeft  both 

in  Birth  and  Eftate,  than  you,  or  your  Father  can  offer. 
Therefore  I  fay,  without  any  Paflion,  I  defire  you'd  give 
yourfelf  no  farther  Trouble  about  this  Matter,  Mr.  Num. 

Bel.  Birth,  andEftate!  What  means  my  Father  ?  How 
I  tremble ! 

Mar.  He  has  certainly  heard  of  Sir  Jeffrey's  Death,  and 
defigns  to  make  thee  happy. 

Bel.  Impoffible  !  he  was  in  the  Minfter  before  us. 

Num.  Birth,  and  Eftate !  Slouch,  come  hither,  Sirrah  ! 
Han't  my  Father  a  Thoufand  a  Year  ? 

Slou.  Yes,  that  he  has,  an  more  too  :  He  has  ten  Hun« 
dred,  I'll  fwear  it. 

Num.  I  believe  he  has,  as  you  fay,  Slouch. 

Om.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Num.  An  I  am  all  the  Children  he  heas,  am  I  not, 
Slouch  ? 

Slou.   Ay,  all  that  he  dares  own,  Sir. 

Num.  Look  ye  there,  now !  An  I'll  hold  you  a  Bottle 
of  Cyder  that  I'm  as  well  born  as  he;  my  Father's  Church 
warden,  and  Captain  of  the  Militia,  as  'tis  known  very 
well ;  and  I'm  call'd  the  young  Captain,  fo  I  am. 

Slou.  Aye,  that  every  body  knows. 
Tru.  Sir,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  that,  and  am  your 
humble  Servant Come  Belinda. 

Bel.  I  wifti  you  a  good  Journey,  Sir. 

Mar.  Captain,  your  Servant.  [Exit. 

Num. 
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Num.  A  murrain  take  your  Fleer 

Shu.  You  may  go  to  London  now,  Sir. 

Num.  Go  to  London,  go  to  the  Devil !  'Slife  I'll  follow 
them  muH,  may  hap  he  do's  but  joke ;  and  Father  will 
break  my  Head,  becaufe  I  did  not  underftand  a  Joke — 
Therefore  come  along,  Slouch.  [Exeunt. 


ACT      II. 

SCENE,    Sir  David  WatchumV  Houfe. 

Entzr  Sir  David  into  a  Garden  before  the  Door. 

Sir  Da-u.  T  HAVE  furvey'd  my  Houfe  round  and  round 
X  to  Night,  from  Door  to  Door,  and  Gate  to 
Gate  He  that  wou'd  keep  a  handfome  Woman  of 
twenty  thoufand  Pound,  muft  learn  the  Gamefter's  Art, 
to  live  without  Sleep Methought,  from  my  Garret- 
Window,  I  faw  a  Man  fauntring  about  my  Ground^,  and 
feem'd  to  pry  too  narrowly  into  my  Houfe — It  may  be  a 

Rogue 1  would  not  lofe  Mrs.  Laura}  for,  if  poflible> 

fhe  mail  fill  no  Arms  but  mine.  I  have  kept  her  from 
the  Sight  of  Man  thefe  twelve  Months ;  and  now  I  defign 
to  offer  her  Liberty,  provided  fhe'll  confent  to  be  my 
Wife ;  if  me  refufes,  I'll  have  the  Lights  quite  ftop'd  up, 

and  flic  mall  not  fo  much  as  fee  the  Sun Ha  !  who's 

here  !  Ho,,  'tis  Lucy,  her  Maid  ;  I  wifh  I  cou'd  make  this 

Jade  of  my  Intereft What  the  Vengeance  does  fhe  do 

up  fo  early  ? 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  This  old  Fellow  is  certainly  the  Devil — One  can 
go  no  where,  but  one  is  fure  to  meet  him. 

Sir  Da<v.  What  makes  you  here,  ha,  Miftrefs  ? — Now 
am  I  afraid  of  venturing  to  the  Coffee-houfe,  tho'  my 
Coach  is  at  the  Door. 

Lucy.  Too  much  Sleep  is  unwholefome,  yoti  know,  Sir, 
by  your  -own  Rule ;  fo  hearing  the  Door  open,  I  came 
down  to  breathe  the  Morning  Air. 

Sir.  Dav.  That  you  might  have  done  at  your  Window ; 

^  Jio, 
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no,   no,   you  have  fome  Plot  in  Hand  now,  J  warrant ! 
Where's  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Lucy.  In  her  Chamber  :  Where  fhou'd  me  be  ? 

Sir  Da<v.  In  her  Bed  wou'd  be  a  fitter  Place Wo 
men  of  Virtue,  that  have  no  Intrigues,  are  faft  afleep  in 
their  Beds  at  this  Time'Vday. 

Lucy.  Afleep  !  That's  impoffible  in  this  Houfe -—  Pray 
how  can  any  body  fleep,  as  long  as  you  are  awake  j  are 
you  not  rambling  all  Night ;  up  Stairs,  down  Stairs,  lock 
ing  one  Door,  and  opening  another ;  hemming,  cough 
ing,  fpitting,  freezing,  yawning,  fiamping,  mutt'ring  ?— 

One  no  fooner  (huts  one's  Eyes but  flap  goes  a  Door, 

clatter  goes  a  Key — down  tumbles  a  Stool,  bow-wow  goes 

the  Dog This  is  the  conftant  Mufick  you  make,  Sir  : 

'Slife,  if  one  were  a  Slave  in  Turkey,  one  mould  fome- 
times  reft  in  quiet. 

Sir  Da<v.  Good  lack,  good  lack,  all  this  I  get  for  my 
Care Why  all  this  is  for  your  Lady's  Good,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Nay,  if  you  call  this  Good  !  Then  pray,  Sir, 
employ  your  Study  for  the  future,  to  do  her  ill  Offices ; 
for  nothing  can  be  more  difagreeable,  than  your  prefent 
Treatment  both  to  my  Lady  and  me* 

Sir  Da<v.  Say  you  ib  !  What,  you  don't  like  your  way 
of  living  then  ?  ha. 

Lucy.  Not  at  all,  I  aflure  you,  Sir — Living  !  d'ye  call  it 
We  wou'd  h^ve  Liberty,   Sir. 

Sir  Dav.  You  (hall  have  Liberty,  if  your  Lady  is  not 
her  own  Enemy — and  for  your  Part,  if  you  pleafe,  you 
may  ferve  yourfelf  and  her,  by  being  ferviceable  to  me. 

Lucy.  Which  Way,  pray  Sir  ?  For  there  are  not  many 
Things  I  wou'd  refufe  to  procure  my  Lady  her  dear,  dear 
Liberty ;  pray  inform  me,  I'm  impatient  to  know  it. 

Sir  Daw.  Why  thus  —  I  have  a  very  cordial  Affe&ion 
for  Mrs.  Laura,  out  of  pure  Confideration  of  her  Youth — 
.  I  wou'd  not  have  a  young  Woman  fall  into  ill  Hands  at 
£rft ;  therefore  I  defign  to  marry  her  myfelf. 

Lucy,  Heaven  forbid!  That  wou'd  be  falling  into  ill 
Hands,  indeed.  \_Afide. 

Sir  Dav.  Now  I  wou'd  have  you  break  this  Matter  to 
her;  and  fecond  it  with  all  the  Force  of  Argument  you  are 
capable  of  When  we  are  married,  you  mail  take  what 
Liberty  you  pleafc. 
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Why,  fnre  a  Perfon  of  your  experienc'd  Years, 
wou'd  not  be  guilty  of  fuch  a  Folly. 

Sir  Dav.  What  do  you  call  Folly  ?  I  had  no  Children 
by  my  laft  Wife,  and  I  wou'd  willingly  have  an  Heir  to 
keep  up  my  Name  —  and  do  you  call  this  Folly  ? 

Lucy.  Heirs !  Why,  do  you  hope  for  an  Heir  of  your 
own  getting,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Dav.  Why  not,  pray  ? 

Lucy.  What,  upon  fuch  a  fine  Woman  as  fhe  is  In 
my  Confcience,  were  I  in  your  Place,  I  fhou'd  dread  being 
the  erranteft,  you  know  what,  in  Chriflendom. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh  Mrs.  Pert!  that's  not  your  Bufmefs,  I  mall 
dread  no  fuch  Thing  — All  I  defire  of  you,  is  to  tell  her, 
my  Eftate,  Prudence,  Wifdom  and  Temperance,  out 
weighs  Youth,  Folly,  Titles  and  Debauchery. 

Lucy.  Yes,  for  one  that  is  in  love  with  her  Grave.  Cer 
tainly,  Sir,  you  are  not  in  your  right  Senfes — Why,  your 
Requeft  is  fo  abominable,  fo  vile,  fo  ridiculous,  and  fo 
unjuft ;  that  I  wou'd  not  be  concern'd  in  it  for  a  thoufand 

Pounds —  Indeed,  you  have  pitch'd  upon  the  wrong 

Perfoji,  Sir. 

Sir  Dav.  Say  you  fo !  Good  lack So  I  have  pitch'd 

upon  the  wrong  Perfcm  you  fay!  ha!  If  I  had  defir'd 
you  to  fay  your  Prayers,  I'll  be  hang'd  if  I  had  not 
pitch'd  upon  the  wrong  Perfon  too,  GofTip  prate-a-pace 

but  I'll  hamper  ye,  I  warrant  you ;  I'll  crofs  your 

Defigns,  till  I  have  finifh'd  my  own — go,  get  out  of  my 
Sight. 

Lucy.  Well,  furely  this  Life  won't  laft  always.      [Exit. 

Enter  Manage. 

Man.  My  Mafler  flays  at  the  Coffee-houfe,  and  has  fent 
me  to  furvey  this  Dome,  and  try  to  give  Mrs.  Laura's 
Maid  Notice  of  his  Arrival ;  but  how  far  I  may  be  fer- 
viceable  to  him,  I  know  not Ha !  who  have  we  yon 
der  ?  The  old  Guardian  himfelf,  I  doubt So,  he  has 

found  me What  the  Duce  muft  I  pretend  now  ? 

Sir  Daw.  What  do  you  want,  Friend,  ha  ? 

Man.  Good-morrow,  Sir. 

Sir  Dav.  Well,  Good-morrow  ;  what  more  ? 

Man.  I  hope  you  are  well,  Sir. 

Sir  Dav.  Yes,  thank  Heaven,  Sir  I  What  then  ? 
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Man.  .Why,  then  I  am  very  glad  of  it,  Sir. 

Sir  Dev.  You  are  very  glad  of  it,  Sir  !  Why,  what  a 
Pox  is  my  Health  to  you  ?  Who-are  you  ?  What  are  you  J 
And  from  whence  come  you,  ha,  Sir  ? 

Man*  Faith,  Sir,  your  Queftions-are  fo  copious,  that 
they  require  a  confiderable  Study  to  anfwer  :  Let  me  re- 
colled  a  little  —  I  have  gone  through  fo  many  Trades,  that 
without  my  Diary  (which  I  have  not  about  me  at  prefent) 
I  can't  remember  half  of  them  ;  nor  indeed  can  I  tell  how- 
to  {tile  myfelf  otherwife  than  an  univerfal  Man  --  The 
World  is  my  Country  ;  and  for  want  of  an  Eilate,  I  live 
by  my  Wits. 

Sir  Dav,  A  Rogue,  I  warrant  him.  \Afide. 

Man.  Sometimes  an  honeft  Man,  fometimes  a  Knave  ; 
juft  as  Occafions  fall  out. 

Sir  Da<v.  Ay  !  and  you  oftener  happen  to  be  a  Knave, 
than  an  honeft  Man,  I  doubt,  Friend.  •  '•,  ,-.'.. 

Man.  Why  lock  ye,  Sir,  that  is  juft  as  I  abound,  or 
want  Money  ;  for  my  prefent  Profeffion  is  Phyfick  —  Now, 
when  my  Pockets  are  full,  I  cure  a  Patient  in  three  Days  ; 
when  they  are  empty,  I  keep  him  three  Months. 

Sir  Da-v.  An  excellent  Principle,  truly  —  But,  pray  what 
is  your  Buimefs  at  my  Houfe  ?  -  We  are  all  in  a  good 
State  of  Health  at  prefent. 

Man.  Nay,  no  very  great  Bufmefs,  only  I  look'd  in  a* 
I  pafs'd  by,  Sir,  that's  all. 

Sir  Dav.  Now  in  my  Opinion  you  have  another  Rea- 
fon  ;  for  you  have  the  Afped  of  thofe  Sparks  that  come 
in  at  a  Window,  or  down  a  Chimney  at  two  in  the  Morn 
ing.  - 

Man.  Have  a  care  what  you  fay,  Sir,  I'm  known  very 
well  not  far  off. 

Sir  Da<v.  Ay,  too  well  perhaps  !  Zounds,  Sir,  what 
Bufinefs  have  you  here  ?  fpeak. 

Man.  A  queer  old  Duke  this  —  Why,  Sir,  if  you  muft 
know,  I  am  in  fearch  of  fome  Simples,  which  I  have  oc- 
cafion  for.  -  *  — 


Sir  Dciv.  Simples  ! 
Man.  Yes,  Sir.         . 

Sir  Da<v,  Simples!  A  very  fiinple  Excufe,  Faith  - 
Man.  Sir,  I  have  many  Years:  pra&is'd  Chymiflry,  and 
there's;  fcarce  any  Difcafe  incident  to  Humanity,  but   1 

E  have 
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havecur'd;  Stone,  Gravel,  Spleen,  Vapours,  Fits  of  the 

Mother,  and  fo  forth — 

Sir  Da<v.  Rather  Fits  of  the  Father,  J  fancy. 

Man.  I  had  attained  to  fuch  Perfection  in  the  Chymical 
Art,  that  I  wanted  but  one  Degree  of  Heat  to  reach  the 
Philofopher's  Stone. 

Sir  Dav.  That  Habit,  methinks,  does  not  anfwer  this 
mighty  Skill. 

Man.  Oh !  Sir,  Skill  does  not  lie  in  Clothes — And  the 
mofl  ingenious  are  not  always  the  moft  fortunate — I  have 
had  many  Croffes  in  my  Time— which  has  reduc'd  me 
much  below  my  Birth,  I  aflure  you — I  ferve  an  Officer  at 
prefent,  in  the  Quality  of  a  Valet  de  Cbttmbrc,  whofe  Life 
I  fav'd  at  the  Battle  of  Audenard,  when  he  was  mot  thro* 
with  a  Cannon-ball. 

Sir  Da<v.  How !  mot  through  with  a  Cannon-ball  ? 

Man.  Yes,  Sir ;  what,  do  you  wonder  at  that  ?  Why, 
Sir,  I  have  a  Water,  that  if  your  Head  were  off,  I'd  but 
wafh  it  with  that,  and  clap  it  upon  your  Shoulders  again, 
and  you  fhou'd  grow  as  perfectly  well  in  Half  an  Hour, 
as  ever  you  was  in  your  Life  ;  I  have  made  the  Experi 
ment  upon  Thoufands ;  my  Mailer's  Brother  was  one  of 
them.- 

Sir  Da<v.  If  you  were  in  Petticoats,  I  fhou'd  take  you 

for  the  Kentijh  Miracle What  is  this  Officer's  Name, 

Friend,  that  you  ferve  ? 

Man.  Captain  Bounce,  Sir. 

Sir  Da<v.  Bounce !  I  fancy  you  are  related  to  him  j  are 
you  not,  Friend ; 

Man.  No,  Sir,  not  at  all ;  indeed  he  ufes  me  more 
like  a  Relation,  than  a  Servant,  for  the  Reafon  before - 
mentioned. 

Sir  Da<v.  Ha !  And  where  is  he,  pray  ? 

Max.  At  the  Tattot,  Sir ;  if  you  pleafe  I'll  fetch  him 
hither  ? 

Sir  Dav.  By  no  means,  Sir ;  but  what  Bufmefs  have 
you  here  in  Peterborough  ? 

Man.  We  have  been  raifing  Recruits,  Sir A  Pox  of 

this  old  Dog  ;  how  many  impertinent  Queflions  does  he 
afk  ? — Here's  no  Hopes  of  feeing  Lucy. 

Sir  Dav.  Well,  Sir,  J  defire  you'd  look  you*  Simples 

elfe- 
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elfewhere  ;  for  I  don't  like  you,  notvvithftanding  your  fair 
Pretences. 

Man.  Sir  I  ihall  obey  you  —  But  pray  who  does  thif 
Houfe  belong  to  ? 

Sir  Dav.  Why,  this  Houfe  belongs  to its  Matter. 

Man.  Indeed,  Sir Pray  who  is  that  Matter,  if  I 

may  be  fo  bold  to  aflt  ? 

Sir  Dav.  Why  that  Matter  is a  Man,  Friend. 

Matt.  Really  Sir !  youp  Anfwers  are  fo  concife  and  Co 
ingenious,  that  it  is  impofiible  to  quit  your  Company——— 
We  defign  for  Cambridge  to-night,  pray  what  Time  do  you 
think  we  ihall  get  in  ? 

Sir  Dav.  The  Town-Clock  will  tell  you,  when  you 
come  there. 

Man.  Is  it  poflible ! — I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir — one 

Thing  more  I  wou'd  gladly  be  refolv'd 1  have  a  Bro-* 

ther  bound  for  Portugal*  pray  is  the  Wind  fair,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Dav.  What  do  you  take  me  for,  a  Weather-cock, 
Sirrah  ?  Hark  ye,  the  Wind  will  blow  you  no  good,  if 
you  don't  get  about  your  Bufmefs ;  remember  that,  and 
fb  farewel.  [Exit. 

Man.  Very  well this  muft  be  Sir  David  his  own- 

felf— — 'Egad  he  has  all  his  Paces,  it  will  be  hard  to  bring 
Matters  about  here  ;  I'm  juft  as  wife  as  I  was  when  I  came 

and  have  told  fifty  Lyes  to  no  Purpofe Ha  !  his 

Coach  at  the  Door,  I'll  watch  whither  he  goes,  I'm  re 
folv'd. 

Re-enter  Sir  David. 

Sir  Dav.  What,  are  you  not  gone  yet,  Sirrah  ?  I'll 
have  you  laid  by  the  Heels,  if  you  don't  get  off  my 
Ground  this  Moment. 

Man.  Sir,  I  am  going  this  Moment A  Pox  of  his 

Leathern  Jaws Well,   I'll  inform  my  Mailer  what  has 

pafs'd,  and  leave  him  to  think  on  what's  to  come.     • 

[Exit. 

Sir  Dav.  So,  he  is  gone  .  •  I  don't  like  the  Counte 
nance  of  this  Fellow Sam  — 

Enter  Servant. 
Sam.  Sir. 

Sir  Dav.  Lock  my  Doors,  d'ye  hear  ;  till  I  return  from 
tbe  Coffee-houfe,  let  no  Body  in  or  out.  •• 

'B  2  Saw. 
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Sam.  I  ihall  obferve,  Sir.  \Ex,  fever allj. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Coffee-boufe ;  Lovely,  Conflant, 
and  Faithful. 

Faith.  I  have  confirmed  the  whole  Town  in  the  Belief 
of  thy  Father's  Death. 

Cvnjl.  Then  thou  haft  done  me  Service — Come,  you'll 
both  go  with  me  to  Trufty's 

Faith.  No,  I  have  a  Mind  to  ftay  here ;  to  fee  if  Sir 
David  comes ;  this  Morning  I  will  try  to  get  acqmainted 
with  him ;  perhaps  my  being  a  Stranger,  he  may  invite 
me  to  Dinner. 

Lo<v.  Ha,  ha  !  He  wou'd  as  foon  give  thee  his  Eftatc. 

Enter  Manage. 

Faltb.  Ha  !  Manage*  what  News  ?  Haft  thou  feen  Lucy 

Man.  No,  Sir,  but  I  have  feen  the  Knight. 

Faith.  Well,  and  what  have  you  difcover'd  ? 

Man.  That  it  was  not  worth  your  while  to  come  Poft 

from  London,  to  return  the  fame  Way Ah  !  Pox  of  the 

lait  Horfe  I  rid  j  what  a  curfed  Fall  had  I  in  Stangate-hole 

—  don't  you  remember,  Sir,  how  I  lay  over  Head  and 
Ears  in  Mire  ;  whilft  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Pad  difburthen'd 
you  of  a  hundred  Pounds  ? 

Faith.  Hang  your  unfeafonable  Memory,  Sirrah  ;  leave 
fooling,  and  tell  me  .  You  faw  Sir  David,  did  you 

fpeak  to  him  ? 

Man.  Yes,  Sir,  but  he  anfwer'd  me  with  a  damn'd  four 
Air  ;  and  I  aflure  you  it  will  require  Cannon  to  reduce  his 
Citadel. 

Faith.  Love  has  taught  me  to  furmount  all  Difficulties. 

Man.  But  here  the  Knight  will  be  immediately;  for  I 
heard  him  give  Orders  to  lock  up  the  Doors,  till  he  re- 
turn'd  from  the  Coffee-houfe. 

Lvu.  Ay,  that's  right  Sir  David  I  ha,  ha. 

Faith.  Lock  up  the  Doors !  Ah  poor  Laura  !  how  mall 
I  give  thee  Notice  of  my  being  here  ? 

Ccnft.  I  have  a  Thought  in  my  Head,  if  itcou'd  be  put 

in  Praftice Hark,  I  hear  the  Coach ha  !  here's  no 

body  in  the  Room  to  difcover  the  Trick  ——Let  us  pre 
tend  a  Quarrel Draw,  Faithful, 

J-citi.  To  what  Puipofc? 

Confl. 
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Conft.  You  {hall  know  inftamly Lovely,  do  you  feem 

to  part  us ;  he's  here — Damn  you,  Sir,  you  lye*  (draws.) 
I  have  not  Ipft,  nor  w^Jl  I  pay- *— 

Faith.  Take  your  Lye  back,   Sir.  [feem  tofgku 

Enter  Sir  David. 

Lev.  Why  Gentlemen,  Gentlemen,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Faith.  Damn  you,  Sir,  you  (hall  pay  me — 

Conft.  There  is  the  Money  then,  you  have  it pre 
tend  to  be  wounded  with  that  Thruft,  Faithful. 

[Afide  to  him. 

Faith*  I  am  wounded  —pray  help  to  lead  me  home. 

Lev.  Oh  Friend  !  what  have  you  done  ?          ,  , 

Sir  Dav.  What's  here,  Murder  ? 

Conft.  I  hope  the  Wound's  not  mortal — >—  Curfe  on  my 
unlucky  Arm ;  how  doll  thou,  Ned? 

Sir  Dav.  Do  quotha!  If  the  Gentleman  is  wounded,  I 
xauft  fecure  you,  Sir. 

Conft..  Secure  me,  .Sir  !  Alas  !  Sir,  I  don't  intend  to  fly  ; 
a  Pox  of  all  Wagers,  I  fay. 

Faith.  Pray  lead  me  to  my  Inn,  for  I  feel  my  Spirits 
very  faint. 

Lav.  Lead  you. I  Alas,  I  doubt  you  cannot  walk  fo  far. 

Conft.    What,  is  there  not  a  Chair  or  a  Coach  to  b« 
got? 

Lov.  Sir  David  has  a  Coach  at  the  Door,  if  you  could 
prevail  with  him  to  lend  it  you  a  little. 

Ccnft.  Sir,  pray  oblige  us  with  your  Coach,  it  ihall  re* 
turn  immediately. 

Sir  Daw.  With  all  my  Heart. [Gees  to  the  Door,  and 

fpeaks  to  his  Ccach?nan  ahud. 

Tom,  here,  carry  this  Gentleman  home d'ye  hear, 

and  make  HafteJDack  again. 

Faith.  Oh  !  Friend,  I  underftand  you  now ;  my  Soul 
dances  with  the  bare  Idea. 

Conft.  It  has  fucceeded  to  my  Wifli — -Lovely,  help  lead 
him  to  the  Coach. 

Sir  Da<*.  If  there  be  any  Danger,  Mr.  Lovely,  take  care 
to  fecure  the  Murderer. 

Lov.  Oh!    they  arc  intimate  Friends,    Sir  David,  he 
won't  flinch,  I  know.? 

E  3  Sir 


IO2  ¥be  Man's  bewitch* d ;  or, 

Sir  Da<v.  Well,  well,  look  you  to  that. • 

[Ex.  into  .the  Houft*. 

Ccnfl.  Manage  !  Come  you  along  with  us,  I  have  Tome 
ktf  ructions  for  you.  {Exeunt. 

C  C  E  N  F.  changes  to  the  Qutfide  of  Trufty*/  Houft. 

Enter  Lovely,  Confiant,  Clinch  and  Manage. 

Lev.  He'll  certainly  get  Admittance  to  his  Miflrefs  by 
this  Stratagem  ;  but  if  the  Knight  fhou*d  find  him  there, 
how  will  he  ccme  off? 

Cpnft.  Nay,  let  him  look  to  that but  Manage  {hall 

take  Clinches  great  Coat,  'tis  like  a  Livery.  —  Sweet  Sir, 
can  you  condefcend  to  wear  a  Livery  an  Hour  or  two  ? 

Man.  To  ferve  my  Mailer's  Amour  I  will,  Sir  — ,  elfe  I 
fcorn  a  Livery — I  muft  have  that  black  Wig  too. 

ConjJ.  Wei),  well !  Here,  Clinch,  change,  change  with 
lirn.  [They  change  Clothes* 

Clin.  So  Sir  !  Now  I  am  your  Valet  de  Qhambre, 

Man.  Well,   Sir,  what  am  I  to  do  now  ? 

Conjt.  Why,  go  watch  about  Sir  DwvftFs  Door,  and  as 
you  fee  occalion,  employ  your  Wits. 

Man.  Very  well,  Sir,  let  me  alone  for  that  5  your  hum 
ble  Servant,  Gentlemen.  [Exit. 

Eater  Dolly,  ,out  of  the  Houfo. 

Dolly.  Oh  !  Are  you  come,  Captain ;  I  have  told  my 
Miftrefs  every  Particular — Pleafe  to  walk  in  ,  Sir,  I'll  in 
form  my  Mafter  you  are  here.  [They  go  in*. 

/    The   SCENE  draws,  and  difcovers  them  in  a  Room. 

Lev.  'Tis  an  admii  able  Projecl,  Captain,  if  you  are  not 
difcover'd ;  but  your  Father  will  certainly  know  it  in  a 
little  Time. 

Confl.  If  poffible,  I'll  marry  the  Woman  to-night. 

Lov.  I  fear  Sir  Jeffrey  will  refent  the  Trick. 

Conjl.  I  hope  to  convince  him  the  Trick  was  upon 
Trujly,  for  he  may  recover  the  Money  of  him,  if  he  pleafes, 
and  with  me  it  may  pafs  for  his  Daughter's  Portion  :  but 
rather  than  fail,  I'll  give  the  Steward  my  Bond,  when  'tis 
difcover'd,  to  refund  the  Money,  when  I  become  Mailer 

of 
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of  my  Father's  Eftate ;  for  without  Belinda,  nothing  can 
make  me  happy. 

Clin.  Ah,  Sir,  you'll  fcarce  find  a  Man  in  the  Army  o£ 
your  Mind — Prefer  a  Woman  to  Money  !  Why,  Sir,  Mo 
ney  is  the  very  Hinge  the  whole  World  turns  upon A 

Soldier,  and  not  love  Money  !  —  Money  has  Power  to  aV 
ter  all  Conftitutions,  and  in  fpite  of  Cuilom,  ftamp  what 
Form  it  pleafes  — 'Twill  make  an  honeft  Man  a  Knave  ; 
nay,  'twill  make  a  Knave  an  honeft  Man — 'twill  make  a 
Coward  valiant — an  old  Woman  young — a  young  Woman, 
a  Saint — a  Lawyer  juft — a  Statefman  loyal — and  a  Cour 
tier  keep  his  Word. 

Lov.  ,Ha,   h»,  Clinch  is  a  Wit. 

Clin.  Faith,  J  always  thought  fo  by  my  Poverty. 

Qonji.  Weil  hinted  Clinch—I'm  in  thy  Debt— 

[gives  him  half  a  Guinea. 

Clin.  Oh  Sir,  I  am  yours  in  ail  Refpe&s  —  Oh !  thi* 
dear  Colour ! 

What  can  there  be  that  this  dear  Coin  can't  buy  ? 
For  thee  Men  toil  andfvjeat^  fnvear^cheat  and  l}4 ; 
For  thee  does  Friend  his  deareft  Friend  belt  ay  t 
And  Women  give  their  very  Souls  away. 
Join  but  Ambition  to  this  glittering  Evil, 
And  in  an  tnftant  Man  is  made  a  DeviL 
Confi.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Lov.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Con/}.  Ad's-heart,  Sir,  fet  your  weeping  Face  in  order 
—Here  comes  the  Steward 

Enter  Trufty. 

fru.  Captain  Conjiant,  your  Servant !  you  are  welcome 
into  the  Country.  What,  you  are  in  want  of  Men ;  I 
warrant  you  are  going  to  raife  Recruits. 

Conft.  Not  at  this  Time,  Sir ;  'tis  a  more  unwelcome 
Accident  that  brought  me  down.  [Takes  out  a  Hander- 

chief,  andfeems  to  weep, 

Truft.  Good  lack !  the  News  is  really  true  then,  Sir 
Jeff-fey  is  dead. 

Clin.  Ay,  poor  Gentleman,  he's  laid  low 
Trujt.  I  confefs  I  heard  fo,  but  I  hop'd  it  might  be  Re- 
port  only  ;  J  did  defign  to  have  fet  out  for  London  as  foon 

as  I  had  din'd My  Heart  akes  — r-  Blefs  me  I  What' 

E  have 
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have  I  paid  without  any  Receipt? I  lov'd  Sir 

like  a  Brother ;  truly  I  am  very  much  troubled 

\_feems  to 

&/i».  Grief  is  very  catching,    I  find  ;  it  makes  me  weep 

{00 Be  comforted,  Sir,  (To  Conttant.)  Fathers  mult 

go  as  well  as  Sons  —  Why  do  you  afflict  yourfelf  at  tkis 
rare,    Sir  ?  Since  Death  is  Death,  who  can  help  it  ? 

Lw.  Pray  be  comforted,   Sir  John —         [To  Conftant. 

Trujl.  Pray  of  what  Diftemper  did  he  die  ? 

Clin.  Ah  !  Duce  on't !  What  was  that  hard  Word  ? 
Now  can't  I  think  on't,  as  I  hope  to  be  Great — 

Lev.  Of  an  Apoplexy — A  Pox  on  the  Doctors,  for  giv 
ing  Death  fo  many  ftrange  Names.  \_dfide* 

Clin.  Right,  Sir He  died  of  an  Apoplexy,  Sir. 

Tru.  Of  an  Apoplexy  !  Why  then  I  doubt  he  died  fud- 
denly. 

Confi.  In  a  Moment's  Time,  Sir,   he  was   alive  and 
dead' 
'Clin.  Ay,  without  ever  fpeaking  one  Word,  Sir— 

Tru.  (Rears  cut)  Oh,  oh,  oh.  Did  he  fettle  his  Affairs 
in  his  Health-?  Did  he  make  any  Will  ? — ^  ' 

Con/t.  Not  any,  Sir. 

Clin.  No,  Sir  -,  he  has  left  all  at  Sixes  and  Sevens. 

Tru.  Oh,  oh,  oh [faints. 

l.ov.  Ha!  Help,  Clinch,  I  hope  he  is  not  dead. 

Clin.  No,  no,  he  breathes,  thank  Heaven ;  pray  you 
look  up,  Sir. 

Ccnji.  Why  are  you  thus  concerned? 

Lov.  You  really  encrcafe  Sir  John's  Grief,  Sir. 

Tru.  Oh  1  what  have  I  loll  ? 

Con/t.  I  know  you  have  loft  a  Friend  in  my  Father ; 
bm  you  (hall  find  him  again  in  me. 

Tru.  Oh,  but  he  has  left  all  Things  at  fixes  and  fe- 
Vens,  Clinch  fays  —  Did  he  fay  nothing  to  you  about  me 
before  he  dy'd  ? 

Cwft.  Not  a  Syllable  —  But  I  fuppofe  your  Concern 
proceeds  from  having  paid  him  Money  without  any  Thing 
to  fhow  for  it  under  his  Hand. 

Tru.  Ay,   Sir,  there's  my  Misfortune — Oh,  oh. 

Clin.  'Tis  the  Money,  not  the  Man — Let  not  that  trou 
ble  you,  Sir,  my  young  Matter  has  been  informed  to  a 
Farthing  what  it  was— Tell  him,  tell  him,  Sir,  your  Fa- 

they 
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ther  appear'd,  and  let  me  alone  to  clinch  it.  [Afule  to 

Content. 

Tru.  Inform'd  ! 

Conft.  Yes,  Mr.  Trufty  ;  my  Father  cou'd  not  reft  till 
he  had  difclos'd  your  Affair. 

Clin.  Ah,  good  honeft  Soul  ;  feeing  he  was  fnatch'd 
away  fo  fuddenly,  he  has  feveral  Times  appeared. 

Tru.  How  !  appear'd,  fay  you  ? 

Clin.  Aflc  my  Matter  elfe! 

Con/}.  Moft  certain,  Sir.  - 

Clin.  He  haunted  us  fix  Days  like  the  Devil  ;  feme- 
times  like  a  mag  Dog  —  Sometimes  like  a  white  Pidgeon 
—  At  laft  he  took  his  own  Shape.  Clinch,  faid  he,  don't 
you  knaw  me?  Then  addreffcng  himfelf  to  my  Mailer, 
don't  be  afraid,  faid  he,  I  come  to  tell  you,  that  at  feveral 
Times  I  have  received  from  Mr. 


Tru.  Ah  dear  Gholl,  dear  Ghoft;  how  much  did  he 
fay  ? 

Conft.  Eight  hundred  Pound. 

Tru.  Right  to  a  Penny  >  look  ye  there  now,  fee  what 
it  is  to  deal  with  honeii  Men  ;  one  lofes  nothing  by  them, 
tho'  in  their  Graves. 

Clin.  Oh,  the  Dead,  Sir,  are  always  generous  ;  they 
value  Money  no  more  than  that  —  [Snapping  his  Fingers. 

Tru.  Poor  Gentleman,  that  he  fhou'd  take  a  Jouieey 
from  the  other  World  upon  my  Account. 

Clin.  Ah,  Sir,  the  Dead  ride  Pott  upon  the  Winds  — 
He  charg'd  me  to  tell  you,  for  your  Satisfaction,  he  wou'd. 
come  and  give  you  an  Acquittance  himfelf. 

Tru.  By  no  means,  I  am  content;  let  the  Dead  vifk 
who  they  will  for  me. 

Ccnft.  Oh,  fear  not,  Sir,  he'll  not  trouble  you  ;  but  to 
our  Bufmefs,  Sir,  what  you  have  paid  I  will  difcount. 

Tru.  And  the  reit  of  the  Money  is  at  your  Service,,  and- 
my  Daughter  too,  Sir  John,  if  you  have  not  loll  the  Rc-r 
membrance  of  her. 

Conft.  To  fhovv  you  that  I  have  not,  Mr.  Trufy,  I  af- 
fare  you  fhe  wHl  be  the  welcomed  Prefent  of  the  two.. 
Lo<v.  Thy,  Bufmefs  is  done,   Ccujiant. 

Tru.  Say'  you  fo,  Sir  John!  Wei];  I'll  fetch  the  Wj  ic 
ings,  and  difpatch  fome  Affairs,  and  theai  I'll  carry  yoa  to 

E  S  -  '  '  i.  y 


106  ?be  Man's  bewitch*  d  -9  or, 

my  Daughter—  But  upon  fecond  Thoughts,  pleafe  to  walk, 
into  my  Study,  'tis  more  convenient. 

Conft.  With  all  my  Heart,  I'll  follow  you.  —  — 

[Exit.  Trufty. 

Lov.  Matters  go  as  you  cou'd  wilh  ;  you'll  be  married 
to-night,  Captain. 

Conft.  I  wifh  'twere  over;    Egad  I'd  rather  fight  half 
a  dozen  Men,  than  defcend  to  this  rafcally  Way  of  Ly 
ing,  were  there  any  Help  for  it  ;  it  is  beneath  a  Soldier.  — 
A  Soldier  /corns  the  whining  Loiter'*  Art  } 
His  Courage  takes  Poffejfion  of  the  Heart  : 
Difdains  by  Treachery  to  raife  his  Name, 
But  boldly  owns  the  bright  ambitious  flame, 
And  courts  his  Miftrefs  as  he  courts  his  Fame. 


ACT        III. 

SCENE,  Trudy  in  his  Study,  with  Conftant, 
Lovely  and  Clinch.  Papers  and  Money  upon  the 
Table, 

7rufty.  Op  HERE,  Sir  Jehn,  there  are  in  thefe  Bags 
JL  Two  and  twenty  hundred  Pounds,  which, 
with  the  Eight  hundred  I  remitted  Sir  Jeffrey,  is  juft  Three 
thoufand  Pound  j  if  you  pleafe,  you  may  count  it,  'tis 
molt  in  Gold. 

Conft.  No,  I'll  take  your  Word  for*t  ;  here,  Clinch* 
cr.ny  it  to  Drive  the  Carrier,  he  is  juft  now  going  to 
Lcndcn  ;  order  him  where  to  pay  it  in,  d'ye  hear  ? 

Cl'm.  Yes^  Sir  -  [Exit  with  the  Sags* 

Lov.  He  is  loaden  with  it;  ha,  ha,  ha.  - 
Tru.  Peer  Sir  Jeffrey,  reft  hk  Soul,  did  promife'to  bate; 
me  twenty  Pound  a  Year  ;  for  I  have  paid  him  two  hun 
dred  Pounds  a  Year  thefe  fixteen  Ye^rs,  for  that  Land 
which  is  not  worth  an  Hundred  and  four-fcore. 

Lev.  Say  you  fo>  Mr.  Trufty  ?  Then  you  muft  perforrA 
)  cur  Father's  Promife,  Sir  John. 

Co."//.  Ay,  when  he  has  paid  me  as  much  as  he  Kas  m# 
F.thcr. 

Lev.  Comc^  (hall  I  fettle  Matters  between  you  ?  Ad~ 

wet 
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vance  Sir  John  a  hundred  Pounds ;  you  know  he  has  been 
Icept  fhort,  and  doubtlefs  has  Occafion  for  ready  Money, 
and  he  mall  bate  you  twenty  Pound  a  Year. 

Tru.  Oh,  that's  all  one,  My.  Lovely— \  can't  do  that. 

Conft.  Nay,  iince  Mr.  Lovely  has  proposed  it,  if  you 
won't  do  that — 

Tru.  Well,  but  Sir  John,  perhaps  you'll  expeft  a  large 
Fortune  with  my  Daughter  ;  I  can't  tell  you  how  to 

Conft.  I  alk  you  for  none,  Sir. 

Tru.  Why  then  there's  the  hundred  Pound  ;  but  you 
muft  fignify  at  the  Bottom  of  this  Leafe  our  Bargain. 

Enter  Roger,  a  Farmer. 

Conft.  Give  it  me,  I'll  do't.  [Jits  down  to  write. 

Rog.  Morrow  Landlord,  I  ha'  brought  you  a  little  Rent, 
and  in  troth  'tis  but  a  little  neither ;  for  we  ha'  had  but  a 
forry  Crop  of  Barley,  and  the  Crows,  a  Murrain  take 
*em,  ha'  eat  up  all  my  Beans,  I  think. 

Tru.  But  you  have  a  new  Landlord,  Roger.  Old  Sir 
Jeffrey  is  dead,  and  there's  his  Son. 

Rog,  Say  you  fo,  Mafter !  Blefs  you,  Sir,  I  did  not 
know  your  Father,  not  I,  tho*  I  have  paid  him  many  a 

fair  Pound Nor  I  dan't  know  you  ;  but  an  you  be  my 

Landlord,  I'm  an  honeft  Man  ;  and  tho'  I  fay  it,  pay  my 
Rent  as  well  as  any  body. 

Conft.  I  don't  doubt  it,  Friend — I  am  forry  your  Harvefi 
has  not  prov'd  fo  good  as  you  expedled. 

Rog.  I  hope,  Mafter,  for  Luck's  fake  now,  you'll  'bata 
me  fomething  of  my  Rent. 

Conft.  I  can't  do  that,  -Roger — For  the  taxes  take  away 
all  my  Money. 

Rog.  Nay,  as  you  fay,  Mafter,  thefe  Taxes  are  fad 
Things,  that's  the  Truth  on't —  Od  they  find  out  ftrange 
Ways  ;  they  had  got  a  Trick  here  once  to  make  one  pay 
for  one's  Head  —  Mercy  on  us,  I  was  afraid  they  wou'd 
make  one  pay  for  one's  Tail  too — My  Neighbour  Wbat'fo 

tall  urn fays  it  coil  him  the  Lord  knows  what  in  Bu- 

ryings  and  Chriftnings Adod  'tis  a  fore  Thing,  a  Man 

muft  pay  for  lying  with  his  own  Wife. 

Lo*-u.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  'twas  a  Grievance  indeed  ;  but  Taxes 
eaii't  be  help'd,  fo  long  as  the  Wars  continue. 

Reg.    Wars  1   Why  what   need   there  be  any  Wars  ? 
£  6  Can't- 


io3  $he  Man's 

Can't  People  live  peaceably  and  quietly  among  themfelves 
•—If  they  will  fquabble  and  play  the  Rogue,  let  'em  go> 
to  Law ;  can't  they  fet  the  Lawyers  to  work  ?  I  warrant 
they'll  quickly  make  them  as  quiet  as  Lambs. 

Ccnjt.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  but  we  are  at  Wars  with  a  Prince 
that  cares  for  no  Laws  but  his  own  ;  nay,,  he  breaks  them 
too,  when  'tis  his  Intereft.- 

Reg.  Why  then  Mercy  upon  us,  I  fay — Well  an  how  ! 
may  one  wifh  you  much  Joy  ?  Ha,  you  got  a  Wife,  Land 
lord?  By  the  Mefs  you  are  a  pretty  Man. 

Conft.  I'm  not  fo  happy  yet,  Roger. 

Reg.  Say  you  fo  ?  Good  lack,  I'm  forry  for't.  — Why 
now  here's  Matter  TV*/// has  a  good  fweatly  iook'd  Gen 
tlewoman  to  his  Daughter — What  think  you  of  her,  Land 
lord  ? — Od,  and  all  Parties  were  agreed,  fhe'd  make  a  rare 
Bedfellow,  I'm  perfuaded. 

Lev.  I  believe  Sir  Jc,kn  is  of  your  Mind  ;  have  you 
any  Intereft  with  her  Father  ? 

Rog.  Not  I,  in  troth,  Mailer  Lowly  —  but  the  Gentle 
woman  is  of  a  fv/eet  Temper. 

Low.  Do  you  think  you  cou'd  perfuade  her  to  run  away 
with  him  ? 

Reg.  Wou'd  I  cou'd,  Sir for  a  pretty  Woman  is  the 

belt  Luggage  in  the  World  —  for  when  a  Man  is  weary, 
he  may  reft  upon  it ;  ha,  ha. 

Corft:  You  are  waggfih,  Roger. 

Trufty.  Yes,  yes,  Roger  will  joke ;  there's  your  Ac 
quittance,  if  Sir  John  pleafe  to  fign  it. — 

Conft.  'Tis  the  fame  Thing  if  you  fign  it,  Mr.  Trufty* 

[Signs  the  Note* 

Tn<fty.  I  find  my  Daughter  Hands  fair  in  your  Opinion,, 
Roger. 

Reg.  Look  ye,  Sir —  I  hope  you  ar'n't  angry !   I  meant 

no  harm 1  fpoke  as  I  thought ;  an  I  had  a  hundred 

Daughters my  Landlord,  and  Mr.  Lowly  fhould  have 

them  all,  an  they  wou'd  ;  ha,  ha. 

Conft.  I  am  obliged  to  you  truly. 

Lev.  Oh  {  a  hundred  wou'd  be  too-  many. 

Conft.  Prithee  haft  thou  never  a  fingle  one  at  prefent  ? 

Rog.  Not  that  I  know  of,  in  troth,  Sir;  but  an  you'll 
do  me  a  fmall  Kindnefs,  Sir,  I  may  chance  to  get  you 
tnc  about  fourteen  Years  hence. 
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LW.  That  will  be  fomething  too  long  to  Hay.  v 

Ccnft.  But  what  can  I  ferve  thee  in,  Roger? 

Reg.  Why;  Mrs.  Belinda  has  a  kind  of  a  Maid  called 
Dorothy  ;  I  have  had  a  hankering  Mind  after  her  thefe  two 
Years  ;  but  the  'fliving  Baggage  will  not  come  to  a  Refo- 
lution  yet. 

Tru.  You  inuft  apply  yourfelf  to  my  Daughter,  Roger, 
ftie'll  be  the  beft  Advocate  ;  but  I  doubt  foe's  too  fine 
for  you. 

Rog.  Too  fine  !  nay,  nay,  I'll  never  quarrel  with  her 
for  that  ;  an  ihe  can  win  Gold,  as  the  Saying  is,  e'en  let 
her  wear  it. 

Tru.  But  I  doubt  you  are  not  fine  enough  for  her. 

Rog  Mayhap  fo,  as  you  fay;  indeed,  I  have  not  fucBv 
gay  Clothes  as  thefe  Gentlefolk  have,  becaufe  I  can't  af 
ford  it,  de  ye  fee  ?  elfe  I  fhou'd  like  'cm  well  enough  — 
In  troth,  I  believe  I  have  fome  Seeds  of  a  Gentleman  in 
me;  for  methinks  now  I  like  broad  Cloath  better  thaa 
my  Leathern  Breeches  ;  and  a  Holland  Shirt,  far  before  a 
Hempen  one  —  adod  methinks,  I,  I,  I,  cbu'd  be  well  e- 
nough  contented  with  a  Bottle  of  Wine  every  Day  -  I 
am  mainly  inclin'd  to  ftrong  Beer  —  and  don't  care  a  Far 
thing  if  I  never  were  to  drink  any  fmall. 

Lev.  Oh  !  extraordinary  Symptoms  of  a  Gentleman, 
Til  affure  you  —  Well,  we'll  fpezk  to  DcHy  for  you. 

Tru.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  all  fpeak  for  you  ;  go,  go  inte  the 
Cellar  then,  and  drink  thy  Belly  full. 

Con.  Be  fure  to  drink  Do/lfs  Health. 

Rog.  Thank  you  kindly,  Sir  —  Ay,  ay,  Matter,  -that  I 
will,  I  promife  you,  in  a  full  Horn  —  So,  Landlord,  good- 
by  to  you  with  all  my  Heart.  [Ext'f. 

Tru.  Now,  Sir  John,  I'll  fend  my  Daughter  to  keep 
you  Company,  till  I  look  for  fome  Leafrs  your  Father 
order'd  me  to  get  drawn,  which,  if  you  think  fit  to 


Con.  If  the  Tenants  are  able  Men,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Tru.  Oh  !    very  fufficient  Men,  Sir  John.     [Ex  Trufty. 

Lov.  Well,  thou  haft  feet  red  the  Money,  Ctnftanf, 
and  my  Advice  is  to  difpatch  the  Woman,  as  fail  as  you 
can,  and  find  fome  Pretence  to  defer  thefe  Leafes  for  two 
or  three  Days  —  i.  Sir  Jeffrey  is  whimfical,  and  if  he  mou'd 
alter  his  Mind,  and  come  down.-  • 

Con. 
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Cert.  Here  wou'd  be  no  flaying  for  me,  if  he  ftiou'd  y. 
therefore  I  defign  to  be  as  quick  as  pofGble  —  but  here 
comes  the  Star  that  guides  me  to  Happinefs. 

Enter  Belinda  and  Maria* 

Lov.  And  my  Pilot- 

Mar,  What  Voyage  are  you  for,  pray  ? 

Lo-v.  The  everlailing  Voyage  of  Matrimony,  Child  :—-r 
And  your  Eyes  are  two  fuch  dangerous  Rocks,  that  nothing 
but  your  Tongue  can  fteer  me  into  Harbour. 

Mar.  But  any  of  my  Sex  can  fteer  you  out;  you'll  be 
for  cruifing  from  Port  to  Port,  to  make  that  everlafting. 
Vo)age  agreeable. 

Lev.  No,  Faith,  where  I  drop  my  Anchor,  there  my 

Veflel  is  moor'd  for  Life. Well,  Conftant,  what  fays 

the  Lady  ?  will  me  let  thy  Habeas  Corpus  remove  her  ? 

Bel.  Out  of  one  Prifon  into  another,  is  it  not  fo,  Con* 
ftant? 

Lo<v.  Interrogating!  Nay,  then  'tis  proper  to  be  alone;- 
there  is  a  very  pretty  Collection  of  Prints  in  the  next 
Room,  Madam,  will  you  give  me  leave  to  explain  them 
to  you  ? 

Mar.  Any  Thing  that  may  divert  your  Love-SubjecV 

[£*//» 

Con.  Can  Belinda- tetm  my  Arms  a  Prifon  ? 

Bel.  But  Marriage  is  a  Fetter,  Conftant. 

Con.  I'll  not  make  it  one;  I'm  a  true  Britijh  Subject, 
I'm  for  Liberty  and  Property,- 

Bel.  And  Self-intereft,  for  they  are  infeparable. 

Con.  I  hope  our  Interefts  are  the  fame,  and  when  link'd* 
-wiU  be  the  ftronger.  Come,  Madam,  confider  our  Op 
portunity-may  be  (hort,  we  ought  to  be  quick,  to  prevent 
Difcovery  ;  I  have  your  Father's  Confent. 

Bel.  Difcovcry  \  why,  what  is  it  you  fear  £  'tis  but 
icafonable  I  be  let  into  the  Secret,  if  I'm  in  banger  of 
fharing  the  Punilhment,  Sir  John. 

Con.  Why  that  Sir  John,  Belinda?  I  know  you  are 
inform'd  of  all,  then  do  not  ridicule  my  ardent  PaiHon  $ 
'twas  my  Love  for  you  that  firft  infpir'd  me  with  this 
Stratagem ;  then  prithee  come,  my  deareft. 
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Bel.  Not  a  Step,  fweet  Servant  —  I'll  know  upon  what 
Therms  I  capitulate,  e'er  I  furrrender. 

Con.  Terms !  Madam  !  Has  not  Dolly  told  you  of  the 
Plot? 

Bil.  Yes,  upon  your  Father  and  mine,  Captain,  but  I 
don't  think  it  fafe  to  join  in  it !  Suppofe  my  Father  be 
oblig'd  to  pay  back  this  Money  ;  may  not  that  be  Provo 
cation  enough  to  difown  me?  and  if  your*s  ihou'd  for 

this  Trick  difinherit  you  ? What  Jointure  can  you 

make  me  ? 

Con.  My  Heart,  Madam. 

Bel.  Pfhaw  I  that  is  the  flippery'ft  Piece  in  all  Fortune's 
Treafure — we  never  can  be  certain  of  that— — 

Con.  Then  my  SouL 

Bel.  Where  mall  I  find  it  ?  The  Learned  can't  agree 
where  to  place  it  j  therefore  111  have  no  trouble  about 
that. 

Ccn.  Then  take  my  Body  for  Bail,  that  I'm  fure  is 
forth-coming. 

Bel.  Ayt  but  there's  No  —  Ne  extat  Regnum  in  Love's 
Court. 

Con.  To  cut  off  all  Gtoje&ions,  I  fettle  this  Money  up 
on  you  ;  and  either  put  it  out  to  Intereft,  or  purchafe  ibrae 
pretty  Retirement  j  where,  if  Belinda  loves  but  half  fo 
well,  as  I  fiatter'd  myfelf  (he  did,  \  caw  for&ke  all  Court* 
and  Company  —  and  prefer  a  Grott  with  her,  before  all 
the  Trappings  of  the  Fools  of  Fortune. 

Bel.  Generoufly  faid  !  I  have  try'd  tlree,  Conftant*,  and 
find  thy  Nature  like  thy  Name ;  there,  take  my  Hand— - 
my  Heart  was  thine  before. 


Con.  'Tis  Sympathy  of  S cuts  that  joins  us  two* 
Death  only  Jhull  our  Gordian  Knot  undoy 
Bel.    Until  that  Hour,  Belinda  will  bt  true. 


\ 


Re-enter  Lovery  and  Maria. 
Lav.  Joy  to  thee,  my  Friend;    and  you,  Madam*  we 

ever-heard  your  Protections. 

Con.  Prithee  let's  fetch  the  Parfon  this  Minute. 
Lo<v.  To  chafe — Ladies,,  we'll  return  inftantly.     [Exit. 
Mar.  Profperity  to  Belinda  I 

Bel.  Dare  not  you  bear  me  Company,  Girl  ?  Have  yot* 
the  Heart  to  let  me  run  this  Hazard  aloce  ? 

Mar. 
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Afar.  Why,  what  wou'd  you  have  me  do  ? 

Bel.  Even  what  I  ilefign  to  do  —  Marry  —  for  I'm  fure 
thou  lov'ft  that  handfome  young  Fellow. 

Mar.  I  find  you  underftand  your  own  Conilitution,  Be- 
lir.da. 

Bel.  So-  well  ;  that  if  you  follow  my  Example,  you'll 
aft  as  refolutely. 

Mar.  Thine  is  a  ra(h  Venture,  if  Sir  'Jeffrey  fliou'd  not 
forgive  him. 

Bel.  The  more  honourable  ;  we  have  Love,  and  that's 
the  belt  Eitate  in  a  married  Life. 

Mar.  True,  but  what  can  we  poor  Women  do,  whofe 
Parents  are  not  inclin'd  to  gratify  our  Wimes  ;  -  you 
know  mine  are  fet  againfl  the  Match.  ---  -* 

Bel.  Pugh,  Parents  will  relent  in  Time  -  If  not,  Mr. 
Lo'vefy  has  Fortune  enough  to  make  you  happy—  You  love 
him,  and  he  loves  you  ;  were  1  in  your  Place,  I'd  fain  ice 
a  third  fliou'd  part  us. 

Mar.  True,  I  do  love  him  —  but  will  not  marry  him, 
without  a  Portion  ;  he  mail  never  throw  that  in  my  Difh, 
I  refclve. 

Bel.  An  admirable  Reiblutibn  truly  -  Then  you'll  go 
on  ;  hang  your  Plead,  crofs  your  Arms,  figh  your  Soul 
into  the  Air  —  fit  up  all  Night  like  a  Watch-Candle,  and 
diftil  your  Brains  through  your  Eye-lids-  -  for  fo  \  have 
done  -  i>o,  no,  Girl,  e'en  let  us  fave  our  Tears,  till  we 
are  married; 

Mar.  What,  you  think  like  moft  Wives^  we  fliall  have 
Occafion  for  them  then,  ha,"  ha. 

Bel.  As  it  may  fall  out  -  Then  let  us  marry  whilft 
we  are  young,  that  we  may  be  able  to  bear  it  with  the 
bettrr  Co  rage.  ---  But  here's  my  Father  over  Head  and 
Ears  in  Papers;  I  tremble  though,  to  think  what  he-will. 
fay  when  he  finds  the  Cheat. 


with  Papers  in  his  Hand. 
Mar.  And  fee  who  re  behind  him  -       [Enter  Nunn 

and  Slouch. 

.&/.  I  have  a  fudden  Thought  how  to  divert  my  Fa 
ther's  Anger;  when  all's  difcover'd,  I'll  put  it  in  practice. 
-  Sir,  your  humble  Servant.. 
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d,  fhe  fpeaks,&W£ Nay,  Madam,  I'm  your 

humble  Servant. 

Trn.  Ha !  what's  that  ? — Why,  Sir,  I  admire— rhey- day, 
where  Tire  the  Gentlemen,  Daughter? 

Num.  Gentlemen,  Sir,  why  here  is  one  Gentleman; 
indeed  J  can't  fay  much  for  Slouch-  «  • 

Tru.  Why  don't  you  anfwer  me,  ha  ? 

Bel.  I  know  not,  Sir,  they  went  out  foon  after  we 
cntred. 

Mar.  They  whifper'd,  Sir,  and  left  the  Room. 

Tru.  Ah  !  I  don't  like  that 

Slou.  May- hap  they  are  gone  to  fight  for  Mrs.  Belinda. 
An  (he'd  marry  you,  Matter,  now,'  how  rarely  they'd  be 
chous'd,  ha,  ha. 

Num.  Odr  fo  they  wou'd,  as  you  fay,  Skuch 
Madam,  what  fay  you  ?  Mr.  Trufty,  (hall  we  make  an  end 
on't  ?  I  know  you  are  a  merry  Man,  and  did  but  joke 
wi'  me. 

Tru.  Say  you  fo  !  I  doubt  you  won't  find  it  fo,  Sir. 

Num.  No!  Why  I  verily  believe  the  Gentlewoman  has 
a  Kindnefs  for  me,  by  her  Looks ;  how  fay  you ,  Miftrefs  ? 
fpeak  the  Truth,  and  fhame  the  Devil,  as  the  Saying  is— 
han't  you  ? 

Bel.  Well,  if  I  muft  fpeak  the  Truth,  'Squire,  I  have 
as  much  Kindnefs  for  you,  as  for  any  body;  my  Father 
commanded  me  to  love. 

Trufty.  Ay!  why  what  fay  you  to  Sir  John  Conftant? 
Don't  you  like  him.  better  ? 

Bel.  I  did  once,  Sir,  but  I  don't  remembet  I  ever  had 
your  Confent  in  that. 

Trufty.  You  have  it  now  then — 'Tis  time  enough  ;  it  is 
good  to  know  what  one  has  to  truft  to. 

Bel.  Your  Leave  now,  Sir,  comes  too  late,  he  may 
have  chang'd  his  Mind. 

Trujly.  No,  no,  you  (hall  be  married  to  Night,  he  ihan't 
have  time  to  think  of  Change. 

Num.  Look  ye,  Sir,  fair  and  foftly — he  (hall  not  have 
her  to  Night,  may-hap — for  all  your  haite  ;  Slouch,  ftand 
by  me. 

S/ou.  That  I  will,  Mailer,  in  any  Ground  in  England. 

Mar.  Humph  !  I  guefs  her  drift 

Sfl.  Then  'tis  time  for  me  to  think  on't,  Sir. 
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Trufy.  Hey-day,  what's  here  now  ! 

Bel.  I  don't  like  Matches  huddled  up  in  hafte ;  and  I 
learnt  from  your  Inftru&ioas,  Sir,  to  confult  my  future 
Happinefs  in  a  marry'd  State. 

Num.  Good  again,  I'faith-»  ha,  ha. 

Trufy.  Your  future  Happinefs  !  Why,  what  can  crofs! 
your  future  Happinef?,  Miitrefs  1 

Num.  What,  will  they  quarrel  about  me  now,  Slouch, 
ha? 

Slou.  The  Woman  has  a  woundy  Mind  to  you,  I  fee 
that,  Matter. 

Bel.  Sir  John's  Carriage  is  more  loofe  and  familiar  than 

formerly from  which  I  draw  this  Conclufion,  Sir;  that 

he  thinks  his  Quality  may  now  command,  and  when  a 
Lover  lofes  Refpeft,  his  Sincerity  quickly  follows,  i  like 
not  the  Method  of  our  Quality-r-The  Name  of  Hu(ban4 
without  the  Fondnefs,  is  like  a  Title  without  an  Eftafc,  of 
no  value  with  the  Wife. 

Mar.  I  am  of  her  Opinion,  Sir. 

Num.  And  I  too,  Faith Od,    {he  talks  rarely;  I 

(hall  have  her,  I  And In  my  Conference  I  love  her  ten 

times  the  better,  becaufe  I  fee  me  loves  me— — and  let  me 
tell  you,  Sir,  your  Daughter  is  honefter  than  you  are— 
Why  fhou'd  you  pretend  to  crofs  her  Will  ?  You  plainly 
fee,  (he  has  a  Mind  to  no  body  but  me——  Mun-r-rrr 

Tru.  I  plainly  fee  you  are  a  Fool,  and  flic's  another— 

Num.  Look  ye,  fay  what  you  will  o*  me,  but  don't  af 
front  her ;  for  all  you  are  her  Father,  I  won't  let  my  Wife 
be  caird  Names,  de  ye  fee. 

Tru.  Zounds,  get  out  of  my  Doors. 

Num.  Ay,  but  who  is  the  Fool  then? 

Bel.  Pray  be  calm ;  fince  you  once  lik'd  the  Squire  for  a 
Son-in-law,  I  hope  I  {han't  difoblige  you  in  preferring 
him  before  Sir  John  for  a  Hufband. 

Num.  Difoblige  him !  who  cares  if  it  does,  Madam  : 
Come  along 

Mar.  Ha,  ha.  If  thy  Father  fhou'd  take  thee  at  thy 
Word,  Belinda? 

Bel.  My  Stars  forbid 

Tru.  Did  you  ever  fee  fuch  a  provoking  Creature  ? 
Enter  Conftant  and  Lovely. 

Oh,  Sir  John,  'tis  well  you  are  come Where  have 
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you  been  ?  You  are  in  Danger  of  lofing  your  Miftrefs  here. 

Con.  I  hope,  Sir,  I  have  taken  the  beft  Way  to  fecure 
her. 

LO--V.  If  the  Parfon  can  do  it,  for  we  have  got  him  in 
the  next  Room. 

Bel.  To  Conftant.]  Humour  what  I  fay 

Tru.  Now  Miftrefs,  you  had  belt  bring  your  Obje&ions 
again,  and  fpoil  your  Fortune. 

Bel.  To  Num.]  If  you  dare  maintain  your  Claim  to  mfc 
I  am  yours — f  fay  again,  Sir,  I  like  the  Squire  beft, 

Num.  Dare  !  od,  I,  I,  I,  I,  dare  a,  a, 

Con.  What  dare  you  do,  Sir? 

Num.  What  a  Plague  do  you  flare  at  fo  ? 

Con.  What  was  that  you  mutter'd !  What  dare  you  do  ? 

Num.  I  dare  do  as  much  as  you  dare  do— —What  a 
Pox,  I'm  not  to  be  frighted  wi'  Looks,  mun. 

Shu.  Od,  take  heed,  Mailer,  he  has  a  wovmdy  long 
j§word. 

Num.  A  Sword !  I  care  not  a  for  his  Sword,  nor 
Jbim  neither.  [Walks  about  in  a  Heat. 

Mar.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Sir  Join,  this  Gentleman  is  a  Perfon 
whom  I  efteem. 

Num.  Ay,  Sir,  and  one  that  flie  intends  to  marry  too. 

Con.  Marry  !  when,  Sir  ? 

Num.  When  fhe  pleafes,  Sir  ;  now,  an  you'll  lend  us 
your  Parfon  ? 

Lo*v.  Ay,  'tis  fit  you  afk  him  Leave  indeed  ! 

Con.  I'll  lend  you  my  Sword  in  your  Guts  firfh 

Num.  Your  Sword  in  my  Guts  —  Shuck,  give  me 
your  Cudgel.  [Snatches  his  Stick. 

Slou.  Ads  Blead,  clear  the  Way,  clear  the  Way ;  I'll 
turn  the  'Squire  loofe  to  any  Man  in  Zomerfetjhire. 

Num.  Come,  out  with  your  Spit,  mun Wounds, 

and  I  don't  make  ye  put  it  up  again,  I'll  ne'er  ftrike  ftroke 
more. 

Con.  The  Devil,  he'll  knock  me  down.  [Lays  his  Hand 

on  his  Sword. 

Tru.  Oh  don't  draw,  Sir  John Lay  down  your  Stick, 

Sir,  and  get  you  about  your  Bufinefs,  or  you'll  oblige  me 
to  ufe  you  worfe  than  I  am  willing  to  do. 

Mar.  Excellent  Sport,  ha,  ha. 
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Lev.  Incomparable,  ha,  ha. 

Bel.  Who  cou'd  have  thought  the  Lout  fo  courageous — - 
Oh  pray  let  us  have  no  fighting. 

Tru.  You  have  had  your  Anfwer,  Sir,  therefore  pray 
be  gone  quietly. 

Eel  You  'fright  me  out  of  my  Wits,  'Squire  ;  pray  go 
out  of  my  Father's  Houfe  peaceably  ;  if  yoq  love  me,  do, 
we'll  find  fome  other  Way. 

Num.  Love  ye,  yes,  I  do  love  you  ;  or  what  makes 
me  in  fuch  a  Pafiion,  think  you  ?  Weil,  well,  I  will  go 

out Look  ye,  Sir,  an  you  be  a  Man,  follow  me ;  I'll 

box  fairly   with  you  now  for  half  a  Crown,    and    this 

Gentleman  fhall  hold  Stakes,  and  fee  fair  Play If  you 

dare  now? 

Lov.  Fie,  fie,  'Squire,  Gentlemen  don't  ufe  to  box. 

Con.  Box,  ye  Blockhead,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Num.  Blockhead  \  Zounds,  I'll  learn  yen  to  call 

Names.  [Strips  off'  hii  Coat. 

Slou.  Come  on,  Sirrah,  I'll  fight  with  you  at  the  fame 
Time — (begins  tojtrip.)  I'll  ftand  by  my  Matter,  for  the 
Honour  of  Zomerfetjhire. 

Clin.  Death,  you  fhamble-ham'd  Dog  \  I'll  beat  your 
Head  off [Gives  him  a  Box  of  the  Ear. 

Num.  Ay  \  are  you  there  ?  Faith,  come  on-— come  on. 

[Falls  foul  upon  Clinch. 

Zw.  Hold,  hold,  two  to  one  is  odds.          [Parts  them. 

Clin.  Let  me  alone,  Sir,  egad  I'll  fight  'em  both. 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  do  you  do,  'Squire,  fight  with 
a  Footman  \  Pray  leave  off,  or  you'll  difoblige  me  for 
ever. 

Tru.  Oh  Lord,  oh  Lord  \  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Num.  What  care  I. 

Mar.  What  don't  you  care  for  your  Miftrefs .? 

Num.  Yes,  yes,  but  I  won't  be  made*a  Fool  on  ;  but  I 
will  go an  I  were  fure  you  wou'd  not  be  forc'd  to  mar 
ry  this  fame  Spark 1  won't  leave  you  in  the  Lurch, 

Madam. 

Eel.  No,  no,  'Squire,  they  fhall  not  force  me,  I  pro- 
mife  you. 

Num.  Then  I  go but  look  to't,  an  I  catch  you 

out  of  this  Houfe,  by  the  Mafs  I'll  rib  you,  [Exit. 

Om.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Tru. 
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*Fru.  Adod,  I  was  out  of  all  Patience  with  the  Fool — 
Come,  take  her  by  the  Hand,  Sir  John,  you  (hall  be  mar 
ried  this  Minute,  we'll  fettle  Bufmefs  afterward.  , 

Bel.  Indeed,  Sir,  you'll  repent  this  haity  Match. 

Con.  What  means  -Belinda  ? 

Bel.  You  (hall  know  within. 

Tru.  Get  along In  my  Soul,  I  think  the  whole 

Compofition  of  Women  is  Contradiction.  [Ex.  omnes. 

SCENE  Sir  DavidV  Houfe. 

.Enter  Faithful  and  Coachman. 

Faith.  There,  honeft  Coachman,  drink  my  Health  ; 
but  pray  can't  I  fpeak  with  the  Gentlewoman  of  the 
Houfe? 

Coach.  Sir  Z)a:w'// has  no  Wife,  Sir;  but  here  is  a  young 
Lady,  I'll  call  her  Maid  ;  Mrs.  Lucy,  Mrs.  Lucyy  here  is 
a  Gentleman  wou'd  fpeak  with  your  Miitrefs  — 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  A  Gentleman  !  blefs  me,  how  came  you  to  let  a 
Man  in,  Thomas,  in  Sir  David's  Abfence  ? 

Ctach.  -Sir  David  bid  me  himfelf,  or  you  may  be  fure  I 
had  not  done  it 1  thank  you,  Sir.  [Ex.  Coachman. 

Lucy.  What  do  I  fee?  Mr.  Faithful! 

faith.  The  fame !  How  fares  my  Love,  my  deareft 
Laura  ?  Quick,  bring  me  to  her,  I  am  impatient  till  I 
fee  her. 

Lucy.  Nay,  nay,  me  wou'd  be  as  impatient  as  you,  if 

me  knew  you  were  here But  by  what  Miracle  did  you 

prevail  with  Sir  David  ? 

Faith.  Prithee  afk  no  Queftions— Til  inform  thy  Lady; 
hafte,  my  Time's  but  fhort,  therefore  mult  improve  it. 

Lucy.  Well,  follow  me  then.  [Exit. 

The  SCENE  draws,  and  difcwers  Mrs.  Laura  at  her 
Spinet. 

After  the  Song,  enter  Lucy  and  Faithful. 
Lau.  What  did  that  Blockhead  bawl  fo  for,  Lucy  ? 
Lucy.   To   have  an  Acquaintance    of  youts  admitted, 
Madam. 

La*. 
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Lau.  An  Acquaintance  of  mine ! — Ha !  my  dear  Faitfc* 
ful !  Am  I  awake  ?  and  is  it  really  he  ? 

Faith.  My  deareft  Love — (Run  into  one  another*  s  Arms.) 
Oh  let  me  hold  thee  here  for  ever,  for  ever  tafte  the  Nec 
tar  on  thefe  Lips -There  is  ftill  the  fame  Fragrancy,  as 

when  we  parted  laft. 

Lau.  Oh !  it  was  a  fatal  Parting — Say,  my  Love,  how 
cam'il  thou  here  ?  for  the  old  Monfter  allows  no  Mortal  to 
vifit  me. 

Faith.  By  Stratagem,  my  Dear ;  he  fent  me  hither  in 
his  Coach,  yet  knows  not  I  am  come ;  thou  malt  have 
the  Story  at  more  convenient  Leifure  j  but  now  let  us  em 
ploy  our  Time  to  advantage. 

Lau.  Heavens !  how  I  tremble !  He'll  foon  be  back, 
for  he's  never  out  above  half  an  Hour. — Lucy,  watch  be^ 
low.  [Exit.]  What  can  this  fhort  Interview  avail  us  ? 
which  Way  mail  I  get  out  of  his  Power  .?  The  naufeous 
Goat  told  Lucy  he  defign'd  to  marry  me  himfelf — and  cafts 
fuch  loving  Looks  every  time  he  fees  me,  that  I  am  half 
diftra&ed,  left  he  (hould  give  his  horrid  Paffion  vent. 

Faith.  Ha!  Confound  his  Paflion  with  himfelf— Con- 
fent  to  fly  with  me  to  a  Friend's  Houfe  in  Town,  where 
we'll  be  married,  and  put  it  out  of  his  Power  to  confine 
thee. 

Latt.  With  all  my  Heart My  Prifon  is  fo  odious  to 

me,  I  need  but  fmall  Intreaties  to  make  me  quit  it— — 
This  is  the  Clofet  he  keeps  my  Writings  in  ;  if  we  cou'd 
contrive  to  get  them  along  with  us,  or  he'll  give  us  Trour 
ble  enough  to  get  'em  out  of  his  Hand ;  here — don*t  you 
think  one  might  wrinch  it  open  ? 

Faith.  So  he  may  profecute  us  for  a  Robbery. 

Lau.  Let  him,  I'll  meddle  with  nothing  of  ,his. 

Enter  Lucy  kajlily. 

Lucy.  Oh,  Madam  !  there's  Sir  David  in  a  violent  Paf- 
fion,  beating  all  the  Servants  in  before  him. 

Lau.  Undone !  What  fhall  I  fav  ?  what  will  become  of 
thee? 

Faith.  Sink  the  Villain Have  Patience,  my-deareli, 

take  no  Thought  for  me ;  feem  not  to  know  me ;  pre 
tend  Surprize,  and  beg  me  to  be  gone  5  leave  the  reft 
tome. 
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Enter  Sir  David,  beating  bis  Mff.n  in  upon  the^  Siagt, 
Sir  Da-v.  Ye  Dogs,  what  have  you  done,  ha  ? 
Coach.  What  do  you  beat  me  for  ?  Did  you  not  bid  me 
carry  him  home  ? 

Sir  Da<v.  Zounds,  not  to  my  Home,  you  Rafcal. 

[Beats  him. 

Faith.  What  do  you   mean,  Madam,    by  faying  you    , 
don't  know  me?  'Sdeath,  did  not  I  lodge  here  laft  Night? 
Sir  Daw.  How's  this  ?  how's  this  ? 
Lau.  No  indeed,  Sir,  I  never  faw  you  before ;  neither 
do  we  let  Lodgings,  then  pray  be  anfwer'd. 

Faith.  A  very  pretty  Trick,  faith !  What  have  you  a 
Mind  to  cheat  me  of  my  Horfes,  and  Portmanteau— 
Look  ye,  Madam;  this  won't  pafs  upon  me. 
Sir  Da<v.  No,  nor  upon  me,  neither,  Sir. 
Faith.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant ;  I  think  I  have  had 
the  Honour  to  fee  you  fomewhere.     I  am  in  difpute  with 
this  Gentlewoman  here ;  ihe'd  fain  perfuade  me  I  have 

miftook  my  Inn and  that  I  did  not  lie  here  laft  Night. 

Sir  Da<v.  Lie  here  !  Why,  do  you  take  this  Lady  for  an 
Hotfefs,  Sir? 

Faith.  Nay,  Sir,  me  is  very  handfome— but  why  the 

Devil  mufl  Beauty  make  her  deny  her  Calling  ? Ad, 

you  Country  Gentlemen  do  fo  kifs  and  flatter  your  Land 
ladies,  that  egad,  they  don't  know  where  their  Tails  hang 
....  ...but  we  make  them  know  themfelves  in  London  — — 

Once  more,  will  you  call  your  Servants  ? 

Sir  Da<v.  Oh  the  Devil !  ye  Dogs,  I'll  be  reveng'd  on 
you.  [Beats  his  Servants,  they  run  bjf. 

Sam.  The  Fault's  not  mine,  Sir  ;  Thomas  bid  me   let 
him  in. 

Faith.  What,  no  Attendance  yet?    So,   ho,   Tapfter, 

Chamberlain Pray  Sir>  fit  down         I  warrant   I'll 

make  fomebody  hear — Heark  ye,  you  Miftrefs — You  are 
not  above  your  Bufmefs  too,  are  you  ?  [To  Lucy. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  I  mall  go  diffracted. 
Lucy.  Pray,  Sir,  know  your  Way  out,  don't  think  I'm 
one  of  your  Wenches. 

Faith.  Good  lack ;  ha,  ha,  what  are  you  a  fine  Lady 

too  ?  The  Devil !  Sure  this  is  a  Bawdy-houfe-r 

Sir  Da*o.  I  dare  fwear  you'd  make  it  one  if  you  cou'd— 
Faith.  Sir,  I  take  this  fcr  an  extraordinary  Inn — Pray 

do 
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do  me  the  Favour  to  fit^ I'll  beat  the  Chamber  clown, 

but  I'll  make  fomebody  come  up.  So,  ho,  the  Houfe 
here- [Stamps. 

Sir  Daw.  A  plague  fplit  you,  what  do  you  make  all 
this  Noife  for  ?  Oh,  oh. 

Lau.  Pray,  Sir  David,  humour  the  Gentleman,  for  I 
fancy  he  is  a  little  befide  himfelf. 

Sir  Dav.  Humour  the  Devil !  Hell  and  Furies !  This 
mult  be  fomc  Rogue Here,  where  are  you,  Rafcals  ? 

Enter  Servants. 

Faith.  Ay,  Scoundrels,  where  are  you  ?  Ye  Dogs,  what 
is  the  Reafon  we  can  have  no  Attendance  ?  (Strikes  one  of 
them.)  Fetch  us  a  Bottle  of  Claret,  Sirrah,  and  bring  us 
Word  what  we  can  have  to  eat 

Sir  Da*v.  Bring  a  Bottle  of  Claret !  bring  a  Halter— 
What  do  you  ftrike  my  Servants  for  ?  ha,  pir. 

Faith.  Your  Servants,  Sir !  They  are  my  Servants,  as 

long  as  I  pay  for  what  I  call  for Ho  1  I  find  you  are 

the  Landlord  of  this  well-govern'd  Inn — Make  your  Peo 
ple  more  tractable,  do  you  hear,  Sir  ?  Or  I  mall  not  only 

beat  them,  but  you  too Death,  ye  Villains,  why  don't 

you  ftir  ?  [Strikes  another. 

Lau.  What  will  be  the  End  of  this  ?  All  my  Comfort 
lies  in  his  Afiurance. — 

Sir  Da-v.  Zounds,  let  him  flir  if  he  dares Get  out 

of  my  Houfe,  Sirrah,  or  I'll  lay  you  by  the  Heels ;  don't 

put  your  Shams  upon  us Don't  bully  here;  I  thought 

you  was  wounded  when  I  lent  you  my  Coach — But  I  find 
you  are  a  Rogue,  and  either  defigned  to  rob  my  Houfe,  or 
ravim  this  Lady — Fetch  me  a  Conftable  quickly  ;  the  De 
vil  !  I'll  box  with  you,  if  you're  for  Boxing Get  into 

that  Room,  Laura,  I'll  deal  with  him  I  warrant  ye — 

[Puts  Laura  in. 

Lau.  Oh  unfortunate  I  How  (hall  I  ever  fee  him  again  ? 

[Exit. 

Faith.  I'll  be  here  about  an  Hour  hence  before  this 

[<TO  Lucy. 

Luty.  Ah  !  but  to  what  Purpofc  I  , 

Sir  Dav.  I  thought  you  was  wounded  when  I  lent  you 
my  Coach. 

Faith.  Wounded,,  Sir !  why  fo  I  am,  and  my  Wounds 

bleed 
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bleed  afrefti  with  Vexation Was  it  your  Coach  ?  I  find 

I  was  miftaken  then,  you  are  not  my  Landlord ;  I  afk 
your  Pardon,  Sir. 

Enter  Manage,  running. 

Sir  Dav.  Rot  your  Pardon — How  now,  who  the  Devil 
are  you,  Sir  ? 

Man.  I  am  this  Gentleman's  Servant — Blefs  me,  Sir, 
what  do  you  do  here  ?  Why  Sir  John  and  Mr.  Lovely  have 
been  fearching  all  the  Town  for  you ;  they  brought  a 
Surgeon  to  the  Talbot,  and  not  finding  you  there,  nor  no 
where  elfe,  fent  me  to  afk  this  Gentleman's  Coachman 
where  he  drove  you  to,  and  fwear  if  you  be  not  found 
prefently,  they'll  indicl  the  Coachman  for  your  Murther* 

Sir  Daw.  1  wou'd  you  were  all  hang'd  for  Company  ; 
why  what  a  plaguy  Miftake  was  here  ? — 

Faith.  Ha  !  A  lucky  Hint Blefs  me,  Sir,  I  am  un 
der  the  greateft  Confufion  imaginable  ;  can  you  forgive 
me,  Sir?  Upon  my  Honour,  I  thought  I  had  been  in  my 
Inn ;  I  afk  a  thoufand  Pardons,  pray  excufe  me  to  the 
Lady. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  Sir,,  never  trouble  your  Head  about  the 
Lady. 

Faith.  Why,  Sir,  I'm  a  Gentleman. 

Sir  Dav.  A  Gentleman,  Sir!  And  what  then,  Sir? 

Faith.  And  am   Mailer  of  an  Eilate  to  fupport   that 
"  Charader,  Sir. 

Sir  Dav.  Zounds,  was  ever  Man  fo  plagu'd,  to  have 
his  Servants  kick'd  about  like  Foot-balls,  his  Houfe  thun- 
der'd  about  his  Ears  like  a  common  Inn,  then  to  be  told 
impudently,  I'm  a  Gentleman,  and  have  an  Eilate  to  fup 
port  that  Character  ? 

Faith.  I  afk  your  Pardon  agen,  Sir,  for  the  unlucky 
Accident,  in  miftaking  your  Houfe ;  but  cannot  appre 
hend  what  Crime  I  have  committed  in  my  Apology. 

Sir  Dav.  Sir,  without  any  manner  of  Apology,  I  vvou'd 
be  very  proud  to  wait  on  you  down  Stairs. 

Faith.  By  no  means,  Sir — I  muft  not  permit  that. 

Sir  Dav.  Death  and  the  Devil,  be  gone  without  it, 
then. 

Faith.  That  I  will,  Sir  ;  but  intfeat  the  Favour  of  fee 
ing  the  Lady  firft ;  upon  Honour  I  was  never  fo  concern 'd 
in  my  Life  :  I  wou'd  not  for  five  hundred  Pound  quit  the 
F  Houfe, 
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Houfe,  till  I  have  convinc'd  her  of  my  Error,  and  made 
my  Acknowledgment  upon  my  Knees. 

Sir  Da<v.  Zounds,  here's  the  Devil  to  do  about  her  — 
Which  Way  mall  I  get  rid  of  him  ? 

Faith.  Pray  Miftrefs,  inform  the  Lady  of  my  Refolu- 
tion.  [To  Lucy. 

Sir  Da<v.  Hark  ye,  Hufwife,  ftir  out  of  this  Place,  and 
I'll  break  your  Neck  down  Stairs. 

Faith.  Why  then  I  mufl  be  guilty  of  a  fecond  Rudeneft 
to  acquit  myfelf  of  the  firft,  I  think  that's  the  Room  the 
Lady  went  into,  Sir.  [Going  towards  the  Door. 

Sir  Da<v.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  Sir ;  where  the  Devil  are 
you  going  ?  —Zounds,  advance  one  Step  farther,  and  PiJ 
indid  you  for  a  Robbery. 

Faith.  Well,  fmce  you  are  fo  pofitive,  Sir,  I  will  be 
gone;  but  pray,  Sir,  is  that  Lady  your  Grand- daughter, 
Daughter,  Niece,  Couiin,  or,  or 

SuDav.  TismyWife,  my  Wife,  my  Wife,  my  Wife, 
Sir,  do  you  hear  that  and  tremble. 

Faith.  Ods  my  Life,  Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon  with  all 

my  Heart  and  Soul Your  moft  Obedient,    humble 

Servant.  [Exit. 

Sir  Daw.  The  Devil  go  with  you. 

Man.  (To  Lucy.)  My  Matter  has  not  a  Soufe  of  Money., 
elfe  you  wou'd  not  want  your  Fee.  We  were  robb'd 
coming  down.  [Exit* 

Sir  Daw.  Zounds,  Sir,  what  do  you  loyter  here  for  ? 
Why  don't  you  get  after  your  Mailer  ?  Goe  troop. 

[Turns  him  out 4 

Sir  Da<v.  What  do  you  fauntring  here,  get  in  to  your 
Miflrefs !  What,  does  your  Chops  water  at  the  Sight  of  4 

-.  *  i         \  ^ 

Man,  ha  ? 

Lucy.  Pm  fure  you  are  the  worft  Sight  I  cou'd  have  feeh 
at  prefent.  [fxit. 

Sir  Da<v.  I  don't  underftand  this  Miftake  tho* He  is 

a  trapping  young  Dog  ;  I  wifh  Laura  had  not  feen  him*-* 
But  PJ1  go  fee  if  he  is  gone,  left  there  fhou'd  be  more 
Roguery  at  the  Bottom.  [fait.- 
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ACT     IV. 

Enter  on  t>ne  Side  Faithful  and  Manage  $  on  the  other  Con- 

flant  and  Clinch. 

Con.  TpAitbful,  well  met,  I  was  going  in  fearch  of  thecj 
my  Affairs  are  ended, .  what  Hopes  of  thine.  Did 
the  Projeft  turn  to  thy  Advantage  ? 

Faith.  It  gave  me  Entrance  to  the  charming  Fair,  who 
receiv'd  me  with  equal  TranFpx)rt ;  but  juft  as  me  confent- 
ed  to  come  away  with  me,  the  old  Fox  return'd — A  Curfe 
of  his  Diligence  * 

Man.  I  came  timejy  to  my  Matter's  Refcue,  Sir ;  and 
when  his  Pockets  are  repleniih'd,  I  hope  he'll  own  it» 

Faith.  That  I  will,  Manage. 

Con.  'Tis  now  in  my  Power  to  lend  thee  Twenty  Pieces, 
Friend There  they  are [Gives  Money. 

Faith.  I  thankfully  accept  them  ;  and  next  the  finifhing 
sny  own  Wifhes,  I  am  pleas 'd  thou  haft  gain'd  thine  ;  but 
after  what  Method  to  purfue  mine,  Heaven  knows ;  I  told 
Lucy  I  wou'd  be  about  die  Door  in  an  Hour,  but  I  know 
not  if  'twill  be  in  Laura's  Power  to  get  out,  or  what  can 
difguife  me  ;  Sir  ZW/V  will  certainly  know  me  again,  if 
he  fees  me -The  Time  is  well  nigh  expir'd. 

Man.  1  have  a  Thought !  — —  Cou'd  you  procure  my 
Mailer  a  red,  6rl)lueCbat,  in  this  Town,  think  you,  Sir'? 

Con.  I  have  my  Regimental  Surtout  I  rid  down  in,  yon 
know. 

Man.  Right,  that  will  do ;  I  told  him  I  ferv'd  an  Of 
ficer  ;  I  warrant  we'll  pafs  upon  him — Come,  ftrip  Clinch, 
ftrip  ;  give  me  my  Cloaths  again  —  (Strips  and  changes 
<with  Clinch  again,)  But  'tis  neceiTary,  Sir,  that  you  change 
your  Wig  too. 

Con.  And  what  if  you  put  a  Patch  crofs  your  Cheek, 
like  a  Scar  ? 

Faith*  With  all  my  Heart  —  I  muft,  and  will  redeem 
her,  or  cut  his  Throat. 

Con.  Nay,  Twenty  thoufand  Pound  gives  an  Edge  to 
Invention, 

Clin.  So  now  I  am  in  Statu  quo. 

Faith.  Were  me  not  Miitrds  of  a  Groat,  I  ihou'd  prefer 
her  before  the  moft  celebrated  Beauty  in  the  Kingdom  ; 

F  2  our 


.124-  ?be  Man's  lewitch'd;  .or, 

our  Infant  Years  firft  fowed  the  Seeds  of  Love,  which,  as 
we  grew,  ripen'd  to  a  perfect  Paifion  ;  her  Parents  dying, 
left  her  to  the  Care  of  mine ;  oh,  in  what  Pleafure  have 
we  paft  the  Day,  and  quarrell'd  with  the  Night  that  call'd 
us  from  each  other !  Whilft  I  made  the  Campaign  with 
you,  Captain,  my  Father  died !  Oh  fatal  Thought,  her 
Friends  remov'd  her  to  this  Sir  Da<vidWatchun?s,\\s  twelve 
Months  fince,  during  which  Time,  till  now,  1  never  cou'd 
find  Means  to  fee  or  hear  from  her. 

Con.  I  know  the  Story  perfectly  well,  and  wifh  thou 
.may'ft  fucceed  with  all  my  Soul ;  but  J  find  he  is  upon  his 
Guard • 

Faith.  If  he  cou'd  fummon  Hell  to  guard  her,  I  will  by 
Policy  or  Force  releafe  her. 

Man.  Why  then,  pray  refolve  upon  which  immediately; 
fhall  we  lay  open.  Siege,  or  blockade  his  Citadel.  The 

Head  muft  always  work  before  the  Hand Now  'tis  ne- 

ceffary,  e'er  we  attempt,  to  know  the  weakeft  and  ftrong- 
eft  Parts ;  then  we  open  our  Trenches  and  cannonade  the 
Place,  ruin  their  Ramparts,  make  a  Breach,  and  then  give 
the  Affault,  take  the  old  Rogue  by  the  Throat,  plunder 
his  Caftle,  and  carry  off  the  Booty Which  is  the  La 
dy,  Sir? 

Con.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Manage  talks  like  a  Soldier. 

Faith.  Ah,  if  we  cou'd  do  that,  Manage  !  I  have  good 

I  itereft  in  the  Town And  they  have  Notice  of  my 

coming 

Man.  So  much  the  better ;  the  more  Friends  we  hav.e 
in  the  Garrifon,  the  fooner  we  mall  become  Mailers  of  it 

Well,  as  I  am  chief  Engineer,  and  have  the  Artillery, 

I  muft  furvey  the  Ground  to  find  the  moft  convenient 
Place  to  raiie  my  Battery.  But  away,  away,  Sir,  and  dif- 
guife  yourfelf ;  the  Drum  beats — leave  the  reft  to  Fortune, 

(he  cannot  always  run  againft  us 1  have  known  the  Sun 

rife  upon  a  private  Centinel — —who  before  his  Setting  was 
a  Captain  of  Foot  —  Nothing  like  Diligence  and  Courage 
to  nick  the  fickle  Jade. 

Con,.  Come,  thou  (haltb.e  drefs'din  a  Moment.  [Ex.  own. 

SCENE,   The  Out-fog  of  Sir  David's  Houfe;  -Sir  David 

in  the  Garden  before  his  Door. 
.Sir  Dav.  I  remember  a  Saying  of  a  certain  Philofo- 
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pher,  That  nothing  is  harder  to  keep  than  a  Secret ;  but 
I  think  'tis  ten  Times  harder  to  keep  a  handfome  Woman 

1  am  ftrangely  affefted  with  this  laft  Accident ;  aad 

then  the  t'other  Rogue  that  was  here  in  the  Morning,  thr.t 

ferves  an  Officer A  Pox  on  thefe  Officers  —  for  they 

have  more  Stratagems  in  their  Heads,  than  all  the  King 
dom  befides.  But  I  have  order'd  the  Smith  to  barricade- 
my  Windows,  from  the  Cellar  to  the  Garret ;  he'll  be  here 

immediately,  but  Laura  muft  not  fee  him Poor  Girl, 

fhe's- terribly  frighted  at  my  Dog  of  a  Coachman's  Mif- 
take;  I  have  invited  her  into  the  Garden,  here  fhe  and 
her  Maid  comes. 

Enter  Laura  and  Lucy. 

Lau.  What  favourable  Devil,  Lucy,  has  procur'd  us  this 
Liberty?  It  happens  as  I  wou'd  have  it,  if  Faithful  be  but 
here  now. 

Lucy.  I'm  amaz'd — For  'tis  the  firft  frefh  open  Air  you 
have  breath'd  thefe  twelve  Months,  Madam*  But  fuppofe 
Mr.  Faithful  ihou'd  be  here  !  Yonder's  the  old  4rgvs,  he 
refolves  to  watch  you,  I  fee. 

Lau.  Nay  then ! 

Sir  Dav.  Well,  Madam,  how  do  you  after  your  Fright  ?' 
I  fent  for  you  into  the  Garden,  to  take  the  Air  •  The 
Air  is  good  after  a  Fright 

Lau.  Ay,  if  one  cou'd  change  the  Place  too,  Sir  Da 
vid  ;  but  the  Air  of  my  Chamber  and  this  is  much  the 
fame — But  let  me  be  where  I  will,  if  you  are  there,  I  find 
no  Difference  in  the  Air — I  know  not  what  ails  me,  but 
when  I  fee  you,  J  figh  as  often  as  I  draw  Breath. 

Sir  Daw.  Ha !  me  loves  me  !    Oh  happy  David—* 

Indeed,  Madam  !  And  are  thofe  Sighs  pleafant  or  pain 
ful,  pray? 

Lau.  Oh,  very  painful,.  Sir 

Sir  Dav.  Then  you  muft  have  a  Hufband  to  cure  thofe 
Sighs,  Child. 

Faithful  and  Manage  appear  between  the  Scenes. 
Faith.  She's  here  !  Oh  the  charming  Maid  —  but  that 
old  Mor.fter  is  with  her. 

Sir  Dav.   What  think  you  of  a  married  Life,  Laura  ? 
Lau.  Of  nothing  better — I  might  diflemble  like  many 
©f  my  Sex  ;    exclSim  againft  Marriage  and   Mankind ; 

F  3  jrofefs 
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profefs  to  die  in  a  Cloyfler,  or  a  Maid  at  large — Maffi:  my 
real  Inclinations,  feign  Indifference  to  Love,  and  place  alt 

my  Happinefs  in  my  own  Sex but  I  have  a  Heart  too 

(incere;  and  therefore  frankly  own,  that  the  utmoft  of 
my  Ambition  is  to  be  a  Wife. 

Faith.  To  me,  (he  means Oh,  how  mall  I  deliver 

her! 

Lucy.  Well  faid,  Madam ;  why  fhou'd  a  Lady  lofe  the 
P;  jme  of  her  Youth,  when  fhe  may  do  fo  much  in  her  Ge 
neration  ?  I  refolve  to  follow  your  Example  to  a  Hair. 

Sir  Dav.  Gcod  Wits  jump 1  refolve  to  marry  too  ; 

I  have  ever}'  Day  frefh  Offers,  very  advantageous  Offers* 
but  my  Heart  is  prepoffefs'd,  dear  Laura,  for  I  will  OWA 
it  now,  I  love  you  exceedingly. 

Luy.  So,  now  'tis  out. 

Sir  Da-v.  More,  if  pofiible,  than  you  love  me. 

Lau.  That's  very  poffible,  truly. 

Fcitb.  Love  her !  Oh  the  rank  old  Goat ;  Death !  that 
Confcffion  has  made  me  lofe  all  Patience. 

Men.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  pray  be  content  a  little. 

Sir  Daw.  Come,  don't  blulh,  Laura,  thy  Sighs  be  tray 'd 
thy  Love,  but  I'm  difcreet. 

Fritb.  Now  do  I  long  to  tell  him  he  lyes  in  his  Throat. 

•flfe*  'Egad,  Sir,  you  had  better  lofe  your  Longing  at 
this  Time. 

Lau.  What  do  you  fay,  Sir  —  that  I  love  you. !  your 
Opinion  is  fmall  Proof  of  your  Difcretion. 

Sir  Dav.  Why  fo,  Child  ? 

Lau.  Becaufe  you  never  was  more  miflaken  in  your  Life  ; 
for  inftead  of  loving  you,  I  hate  you  mortally. 

Faith.  Oh,  bleffed  Sound  ! 

Sir  Da<v.  Really  !  but  why  fo,  prithee  ? 

Lau.  Nay,  you  love  without  Reafon ;  and  perhaps  I 
hate  by  the  fame  Rule. 

Lucy.  Well,  Sir,  if  her  Declaration  be  not  fo  kind  as 
you  wou'd  have  it,  it  is  not  the  lefs  fmcere. 

Sir  Dav.  Is  it  not,  Gilflirt,  after  what  I  have  done  for 
her? 

Lau.  Yes,  you  have  done  for  me,  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Lucy.  Nay,  pray  be  not  angry,  but  ftate  the  Cafe  right. 

Lau.  If  Love  has  render'd  me  charming  in  your  Eyes, 
confider  how  he  has  drawn  you  in  mine. 
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Lucy.  She's  amiable,  yon  ugly  —  She's  gay,  you  morofe 
• — She's  generous,  you  a  Mifer — She's  fixteen,  you  fixty — 
She  has  the  fineft  Teeth  in  the  World,  you  but  one  in 
your  Head,  and  that  fhakes ;  and  the  firft  Fit  of  Cough 
ing,  good-by  to  it. 

Man.  A  Devilifh  Wench — She  has  drawn  him  to  a  Hair. 

Lau.  Mark  Luc/s  Defcription,  and  then  tell  me  if 
thefe  be  not  irrefiilible  Charms,  for  one  of  my  >*ge  and 
Constitution. 

Lucy.  What  Woman  do  you  think,  Sir,  on  this  fide 
foyrfcore,  wou'd  have  fuch  a  Bedfellow  ? 

Sir  Da-v.  She  (hall,  Miftrefs,  or  me  mall  have  nobody, 
mark  that ;  and  your  Witticifms,  Mrs.  Frippery^  (hall  get 

you  nothing How  now  !  who  do  you  want  ? 

[Faithful  and  Manage  come  forward. 

Lau.  My  dear  faithful !  I  know  him  in  all  Difguifes  ; 
how  mall  J  forbear  running  into  his  Arms  ? 

Lu.cy.  Have  a  care,  Madam,  if  you  difcover  you  know 
him,  you'll  never  fee  him  more  ;  Manage  has  fome  Plot  in 
his  Head,  by  his  winking. 

Sir  Dav.  What  is  it  you  look  at,  Sir !  why  don't  you 
fpeak? 

Man.  Be  calm,  Sir,  and  take  no  notice  of  the  Lady. 

Faith.  I  was  fo  charm'd  with  the  Finenefs  of  the  Prof- 
peel:  in  that  Moment  you  fpoke,  Sir,  I  was  not  Mailer  of 
my.  Tongue. 

Sir  Da<v.  And  now  you  are  Mafter  of  it,  Sir,  what.have 
you  to  fay  ? 

Frith.  Nothing,  Sir ;  only  having  the  Misfortune  to 
break  my  Chariot — I  took  a  Walk  this  Way,  till  it  is 
put  in  order-again  j  and  coming  by  this  Houfe,  my  Man 
told  me  that  you  entertain'd  fome  hard  Thoughts  of  him, 
from  fome  Difcouife  that  pafs'd  between  you  to-day  —  So 
I  prefum'd  to  call,  to  clear  his  Reputation. 

Sir  Da*v.    This  is   the  Officer !  A  Rogue  in  red  now  ; 

and  the  Simple-hunter  with  him — I  don't  like  'em As 

for  that,  Sir,  you  need  not  give  yourfelf  farther  Trouble, 
for  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  his  Reputation,  nor  yours 
neither. 

Faith.  I  hope  'ffs  no  Offence  to  look  about  me  a  little; 
this  Houfe  is-  finely  fituated  —  'Tis  the  beft  Air  I  have 
breath'd  this  Twelve-month. 

F-4  Sir 
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Sir  Da<v.  Pox  o'  your  Compliment  —  That's  your  Mi f- 

take,  Sir  ;  'tis  the  worft  Air  in  the  Univerfe Let  me 

advile  you  to  get  out  of  it  as  fail  as  you  can  ;  for  'tis  very 
fatil  to  Strangers. 

Lau.  He  tells  you  Truth,  Sir ;  for  ever  flnce  I  breath'd 
this  Air,  1  have  neither  eat,  drank,  or  ilept  with  Eafe. 

Faith.  I  am  forry  for  that,  Madam ;  but  I  find  a  quite 
contrary  Effec"l ;  methinks  I  feel  new  Life,  and  I  have  a 
ftrong  Hope  to  carry  off  the  Health  I  wifh. 

Sir  Da>-u.  I  wifli,  Sir,  your  Legs  wou'd  be  pleas'd  to 
carry  off  your  Body. 

Faith.  Sir,  I  will  not  be  troublefome but  I  defire 

you  wou'd  give  me  Leave  to  take  a  View  of  your  Gardens ; 
I  have  bought  me  a  fmall  Seat  in  a  Country  Village,  and 
1  defjgn  to  have  a  pretty  Garden  made. 

Sir  Dav.  Ah  !  wou'd  you  were  buried  in  the  Garden- 
go,  get  in,  Gentlewoman,  go — he  has  no  Bufinefs  with 
yos,  you  don't  belong  to  the  Garden. 

Man.  (To  Lucy.)  Find  fome  Way  to  bring  your  Lady 
down  again ;  do  you  hear  ?  let  her  pretend—— 

[Wbifpers  to  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Yes,  yes,  I  hear ;  but  how  to  put  it  in  Practice, 
J  know  not., 

Lau.  I  am  diftra&ed  !  Oh  Invention  1  where  art  thou  ? 
Kelp  me  Brains,  or  ceafe  to  think. 

Sir  Dav.  What  do  you  loiter  for,  ha?  get  in— — 
Lucy.  Sir  David,  you  ufe  us  like  Slaves ;  fend  us  in 

and  out  at  Pleafure Is  my  Lady  a  Perfon  to  be  treated 

ib  by  her  Guardian  ?  Thefe  twelve  Months  we  have  not 
feen  the  Shadow  of  any  Hat  but  yours — I'm  fure  nothing 
that's  Male  has  reach'd  our  Eyes. 

Sir  Da--j.  Why  how  now,  Mrs.  Prate-a-pace  ?  if  you 
don't  -like  your  living,  troop  off.  Go  —  There  are  more 
Servants  to  be  had. 

Faith.  I  ftiall  certainly  difcover  myfelf,  if  he  goes  on 
at  this  Rate Sir,  I  had  rather  quit  this  Place  immedi 
ately,  than  you  fhou'd  incommode  the  Ladies. 

Lau.  Pray,  Sir  Da-vid^  mind  your  own  Servants,  you 
fhall  never  have  any  Power  over  mine.  Let  me  advife 
you  to  tarry  till  to-morrow ;  'tis  dangerous  travelling  too. 
Jate  j  let  me  intreat  you  to  ftay  in  this  Town  till  to-mor 
row. What  faid  Manage  to  you,  Lucy  ?  . 

Lucv. 
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Lucy.  Ay,  pray  take  my  Lady's  Advice,  Sir.  You  mail 
kuow  within  ;  take  Courage,  Madam. 

Sir  Dav.  Zounds,  get  in,  I  believe  you  want  to  lie  with 
him  all  Night,  you  are  fo  concern'd  for  his  Stay. 

Lucy.  I  hope  fome  brave  Man.  will  attempt  the  Refcue 
of  my  Miftrefs.  [He  pujhes  'em  in. 

Faith.  My  Heart  fwells  at  thefe  Indignities,  and  I  cou'd 
fhake  his  detefted  rotten  Soul,  out  of  his  withered  fapleiV 
Carcafe. 

Man.  Be  eafy,  Sir,  PafTion  will  do  us  no  good — I  have, 
fomething  in  my  Head  may  hit,  perhaps. 

Faith.  I  am  forry,  Sir,  I  fhou'd  be  the  Caufe  of  your 
being  angry  with  your  Daughter. 

Sir  Da^u.  My  Daughter  ? 

Faith.  I  afk  your  Pardon,  Sir,  may  be  'tis  your  Wife. 

Sir  Dav.  She  fhall  be  e'er  long,  Sir. 

Faith.  You  fhall  be  Worms  Meat  firft.  [Afdt.~ 

I  had  better  knock  him  down,  and  fetch  her  out  this  Mo 
ment. 

Man.  And  the  next  Moment  fetches  you  to  Goal.  In 
deed,  Sir,  you  had  better  keep  your  Temper — You  have 
made  a  very  excellent  Choice,  Sir;  wou'd  all  Hufbands 
manage  their  Wives  fb,  we  mou'd  not  have  fo  many  Co 
quets  abroad. 

Sir  Dav.  I  don't  defign  my  Wife  fhall  follow  the  Way 
of  the  World. 

Man.  Second  him,  Sir ;  keep  him  in  Talk  a  little 

Faith.  You  do  well,  Sir,  'tis  below  a  Man  to  let  his* 
Wife  rule,  and  rattle  where  fhe  pleafes;  to  vifit,  and  te 
vifited  by  half  the  Fops  of  the  Nation;  for  my  Part,  had 
I  a  Wife,  I  fhou'd  follow  your  Method. 

Sir  Dav.  'Egad,  I- believe  I  was  miftaken  in  this  Gen 
tleman.  I  willi,  Sir,  1  had  this  Lecture  read  to  fome  that 
blame  me  for  my  Conduct. 

Man.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir, .  I'll  go  into  your  Houfe,  ancH 
write  it  down  this  Moment!'  it  fhan't  cofl  you  a  Far- 
thing,  Sir. 

Sir  Dav.  I'll  not  give  you  the  Trouble,  Sir,  I  fhall  re-- 
member  it. 

Enter  Lucy    kaflily. 

Lucy.    Oh!  undone;  undone;  help,  h.!p^  oh  Sir  P*?- 
what  have  ycru  brought  upon  u*  ? 

£  5  Sir 
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Sir  Daw.  What  the  Devil  do  you  bawl  fo  for  ? 

Lucy.  Oh !  the  faddeft  Accident  has  befallen  my  poor 
Lady! 

Faith.  Ha !  her  Lady,  faid  (he  ? 

Mau.  Peace,  Sir,  and  mind  the  Plot— — 

[Afide  to  Faithful. 

Sir  Dav.  What  Accident,  ha  ?  You  roar  as  if  (he  had 
broke  a  Leg,  or  an  Arm. 

Lucy.    Worfe,    Sir,    worfe,  much  worfe ;    She's  mad, 

Sir  Dav.  M?.d ! 

Lucy.  Ay,  diftra&ed,  Sir When  you  thruft  us  in, 

flie  found  the  Smith  barricading  her  Windows  ;  as  foon  as 
ever  (he  laid  her  Eyes  upon  the  Iron  Bars,  her  Looks 
grew  wild  ;  her  fudden  Starts  and  broken  Speeches  con 
vince  me  of  her  Brain  being  turn'd When,  before  I 

was  aware— me  catch'd  up  an  Iron  Bar,  and  broke  the 
JBlackfmith's  Pate ;  me  beat  her  Head  againft  the  Wall — 
runs,  (kips,  fmgs,  dances,  (tamps,  raves,  and  throws  all 
the  Things  about  the  Room  I  wou'd  have  (hut  her  in, 
but  fhe  fet  up  fuch  a  Roar,  that  I  left  the  Door  open,  and 

fled  for  my  Life Make  the  beft  of  your  Plot,  Ma^ 

*agc [AJide. 

fdan.  Ay,  ay,  let  me  alone. 

Sir  Dav.  Mercy  on  us  ;  what  (hall  I  dp  ? 

Lucy.  Here  (he  comes,  oh  my  poor  Lady  U— with  your 
great  Bafe  Viol  in  her  Hand  ;  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Sir  Da-v.  Oh  the  Devil  \  if  (he  breaks  my  Bafe,  I  had 
rather  lofe  five  Pounds  :  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

Man.  Have  Patience,  Sir,  I  may  be  ferviceable  to  you 
in  this  Affair,  as  little  Opinion  as  you  had  of  my  Skill 
to-day. 

Enter  Laura,  with  a  Safe  and  Papers ;  her  Clothes  aui- 

tivardly  hanging. 

Lou*          Give  me  Liberty  and  Love,. 
Give  me  Lwe  and  Liberty  » 
From  an  Iron  Grafe,. 
And  the  Man  1  hate^ 
Dear  Fortune  fet  me  free* 
FaitL.  WhatDdlgn  you  by  this,  Manage? 
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Man.  To  put  you  in  Poffeffion  of  your  Miftrefs,  before 
I  have  done,  Sir,  if  you'll  be  quiet, 

Lau.  What,  are  you  a  Blackfmith  ?  [To  Sir  David ^ 

Sir  Dav .  Oh,  pox  o'  the  Blackfmith,  how  fhe  harps 

upon  him ! 

Lau.    Ho !    now  I   know  you,   you   are  a  Singing- 
matter. 

Sir  Dav.  A  Singing  matter !  good  lack,  good  lack — 
Lau.  Here  is  a  Piece  of  Mufick,  which  I  have  juft  now 
received  from  London',  'tis  Part  of  the  laft  new  Opera— 
there,  there,  there's  a  Part  for  you.  (Gives  Sir  David  a 
Paper.}  Ha !  are  not  you  the  new  Eunuch  ?  Ay,  'tis  he ! 
here,  here,  here's  your  Part.          [Gives  Faithful  a  Letter* 
Faith.  A  Letter,  Oh  !  for  an  Opportunity  to  read  Jt, 

[Draws  off  by  Degrees* 
Lau.  Give  me  Liberty  and  Love, 

Give,  me  Love  and  Liberty          »  •  Come,  why 
don't  you  fing.  (To  Sir  David.)       [She  beats  Time  all  thif-^ 
while  >  with  her   Hand  upon  his  Head,  and  with  her  Foot 
vpcn  his  Toest 

Sir  Dav.  Poor  Laura,  I  can't  fing,  Child— Zounds, 
Death  and  the  Devil,  (he  has  kill'd  my  Toe. 

Lau.  What,  won't  you  fing,  I'll  break  the  Fiddle  their, 
Lucy.  Pray,   Sir  David,  humour  her. 
Man.  Let  me  advife  you  to  comply  with  her,  Sir;  fhe'a  • 
poffefs'd,  and  with  a  very  mifchievous  Daemon. 
Lau.  Come,  begin;     Give  me  Liberty  and  Love. 
Sir  Dav.  1 

Lucy,         v      Give  me  Liberty  and  Love.       \TheyallJing 
Man.        \  vjbilji  Faithful  reads. 

Faith.  (Reads.)  .  Dear  Faithful,  find  fame  Way  to  deliver 
me*  cr  what  I  xoiu  aft  in  jeft,   will  follow  in  earnejt ;  / 
have  all  my  "Jewels  and  Writings  about  me\  for  1  have  brckg 
the  old  Man's   Clofet  for  them,  and  P II  find  a  Way  to  get  ' 
Money  prefently.  Tours  entirely,  Laura.    - 

Yes,  I  wilt' deliver  thee,  or  die  for  it.     Manage,  read  that.  : 

\Glves  him  the  Letter. 

Man.  Recommend  me  for  a  white  Witch- to  Sir  David  $  ; 
let  me  alone  for  the  reil. 

Faith.  Poor  Lady !  I  am  extremely  concern'd  for  her, 
Sir;  pray  confult  my  Servant  about  her  Diftemperj  in 
my  Opinion  ihe's  bewitch'd. 

F  6  Sir 
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Sir  Dav.  I  doubt  fo  too,  Sir ;  has  he  really  -Skill  in 
thefe  Matters  ? 

faith.  No  Man  in  the  Kingdom  more,  I  afll-re  you ;  he 
has  cur'd  feveral,  to  my  Knowledge,  both  in  Spain  and 
Flanders. 

Lau.  Why  do  you  look  at  me  fo  ?  Did  you  never  fee 
an  old  Woman  before  ?  I'd  have  you  to  know,  Miltrefs,  I 

have  been  as  handfome  as  you but  age  alters  every 

body 1  have  been  the  Mother  of  fixteen  Children 

nil  Boys Hark  ye,  let  me  counfel  you — don't  marry  an 

old  Fellow. 

Lucy.  No,  why  fo,  pray  ? 

Lau.  Becaufe  your  Youth  will  renew  his  Age and 

you'll  be  plagu'd  with  him  to  Eternity — I  married  an  old 
fufty  Guardian,  becaufe  I  cou'd  not  get  out  of  his  Hands ; 
^hich  is  the  Reafon  why  you  fee  fo  many  Wrinkles  in  my 
Face,  ha,  ha,  ha.  In  my  Conference  there  he  ftands  — 
What,  can  I  go  no  where,  but  you  muft  follow  me — you 
eld  crippling  Cuckold  you — Look  ye  how  angry  he  is  now 

at  being  calPd  Cuckold Yet  he  wou'd  marry  a  young 

Wife'  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Da*v.  Mercy  upon  us !  how  do  fuch  Things  come 
in  her  Head  ? 

Faith.  The  Wildnefs  of  her  Fancy. 

Enter  Manage. 

Man.  I'll  do  your  Eufmefs  for  you,  Sir;  I  have  corv 
fulted  the  Stars,  and  find  me  is  bewitch'd  by  an  old  Wo 
man. 

Sir  Dav.  By  an  old  Woman !  Ay,  indeed,  me  talks  of 
an  old  Woman. 

Man.  It  is  a  very  troublefome  Spirit  that  is  in  her,  and 
muft  be  charm'd  out  into  another,  or  flie  can't  be  cur'd. 
—Tell  me,  Sir,  can  you  procure  any  body  for  that 
Purpofe  ? 

Sir  Dav.  Here's  her  Maid,  won't  me  do  ? 

Lucy.  What !  Do  you  think  I'd  have  the  Devil  put  in 
to  me,  Sir,  I  aft  your  Pardon  for  that, 

Lau.  Hark !  There's  my  Drum  beating  up  for  Volun 
teers What  fay  you,  my  Lads,  are  you  for  the  Wars  * 

Her  Majefty  has  honour'd  me  with  a  Colonel's  Commif- 
iion  i  I'm  j oil  now  raifing  my  Regiment you  mail  all 
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ferve  under  me."  Come- hold,    now  I  think  on't,  I 

want  a  hundred  Guineas  to  raife  Men  with Hark  ye, 

won't  you  lend  me  a  hundred  Guineas  ?      [To  Sir  David. 
Sir  Dav.  Lack-a-day,   it  makes  me  weep,  to  fee  how 
many  forts  of  Madneffes  poffefs  her. 

Man.  A  good  Thought  for  fome  Money  —  Humour 
her,  Sir,  whatever  (he  afks  for,  let  her  have. 

Lau.  Lend  me  a  hundred  Guineas,  I  fay,  or  my  Sol 
diers  mail  batter  your  Houfe  about  your  Ears. 

Lucy.  For  Heavens  fake,  Sir,  give  'em  her,  you'll  have 
them  again  fafe. 

Faith.  I  wou'd  advife  you  to  let  her  have  'em,  Sir. 

Sir  Da-v.  Well,  be  fure  you  take  care  of  them  ;  there, 

there  is  threefcore  in  that  Purfe,  you  may  tell  her  there 

is  a  hundred  ;  but  take  care  I  have  them  again.    [To  Lucy. 

Man.  Ay,  when  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  do  with  'em, 

[Afide. 

Lau.  Give  it  me — fo,  now  my  Boys  will  you  ferve  the 
Queen  ? 

Man.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart,  under  you,  Sir. 
Lau.  There  then,  there's  Gold  for  you,  Sirrah  ;  (Gives 
kirn  a  Guinea.)  and  what  fay  you,  you  are  a  handfome 

proper  Fellow,  fix  Foot  high I'll  make  you  Serjeant 

of  the  Grenadiers What  fay  you,  will  you  ferve  un 
der  me  ? 

Man.  Humph  !  He  wou'd  rather  ferve  her  another  Way, 
I  dare  fwear.  [Afide. 

Faith.  And  know  no  Joy  beyond  it ;  ferve  ye  ! by 

Heaven,  that  I  will,  with  my  Life ;  command  me,  Colo 
nel,  I'll  follow  you  through  all  Difficulties  and  Danger; 
and  die  by  your  Side,  or  bring  you  off  fafe. 

Lau.  Then  there's  Money,  my  Hero,  to  forward  our 
Defigns.  [Gives  him  the  Purfe. 

Sir  Dav.  Hold,  hold,  Lattra,  you  muft  not  give  away 
your  Money?  Lucy  take  care  on't.     I  hope,  Sir,  you'll 
return  the  Money. 
Faith.  Certainly,  Sir. 
Lucy.  I'll  fee  tqjhat,  Sir. 

Lau.  Return  the  Money,  to  whom  ?  They  are  my  Sol 
diers,  and  the  Money  mine 1  borrow'd  it  of  the  moil 

confounded  old  Rogue  in  Peterborough ;  tell  him  I  fay  fo 

— but 
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—  but  you  look  like  an  honeft  Man,  I'll  make  you  a  Cor* 
po  al Come,  let  rn.e  Tee  you  exercife,  Serjeant. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh  Lord,  oh  Lord  ! 

Lau.  Serjeant  take  heed  j  to  the  right  and  left  by  half 

Flanks form  Files  upon  the  Flanks  of  the  Battalion-— 

March ha,*  ha,  you  are  curfed  dull,  Serjeant  •  « •  •• 

Faith.  I  am  a  little  aukward  at  firft,  Colonel,  but  I 
fhall  learn.  *  [Stempf.*- 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  oh,  oh! 

Lau.  Well,  well,  I'll  teach  you  then—— — Silence,  Join 

your  right  Hand  to  your  Firelock-' Cock  your  Firelock  • 

••     Prefent;  Fire Excellent. 

Give  me  Liberty  and  Love, 

Give  me  1 -eve  and  Liberty.  [&'*££» r 

SirDzv.  Oh  fad,  oh  fad  !  what  malll  do?  Pray  Sir  - 
defire  your  Man  to  try  his  fkill. 

Faith.  Manage^  the  Gentleman  implores  your  Aid. 

Man.  I  am  ready,  if  he  can  find  any  body  to  maice  the 
Experiment ;  it  mull  be  a  Man,  Sir- —  will  you  endure  it 
yourfelf  ? 

Sir  Dav.  No,  faith  and  troth  not  I ! 

Faith.  Well,  Sir,  to  do  you  and  the  Lady  fervice,  I'll 
venture-— —but  take  care,  Manage,  .that  you  bring  thel>e-  - 
vil  out  of  me  again 

Man.  Yes,  Sir,  -that  I  can  eafily  \  for  he  is  not  half  fo 
hard  to  get  out  of  a  Man,  as  he  is  out  of  a  Woman. 

Sir  Dav.  Good  lack  !  what  fhou'd  the  Reafon  of  that 
be,  I  wonder!  (Afide.)  Sir,  I  thank  you  heartily 

a  very  worthy  Gentleman  this Well,  what  muft  I  ' 

do,  Sir  ? 

MM.  Stand  ft  ill,  I  charge  you And  do  you  fetch  us  - 

an  eafy  Chair,  Miflrefs. [To  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Yes,  Sir.  [£#//. 

Man,  Stay,  I  muft  limit  your  Bounds ;  there  Sir,  you.  4 
muft  not  for  your  Life  cro&  this  Circle. 

Sir  Dav.  Well,  Sir,  I  fhall  obferve  you. 

$nter  Lucy  ivitk  a  Chair.  . 
Lucy.  Here,  Sir. 
Man.  Very  well;  pray,  M^dam,  bepjeas'd  tofvtdowrt. 

loot.  Sit  down!  why,  is  Dinner  coming  ? Ho,  cry 

aMer- 
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a  Mercy  !  you  are  a  Barber ;  h'old,  hold,  you  mall  (have 
my  Corporal  firft,  to  try  your  Razor. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh  Lord,  oh  Lord  !  what  (hall  I  fay  to  her  ? 

Ma/*.  Keep  your  Place,  Sir No,,  no,  Sir,  I  am  a, 

Shoe-maker,  and  if  I  fit  your  Foot,  and  pleafe  you,  I  de- 
fire  your  Honour  wou'd  let  me  have  the  Bufinefs  of  your 
Regiment. 

Lau.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Max.  Then  pray  fit  dowrv  Sir,  that  F  may  take  Mea* 
fure.  (Shejtts  down.)  Now  for  you,  Sir,  you  mult  kneel 

right  before  her — clofer clofer  yet;  there,  look  full  in 

her  Eyes Clafp  both  her  Hands  in  yours.       \Manage- 

pulls  a  Book  out  of  his  Poc&et,  and  looks  01?  t+ 

Lau.       Give  me  Liberty  and  Love, 

Give  me  Lome  and  Liberty.  \Singt*. 

Faith.  My  charming  Angel !  Oh,  let  me  kneel  here  for 
ever,  for  ever  gaze  on  thofe  dear  £yes ;  how  I  have  lan- 
guifh'd  for  thee,  Heaven  only  knows. 

Lau.  And  what  I  have  born  for  thee,  Hell  cannot 
match  !  Oh,  if  Manage  fail  in  his  Plot,  I'm  undone  for 
ever. 

Faith.  Fear  not,  my  Love,  he  is  lucky  at  Contrivance. 

Sir  Dav.  What  are  they  doing  ? 

Man.  Alpha,  Beta,  Gamma,  Delta. 

Sir  Dav.  Blefs  me,  what  are  thofe  the  Names  of  the 
Spirits  ? 

Man.  Philo  fe  en  pafiae,  gloffais,  kai  en  to  panti  poto, 
kai  en  to  panti  topo — Now  do  you  be  well,  Madam ;  and 
do  you  feem  to  be  mad,  Sir,,  quick,  quick- 
Sir  Dav.    Why,  what  a  many  Devils  there  are  I  cer 
tainly  (he  has  a  Legion  in  her. 

Lau.  Where  ana  j,  Lucy  ?  Methinks  I  wake  from  feme 
untoward  Dream. 

Lucy.  She  recovers,  Sir.     How  do  you,  Madam  f 

Sir  Dav.  I'm  glad  on/t.  How  doll  thou  do,  Laura  ? 

Lau.  Pretty  well. 

Man.  Death,  Sir,  keep  your  Place,  or  you'll  fpoil  all. 

Faith.  Ha  !  my  Brain-pan  fplits I'm  all  a-fiame, 

my  Blood  boils  o'er,,  give  me  Room,  I'll  fcale  the  Re 
gion  of  the  Air,  and  pull  the  Winds  down  head-long  oo, 
us  all. 

Sir 
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Sir  Dav.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  he's  ftark  mad  !  What  fliall-we 
do  with  him  now? 

Man.  We  fhall  do  well  enough  with  him;  but  keep' 
your  Place,  for  he's  very  defperate. 

Lau.  Defend  me  Heaven,  what  ails  the  Gentleman  ? 

Lucy.  He'll  kill  us ;  the  Man's  bewitch'd. 

M<*».  Here,  here,  Ladies,  ftand  in  this  Circle,  and 
don't  crofs  it  for  your  Lives.  [Sets  yem  in  a  Circle. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  pray  Sir,  read  again 

Faith.  What's  here,  old  Belzxtiub  !    No,  'tis  his  Squib- 

and  Cracker ;  I'll  fet  fire  to  it  and  blow  it  up Ho,  lo, 

where  are  you  Scoundrels,  Dogs,  Rogues,  Cooks,  the. 
Devil  wants  his  Dinner,  and  you  muft  fpit  this  Swine, 
Hell  dines  on  Hog's  Flefli  to-day.  [Draws  bis  Sword. 

Man.  Undone,  undone;  the  Spirit  grows  too  ftrong  for 
my  Art !  Fly,  fly,  Sir,  for  Life 

Sir  Da v.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  fave  me,  &ve  me.          [Runs  in 

and  flaps  the  Door. 

Man.  Now,  now,. make  your  Efcape;  lie  has  flap'd  the* 
Door  after  him Quick,  quick 

Faith.  My  Life,  my  Soul ! 

Lau.  My  Angel,  my  All.  [Embraces.' 

Man.  Oh,  the  Devil !  Don't  Hand  Lifeing  and  Dear- 
ing  now,  but  make  Hafte  to  Mr.  Trujfy's,  I'll  bring  the 
Parfon  after  you. 

Lucy.  Ay,  good  Madam,  be  quick. 

Lau.  Any  where,  good  Manage. 

Faith.  Fly  Manage,  .and  bring  Lovely  with  thee  too,  to. 
be  Witnefs  of  my  good  Fortune,  this  Hour  makes  thee' 
mine  for  ever : 

AW>  in  thy  Arms  immortal  Joys  Til  tafie, 
And  quite  forget  our  anxious  Sorrows  paft. 

Lucy.  Now  HeaiSn  le  prais'd,  wive  Liberty  at  laft. 

[Exeunt.' 
Sir  David  above. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  I'm  robb'd,  ravifh'd,  dead  and  buried — 
My  Clofet  is  broke  open,  and  all  my  Writings  gone; 
Mr.  Conjurer,  Mr.  Conjurer,  can  you  help  me  to  the 

Thief?  Ha  !  no  body  to  be  feen  !  Blefs  me Lucy . 

Laura,    why  Laura  ?   Ah !    Murdtr,    Murder,    Thieves, 
Thleves-  [  Cries  out  till  he  comes  down: 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  David. 

Here,  where  are  all  my  Servants  ?  (Enter  Servants.) 
Run  feme  one  Way,  fome  another ;  make  Enquiry  thro* 
the  whole  Town  for  Mrs.  Laura ;  me  is  carry'd  away  by 
two  Rogues  or  Devils,  I  know  not  which,  run,  run 

Serif.  Why,  if  the  Devil  has  carry'd  her  away,  Sir, 
where  can  we  run  ? 

Sir  Da<v.  To  Hell,  ye  Dog,  do  you  ftand  to  prate  ?  — - 

[Beats  him. 

Serv.  Marry,  look  her  there  yourfelf  an  you  will 

[Exit. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  that  I  Ihou'd  believe  thefe  Conjuring, 
foldiering  Rafcals ;  but  I'il  find  'em,  if  they  are  above 
Ground;  and  if  they  are  mortal,  I'll  hang 'em,  that's  my 
Comfort.  [Exit. 


ACT      V. 

SCENE,  The  Street  before  Mr.  Trufty'j  Door$ 
Roger  comes  out  of  the  Houfe  with  a  Pitchfork  on 
bis  Shoulder i  and  a  Lanthorn  in  his  Hand. 

Rog.  V  T  will  be  very  dark  e'er  I  get  home Od,  I'm 

i   main  merry.     Matter  Trufty,  keeps  rare  nappy 
Ale,  and  Dick  the  Butler  is  an  honeft  Fellow ;  Lord,  Sirs, 

how  bravely  thefe  Gentlefolk  live Methinks  I  like  it 

hugely  ;  and  I'm  perfuaded,  I  was  defign'd  for  a  Gentle 
man,  but  was  fpoil'd  in  the  making ;  nay,  nay,  I  was 
made  well  enough  too,  that's  the  Truth  on't ;  but  'tis  that 
damn'd  Jade  Fortune  that  has  fpoil'd  me  ;  for  an  I  had  an 

Eftate  now,  I  know  how  to  live  like  a  Gentleman 1 

cou'd  fcorn  the  Poor,  and  fcrew  up  my  Tenants,  and 
wou'd  fooner  give  Ten  Pound  to  a  Wench,  than  Two 
pence  for  Charity ;  I  cou'd  quickly  turn — my  Cart  into  a 

Coach,  and  my  Man  Plod  into  a  Coachman I  cou'd 

hurry  into  the  Tradefmen's  Books Wear  fine  Clothes, 

and  never  pay  for  them — Lie  with  their  Wives,  and  make 
my  Footmen  beat  their  Hufbands,  when  they  come  to  afk 
me  for  Money.  Get  drunk  with  Lords,  and  break  the 

Watch- 
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Watchmen's  Heads  •         Scour  the  Streets,  and  iTeep  in  a 

Bawdy-houfe- Sell  iny  Lands,  and  pay  no  Debts     •    • 

Get  a  Charge  of  Baftards  for  the  Parilh  to  maintain  — — • 
Then,  by  the  Help  of  a  Commiflion,  tranfport  myfelf  ou-t 
ef  their  Reach. 

Enter  Sir  Jeffrey  Conitant,  in  a  riding  Habit. 

Sir  Jeff.  Do  you  hear,  Friend  ? 

Rog.  Mayhap  I  do And  mayhap  I  do  not ;    What 

then,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Jeff.  Nay,  the  Matter's  not  great Do  you  live 

at  that  Houfe  ? 

Rog.  I  did  a  little  while  ago When  I  was  in  the 

Cellar. 

Sir  Jeff.  A  comical  Fellow.     Then  you  don't  ferve  Mr. 
Trufty  ? 

Rog.  No,  Sir,  I  ferve  his  Matter,   tho'  as  molt  Farmers 
do  their  Landlords. 

Sir  Jeff.  I  underftand  yo,u  :  You  rent  one  of  the  Knight's. 
Farms  ? 

Rog.  Ay,  and  a  plaguy  dear  one  too.  »•     • • 

Sir  Jeff.  Say  you  fo!  That's  a  Pity  j  1*11  fpeak  a  good 
Word  for  thee — Is  Mr.  Tru/ty  at  home  ? 

Rog.  I  thank  you  heartily.      Yes,    Sir,  he's  at  home. 
(Rjtns  to  the  Door  and  knocks.     Trufty  ofetis  thf  Door  and'' 
Jbrieks  out,  and  throws  it  to  again.)   Wookers,  what's  the. 
Matter  now  ? 

Sir  Jeff.  Was  not  that  Mr.  7rufly  ? 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir,  J  think  fo. 

Ciin.  (Within.)  Oh  undone,  undone;  (Clinch  peeps  tut 
as  affrighted.)  here's  my  old.  Matter* 

Sir  Jff.  What's  that*? 

Rog.  Nay,  I  heard  a  Noife^  but  can't  tell  what  they  faid 
*— But  an  you  pleafe  to  come  wo'  me,  Sir,  I'll  carry  you* 
in  the  Back-way. 

Sir  Jeff>  The  Back-way What  can  be  the  Meaning 

of  this  ?  Why  fliou'd  he  ftart  at  fight  of  me  ?  There  mult* 
be  fomething  more  in  it  than  I  can  fathom ;  and  yet  I-'. 
think  he's  an  honeft  Man  I  never  found  any  Thiag  ta» 
the  contrary.  Prithee,  Friend,  knock  again. 

[Rogej:  knocks*  •  tbarltftens*<- 
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Rog.  They  are  all  afleep,  Sir For  I  cannot  fo  much 

as  hear  a  Moufe  ftir • 

Sir  Jeff.  Afleep!  That's  impoflible— -But  come,  Friend', 
fhcvv  me  the  Back-door  you  fpoke  of 

Rog.  Ay,  Sir  :  But  upon  fecond  Thoughts — I  muft  be 
a  little  wary  too.  Are  not  you  fome  Rogue,  that  comes 
to  rob  the  Houfe  with  half  a  dozen  Piftols  about  you  ?  For 
look  ye,  I'm  an  honeft  Man,  and  won't  be  drawn  in  for 
a  Halter. 

Sir  Jeff.  You  Rafcal,  do  I  look  like  a  Thief? 

Rog.  Nay,  nay,  as  for  Looks  —  That's  no  Matter, 
de  ye  fee — I  have  known  many  a  Rogue  with  as  good  a 

Countenance No  Difparagement  in  your's,  I  promife 

you.  So  that  I  mail  not  ftir  one  Step  without  you'll  ftand 
fearch  -  • 

Sir  Jeff'.  I  mall  break  your  Head,  Sirrah,  if  you  pro 
voke  me,  I  tell  you  but  that. 

Rog,  And  what  muft  I  be  doing  in  the  mean  Time  — 

Ha !  old  Gentleman  ?  Break  my  Head,  quotha ! You 

are  miftaken — We  don't  ufe  to  take  broken  Heads  in  our 
Country,  mun Ha,  ha,  I  won't  mew  you  the  Back 
door  now,  and  how  will  you  help  yourfelf  ? 

Sir  Jiff.  I  know  all  the  Doors  of  this  Houfe  as  well  as 
"you— And  can  mew  myfelf  in  [Going. 

Rog.  Can  you  fo  —  but  I'll  watch  you—  I  wonder  who/ 
this  old  Fellow  is. 

Sir  Jeff.  Sure  fome  Madnefs  has  feia'd  tke  Family  ;  for 
certainly  I'm  not  chang'd — Without  Difpute,  Trufy  knows 
me ;  but  I'll  find  the  Caufe  prefently.  [Exit. 

Rog.  And  fo  will  I. [Exit. 

Enter  out  of  the  Houfe,   Captain  Conftant,  Lovely  and 

Clinch. 
Clin.  So,  Sir,  here's  Mufick  to  your  Wedding,  with  a 

Witnefs.     What  do  you  intend  to  do  now  ? Do  you 

think  it  poflible^to  perfuade  your  Father  too,  that  he  died 
of  an  Apoplexy. 

Lo<v.  I  fear,  Clinch,  that's  beyond  the  Art  of  thy  Im 
pudence  to 'do 

Clin.  Nay,  this  Plot  was  none  of  my  Impudence's  con 
triving,  that's  my  Comfort — I'm  but  a  Servant ;  myMaf- 
fier  told  me,  he  was  in  Mourning  for  his  Father  .  And>, 

Eaith, 


140  The  Man's  bewitch* d;  or? 

Faith,  I  refolve  not  to  believe  the  Father  to  the  contrary  : 
Such  an  entire  Deference  have  I  for  all  your  Commands, 
Sir. 

Conjl.  Why  thou  can'ii  not  fure  have  the  Confidence  to 
Hand  it  out  to  his  Face. 

Clin.  Never  fear  me,  Sir — You  don't  know  what  I  can 
do— What  fay  you,  Sir  ?  Shall  we  perfuade  the  old  Gen 
tleman  int®  a  Ghoft  ;  or  will  you  own  your  Fault,  and  re 
fund  the  Money  ? 

Con/I.  Neither,  Clinch— I  have  more  Duty,  than  to  at 
tempt  the  one  ;  and  more  Neceffity,  than  to  fubmit  to  the 

other. 

Clin.  Nay,  if  you  be  fo  divided  —  What  do  you  pro* 
pofe  ? 

Conft.  I  know  not  what  to  do — I'm  glad  the  Ceremony- 
was  over,  before  he  came. 

Lov.  And  the  Money  fent  away-— What  think  you  of 
my  Houfe,  till  the  Heat  of  the  Difcovery  be  over  ?  JTis 
my  Opinion  your  Prefence  won't  be  proper — I  warrant  Sir 
David  will  be  in  Purfuit  of  Mrs.  Laura  prefently  too — 
But  we  have  feen  her  fairly  married  ;  fo  that  Faithfulis  out 

of  Danger;  we'll  leave  him  here. •• 

Conff.  Shall  I  not  take  Belinda  with  us  ?  I  fear  as  much 

for  her,  as  for  myfelf 

Clin.  So  there's  no-body  fears  for  me,  I  find  —  (JJtde.); 
I  am  like  to  have  my  Part,  truly. 

Lov.  No,  truft  to-  her  Management — — She  turn'd  the 
Ad  upon  her  Father,  you  know,  and  made  him  impofe- 
her  own  Qhoice  upon  her.  Let  Clinch  flay  and  ufe  his 
own  Difcretion  —  If  he  can.  banter  Sir  Jeffrey,  and  fave 
his  Bones,  let  him  :  But  be  fure  to  give  us  Notice  of  all 
that  pafles. 

Clin.  What  if  my  Bones  are  broke  ?— —  I  thank  you 
heartily  for  your  Love,  Sir. 

Conft.  No,  no,  Clinch  ;  take  Heed  you  keep  out  of  the 
Reach  of  his  Cane. 

Clin.  Or  he'll  make  me  feel  he's  Flefh  and  Blood. — 

Hark,  I  hear  him  coming,  Good-bye  to  you,  Sir 

[Runs  in.. 

Lov.  'Tis  Time  for  us  to  fly [Exeunt. 

Enter  Dolly. 
Dolly.  Well,  I'm  glad  my  Lady's  marry 'd  i  for  if  this; 
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old  Spark  had  come  three  Hours  fooner,  I  wou'd  not  have 
veirtur'd  Two  to  Ten  of  the  Match — I  can't  imagine  where 
the  Bridegroom's  gone  —  Nor  what  he  will  do,  when  my 
Mailer  comes  to  have  a  right  Underftanding ;  but  I  re- 
folve  to  keep  him  ignorant  as  long  as  I  can.  Ho,  here 
lie  comes, 

Enter  Trufty. 

Oh,  Sir,  I  am  frighted  out  of  my  Wits ;  I  went  to 
ferve  my  Lady's  Italian  Greyhound,  and  I  found  a  great 
fwinging  Dog,  as  large  as  an  Ox,  with  two  great  Eyes, 
as  big  as  Bufhels ;  and  before  I  could  call  out — Whip  it 

•was  vanifh'd 

Truft.  Mercy  upon  us — 'Twas  certainly  Sir  Jeffrey  — 
'•Clinch.  [Enter  Clinch. 

Clin.  Sir,  did  you  call 

*     Trtijl.  Did  not  you  fay  your  old  Mailer  appear'd  in  the 
Shape  of  a  Dog  ? 

Clin.  Ay,  Sir,  feveral  Times. 
Dolly.  In  a  huge  great  Dog  ? 
Truft.  As  big  as  an  Ox. 
Clin.  Ay,  Sir,  as  big  as  ah  Elephant. 
Dolly.  Ah  !  then  it  was  certainly  him  I  faw.     Oh  dear, 
oh  dear,  if  the  Houfe  be  haunted,  I  muft  leave  it.     I  can 
not  live  in't,  if  I  might  have  a  thoufand  Pounds;   and 

may  be,  he'll' appear  to  no  body  but  me I  am  fure  I 

never  did  him  any  Harm;  'tis  true,  I  did  not  love  him, 
becaufe  he  was  fomething  llingey         He  never  gave  me  a 
'  Farthing  in  his  Life1- 

Truji.  Nay,  for  that  Matter,  I  have  got  many  a  fair 
Pound  by  him,  and  yet  he  appeared  to  me  to-day. 
t:Clin.  Indeed,  Sir !  In  what  Shape,  pray  ? 
"Dolly.  Like  an  Ox,  or  an  Elephant. 
TruJ}.  No,  in  his  own  Shape  ;  but  I  wifh  I  may  never 
fee  him  more,  for  I  was  horribly  fcar'd. 

Clin.  What,  had  he  a  cloven  Foot,  Sir,  did  you  mind  ? 
Truft.  Nay,  for  my  Part, — I  know  not  whether  he  had 

any  Feet  or  no Ha !  blefs  me,  defend  me,  —  proteft 

me Avoid,  Satan (Retreating  all  this  while.)  I  ne 
ver  vvrong'd  that  Form,  which  thou  hafl  ta'en ;  fo  tell  him 
—And  for  my  Money,  I  have  accounted  for  that !  and  all 

Things  are  reclify'd [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Jeffrey,  amatfd* 

Dolly.  Oh !  fhield  me  ye  Stars.  [Runs  in* 

Clin.  O  Legs !  fave  me,  fave  me.  [Runt  in. 


Enter  Roger. 

Sir  Jeff.  What!  Am  I  become  a  Monfter?  Do  I  af 
fright  all  I  come  near  ?  What  can  be  the  Reafon  of  this  ? 
The  Doors  are  all  barricaded  j  and  when  I  knock,  none 
will  anfwer— Pri.hee,  Friend,  aflt  fomebody  the  Caufe  of 
thefe  Diforders  ? 

Rog.  No!  Sir,  Til  not  budge  a  Foot;  for  I  clan't  knovr 
what  to  fay  to  you.  The  Family  were  all  well,  and  in 
their  right  Senfes,  when  I  left  them;  and  now,  upon 
Sight  of  you,  they  are  all  diftrafted,  I  think — I  wifli  you 

beVt  a  Coujurer,  or  hark  ye,  Sir, Is  not  your  Namq 

£nMies — Rais'd  by  the  French  Prophets  to  Life  again  ? 

Sir  Jeff.  Sirrah,  I  believe  you  are  the  Devil :  This  Fel 
low  will  make  me  mad.  This  muft  be  fome  Stratagem  to 
abnfe  me ;  and  this  Rogue  is  in  their  Intereft.  Why  don't 
you  go  about  your  Bufinefs,  Sirrah  ?  What  do  you  hank 
er  after  me  for  ? 

Hog.  Nay— an  you  go  to  that,  what  do  you  lounge 
about  this  Houie  for  ?«— Oh !  Dolly,  are  you  there ;  here'* 
an  old  Gentleman  is  quite  out  of  Patience. 

Dolly,  (Trembling  above.)  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh 

Rog .  Hey  day !  What  have  you  got  the  Palfy  ? 

Sir  Jeff.  What  ails  you,  to  tremble  fo,  Sweetheart  ?  t$ 
Mr.  Trujly  within  ? 

Dolly*  I,  I,  I,  I,  I,  o,  o,  o,  o,  Roger— Ha,  ha,  have 

a  care,  ca,  care Don't  yo,  yo,  you  come  near  him— 

Nor  let 'him  to,  to,  to,  touch  you,  even  with  his  little 
Fint 


Blefs  me !  What  ails  the  Wench  ? 
Rog.  No,  why  what's  the  Matter  ?    He  has>  not  the 
Tlagoe  about  him,  has  he  ?  Or  is  he  a  Spy  from  "the  King 
of  France— Od  an  he  be,  I'll  maul  him 

Dolly.  Oh,  oh, 'tis  a,  a,  Ghoft. 

Reg.  The  Devil  it  is [Takes  his  Pitchfork  off  his 

Shoulder ',  and  holds  it  out  at  Sir  Jeffrey. 
Sir  Jeff.  A  Ghoft,  where  ?— Who— What's  a  Ghoft  ? 
Death,  what  means  me  ? 
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-.-flag1.  Od's  flefli,  my  Hair  flands  an  end.     Look  ye— 
Keep  off  Mr.  Bekebub,  or—  or  -  <  —  • 

Sir  Jeff.  Look  ye,  Sweetheart,  what  Frenzy  has  po£ 
you,  I  know  not  —  -  But  if  you  take  me  for  ft 
you  are  deceived.     Therefore  look  well  at  me 
-—  —  Do  I  not  appear  like  Flefli  and  Blood? 

Dolly.  Ay,  bo,  bo,  bo,  but  we,  we,  we  know  yo,  yo> 
you  a,  a,  a,  a,  are  not  fo,  Sir  - 

Sir  Jeff.  Zounds,  will  they  perfuade  me  out  of  my 
&ife  ?  See,  Friend  -  Do  I  walk  like  a  Spirit  ?  Do 
the  Dead  move,  and  talk  as  I  do  ? 

Rog.  When  I  am  dead,  -  if  you  afk  ane,  I'll  refolve 
^ou,  if  I  can. 
•   Sir  Jeff.  Why!  Feel  me,  feeljne. 

Rog.  Feel  the  Devil  -  Mercy  upon  me  —  -—Keep 
off,  I  fay—  will  ye  -  Or  I'll  flick  your  Ghofifhip  thro* 
,lhe  Guts  -  -  -  • 

Sir  Jeff.  What  mall  I  do  ?  -  Nay,  prithee,  Friend, 

Rog.  Friend  me  no  Friends  -  -  Look  ye,  1  am  not 
•to  be  coax'd  by  the  Devil,  when  I  know  'tis  the  Devil. 
'Indeed,  when  you  are  got  into  a  Lawyer,  or  anhandfome 
Woman,  one  may  be  trapan'd. 

'  Sir  Jeff.  Why  will  you  be  fo  pofiuve?  Has  any  body 
ijnpos'd  upon  you  ?  Pray  who  told  you  I  was  dead  / 

Thofe  that  knew  Very  well,  Sir. 


Enter  Clinch, 

But  I  am  not  able  *o  bear  the  Sight  of  you  any  longer 
...  .....  .Now  let  Clinch  take  his  Part. 

Sir  Jeff.  Go  to  be  hang'd  -  Hell  and  Furies  !  --  «• 
Ha,  what  do  I  fee  My  Son's  Man1.  Sirrah,  Sirrah, 

what  makes  you  here  ?     «« 

Clin.  Mercy  upon  me  .....  —  • 

Sir  Jeff.  What  do  you  flare  at,  Rafcal,  ha  ? 

•Clin.  But  that  I  believe  you  are  dead,  Sir,  or  I  fhou'd 
iwear  you  are  alive  t 

,Sir  Jeff.  You  believe  I  am  dead,  Rogue  -  How 
dare  you  believe  fuch  an  impudent  Lye  ?  Where's  the 
Rake,  your  Mafter  ?  I  find  now  who  has  rais'd  this  Re 
port.  Sirrah,  what's  your  Bufmefs  here  ? 

Clin.  To  wait  OB  my  Mafter,  Sir  ....... 

Sir 
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Sir  Jeff.  To  wait  on  your  Mailer  And  where  is 

your  Mafter,  pray  ? 

Clin.  Nay,  for  my  Part,  Sir,  I  am  not  qualify'd  to  an- 

fwer  a  Spirit There's  Mr.  Anthem,  the  Afternoon 

Le&urer,  within.     He  has  juft  marry'd  Mr.  Faithful  to  a 

great  Heirefs,  which  he  brought  in  juft  now -Roger 

here  may  ftep  and  call  him  out  a  little. 

Rog.  With  all  my  Heart If  there  be  any  Thing  that 

troubles  his  Mind,  I'll  go  this  Minute 

Sir  Jeff.   Sirrah  I'll  qualify  you  for  an  Hofpital 

—I  will,  ye  Dog  [Runs  after  him* 

Clin.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

Rog.  Well  run,  Clinch;  well  run,  Ghoft! Ad,  'tis 

a  plaguy  malicious  Spirit  tho*. 

Clin.  Oh,  oh,  oh.  [Runs  in. 

Rog.  I'll  venture  to  fpeak  to  it  once  more In  the 

Name  of  Goodnefs  —  What  is  it  that  difturbs  your  Reft  ? 
Pray  tell  me  ;  and  as  I'm  an  honeft  Man,  I'll  do  you  Juf- 
tice  as  far  as  Twenty  Pounds  a  Year  Free-Land,  and  all 

the  Crops  of  my  Farm  goes -Fpr  I  perceive  you  was 

my  Landlord,  whilft  you  was  living ;  and  tho'  your  Son 
feems  to  be  a  very  honeft  Gentleman,  yet  I  don't  know 
what  he  may  prove  for  a  Landlord —Then  pray  fpeak, 
can  I  ferve  you  ? 

Sir  Jeff.  'Tis  in  vain  to  be  angry  .  .  I  muft  feem  to 
comply  with  this  Fellow— Yes,  Friend,  it  is  in  thy  Power 
to  ferve  me ;  if  thou  can'ft  procure  me  the  Sight  of  Mr. 
Trufy,  'tis  with  him  my  Bufinefs  is. 

Rog.  I'll  do  my  beft  Endeavours,  Sir         but  keep  your 

Diftance (He  goes  a  little  Way,  then  turns  hack.)    But 

fork  ye,  Sir,  fuppofe  he  won't  come  out,  can't  I  tell  him 
your  Mind  ? 

Sir  Jeff.  No,  no,  I  muft  fpeak  with  him  myfelf 

Death! 

Rog.  Good  lack what,  perhaps  —  your  Soul  won't 

reft  elfe 

Sir  Jef.  Heaven  give  me  Patience ! 

Rog.  (Going,  turns  back.)  But  after  you  have  fpoken 
with  him,  will  you  be  quiet,  and  haunt  this  Houfe  no 
more  ?  that's  the  Queftion,  look  ye  ! 

Sir  Jef.   A  Pox  of  thy  impertinent  Interrogations  ; 
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Rog.  That's  enough  ! but  hold,  muft  he  come  out, 

or  fpeak  to  you  through  the  Window  ? 

Sir  Jeff.  Any  Way,  To  I  do  but  fpeak  to  him 

Oh,  oh ! 

Rog.  Very  well,  very  well.  (Going.)  But  hark  ye,  Sir 

Ghoft — you'll  be  here or  Mr.  frujfy  will  be  woundy" 

angry  with  me. 

SirT^p:  Oh  Patience,  Patience;  or  I  mall  burft.  (Aftde.) 
Ay,  ay,  I'll  not  ftir. 

Rog.  Well,  I'll  take  your  Word.  (Going.)  Hold,  held, 
one  Thing  more,  and  I  ha'  done — Pray  tell  me  the  Nature 
of  a  Ghoft— do  you  troubled  Spirits  fly  in  the  Air,  or  fwinv 
in  the  Water,  pray  ? 

Sir  Jeff.  Oh !  the  Devil • 

Rog.  Mercy  upon  us  !  what  are  you  the  Devil,  fay  you  ? 
Oh,  Heaven  help  you  !  Well  then,  are  you  fure  he  will' 
fee  you  ?  for  every  body  can't  fee  a  Ghoft,  they  fay,  ef- 
pecially  if  the  Devil  be  in't. 

Sir  Jeff.  Zounds,  1  tell  you,  he'll  fee  me  as  plain  as 
you  fee  me. 

Rog.  Nay,  nay,  that's  plain  enough — Well,  I'll  knock, 
but,  but,  but  don't  you  come  an  Inch  nearer  me,  I  charge 
you.  [Knocks. 

Sir  Jfff.  Wou'd  I  had  been  an  hundred  Miles  off, 
when  1  firft  faw  thee.  What  has  my  gracelefs  Son  been 
doing  ? 

Dolly.  Who's  there  ?  [Speaks  within. 

Rog.  'Tis  I,  Dolfy,  prithee  tell  Mafter  Irufly  that  he 
muft  fpeak  to  this  Ghoft,  or  there's  nothing  to  be  done — 

Dolly.  \  doubt  he  will  not  be  perfuaded  to  it. 

Rog.  Why,  let  him  fpeak  to  it  through  the  Window, 
or  from  the  Top  of  the  Houfe — fo  he  does  but  fpeak  to 
it ;  but  in  ihort,  it  muft  be  fpoke  to,  and  by  him,  for  it 
is  a  confounded  fullcn  Spirit,  and  will  tell  its  Mind  to  no 
body  elfe — He  fmells  curfedly  of  Brimftone — Look  ye,  if 
Mafter  will  come  out,  it  lhan't  hurt  him — for  I'll  keep  it 
off  with  my  Fork,  fo  tell  him,  Dolly. 

Dolly.  I'll  inform  him. 

Trufty  opens  the  Window* 

Rog.  So,   I  have  done  it,  you  fee-; Here's  Mnfter 

Trif/ty,    -  \GrAng  towards  the  li'mdo'iv. 

W  Sir 
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S^r  Jeff-  I  thank  you.  .3  n 

Truft.  I  am  not  able  to-  Hand,  if  it  comes  near  me  /•  n'* 
Why  are*  you  thus  difturb'd,  Sir  Jeffrey,  />—,  —  ^1  aiFure 
you,  your  Son  has  done  every  Thing  very  juftly. 

Sir  Jeff".  Why  are  you  thus  impos'd  upon,  ME-.  Trufty, 
to  believe  I  am  dead  ?  -  •  My  Son,  quotha  !  —  —  —  .Ok 
that  I  had  never  got  that  Son  •  •  [Weeps. 

Truft.  I  know  not  what  to  think  ;  fure  'Us  no  Ghojt. 

Rog.  Well,  this  Thing  is  the  likeft  Flefh  and  Blood,. 
that  ever  I  faw  —  —  —  — 

Sir  Jeff.  Pray  do  but  touch  me,  Mr.  Trttfty  —  'tis  very 
odd,  you  will  not  be  perfuaded  to  touch  me. 

[Puts  out  his  Hand  towards  the  Window. 

Rog.  Take  Heed,  Mr.  Trufty. 

Truft.  Why  fliou'd  I  fear,  I  never  wrong'd  him  ^  —  I'll 
venture  ;  but  firil  —  (Hclds  up  his  Hand  as  if  be  prafd.)' 
now  —  ha!  'tis  a  real  Hand,  —  He's  living;  —  -Sir,  I  am 
convinc'd. 

Rog.  Say  you  fo        ......  why  then  if  you  are  alive,  the 

Fright's  over,  and  I'm  glad  on't  with  all  my  Heart. 

Truft.  I  afk  your  Pardon,  Sir  ;  I  have  been  abus'd  -r- 
grofly  abus'd  ;  Sir  Jeffrey,  your  Son,  came  down  in  Mourn 
ing,  and  affur'd  me  you  was  dead. 

Sir  Jeff.  I'll  make  him  mourn  for  fomething,  I  war 
rant  you. 

Truft.  Ah  !  that  he  does  already,  Sir,  forfl  have  paid  him 
all  the  Rents  in  my  Hands. 

Sir  Jeff:  Have  you  fo  ?  -  Tis  the  -I  aft  Rents  he  mall 
ever  take  for  any  Land  of  mine  -  -I'll  difmherit  him 
this  Day. 

Truft.  Oh  !  undone,  undone  for  ever  -  Oh,  oh,  oh  I 

[Weeps. 

Rog.  Here's  finall  Mirth  towards,  as  far  as  I  can  find. 
I'll  e'en  take  t'other  Horn  of  Ale,  and  t'other  Bufs  of 


,    (Clinch,  Hftening.) 
Sir  Jeff.  What  has  that  Rogue's  Extravagance  coil  me  > 
But  if  he  ftarves  for  the  future,  I  care  not;  he  never  ihall 
get  a  Groat  from  me. 

Clin.  Nay,  then  we  may  all  go  for  Soldiers.        \Afide. 
Sir  Jeff.  Where  is  he  ? 

Oh,  oh,  oh  !  I  know  not  ;  but  wherever  he  is— 

lam 
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I  am  wretched,  he  has  made  me  miferable,  I'm  fare.  Oh, 
oh,  oh  \ 

Sir  Jeff.  No,  Mr.  7V«/?y  ;  though  you  have  us'd  me 
dirtily,  in  making  me  the  Jeft  of  your  Family  ;  for  you 
might  have  difcover'd  the  Impoflure  with  lefs  Precaution  ; 
yet  1*11  not  take  that  Advantage  which  the  Laws  allow. 
You  have  ferv'd  me  long,  and  I  believe  you  honeft.  I'll 
difcharge  you  from,  what  you  have  paid  my  undutiful 

Child —Let  him  take  what  he  has  got,  and  make  the 

belt  on't. 

Clin.  ThatYfomethrng,  however.  [.$£&. 

Truji.  You  are  generous,  Sir  Jeffrey*  ercn  beyond  my 
Hopes :  But  Oh  !  there  is  yet  a  greater  Offence  behind, 
which  cuts  me  deeper  than  the  Money  ••  •  Alas !  my 
Daughter 

Sir  Jef.  What  of  her? 

Truft.  Is  married  to  your  Son  ;  Oh ;  oh,  oh  ! 

Sir  Jcf.  Then  he  is  compleatly  wretched' A  Wife, 

and  no  Eftate ;  ha,  ha,  ha ;  I'm  glad  on't  with  all  my 
Heart. 

Clin.  There's  a  kind  Father  now-  I  muit  give  my 

Mafter  Notice  of  his  good  Fortune.  [Exif* 

Truft.  Oh  !  fay  not  fo,  Sir ;  be  not  glad  of  my  Child's 
Ruin  ;  had  I  known  you  liv'd,  the  Match  had  never  been. 

Sir  Jeff.  Go ;  you  are  not  the  Man  I  took  you  for— 
you  are  but  a  Knave.  You  ought  to  have  been  as  juil  to 

my  Heir,  as  to  myfelf -What,  was  your  Blood  fit  to 

be  popt  into  my  Eftate  ?  Ha  !  or  have  you  been  really  a 
Steward,  and  cheated  me  out  of  a  Fortune  for  your 
Daughter  ? 

Truft.  Sir,  what  I  am  Matter  of,  I  got  fairly  under  you, 
Part,  and  Part  under  my  Lord  Belvilk  in  Ireland,  wlioni 
I  ferv'd  twenty  Years  in  the  fame  Poft  I  do  you  ;  when  he 
died,  he  trufted  me  with  a  Secret,  which  yet  I  have  di 
vulged  to  no  Man  ;  and  when  I  do,  the  World  will  fay  I 
am  an  honeft  Man.  Love  firft  joined  their  Hearts,  and 
njy  Ignorance  their  Hands;  ufe  me  as  you  pleafe,  but 
pardoa  them. 

Enter  Lovely,  &c. 

Lov.  I  muft  become  an  IntercefTor  in  that  too,  Sir  Jef 
frey  ;  Love  is  the  great  Cementer  of  the  Marriage- State  ; 
it  reconciles  all  Differences — it  bends  the  Stubborn  —  an<f 

G  2  is 
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it  tames  the  Bold,  it  wins  the  Haughty,  foftens  the  Sa 
vage,  and  reclaims  the  Libertine  !  then  will  you  caft  off 
your  Son  for  a  Vertue,  you  ought  rather  to  prize  him  for  ? 

Sir  Jef.  That  Love  can  never  be  a  Vertue,  Mr.  Lovely, 
that  teaches  a  Child  to  trick  his  Parents. 

Lo<v.  Stratagems  ever  were  allow'd  of  in  Love  and  War ; 
Sir,  you  muft  forgive  him. 

Eater  Captain  Conftant,  Belinda  and  Maria. 
Mar.  And  I  muft  fecond  Mr,  Lovely,  Sir ;  the  Captain 
has  married  a  virtuous  Woman,  and  I  believe  you'll  con- 
fefs  a  handfome  one  too. 

Sir  Jeff.  Nay,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  againft  her  Vir 
tue,  nor  her  Beauty  neither;  (lie's  a  pretty  Woman,  that's 
the  Truth  on't;  if  me  had  married  any  body's  Son  but 
mine,  I  fhou'd  have  wifh'd  her  Joy  with  all  my  Heart— 
Qh  thou  gracelefs  Wretch,  get  out  of  my  Sight. 

Con.  (Kneeling.)  I  confefs,  Sir,  I  am  unworthy  of  your 
Mercy,  but  throw  myfelf  wholly  upon  your  Good-Nature 
and  fatherly  Affe&ion,  with  this  Refolution,  never  to  at 
tempt  aught  againft  your  Pleaiure  more. 

Sir  Jejf.  No,  Sir,  nothing  you  can  do  for  the  future, 
(hall  either  pleafe,  or  difpleafe  me ;  mark  that. 

Bel.  Give  us  but  your  Bleffing,  Sir,  and  we  (hall  never 
quarrel  with  Fortune  for  her  Favours :  Love  (hall  fupply 
that  Pefecl ;  my  chief  Concern  (hall  be  to  (hew  my  Duty, 
and  by  my  Care  to  pleafe  you,  prove  the  entire  Affe&ion 
I  have  for  your  Son  ;  and  that  Way  make  up  the  Inequa 
lity  of  my  Birth  and  Fortune. 

Sir  Jeff'.  You  (hall  never  make  up  any  Thing  with  me, 

I  promife  you,  Madam,  whilft  he  is  your  Father — 

Death,  marry  my  Slave  ? 

Truft.  The  Name  of  Slave  belongs  not  to  us  free-born 
People,  Sir  Jeffrey,  but  were  I  your  Slave,  me  is  not; 
f  >r  fince  the  Truth  muft  out,  (he  is  no  Child  of  mine, 
but  Daughter  to  my  Lord  Befaille:;  which  I  have  brought 
tip  ever  fince  (he  was  three  Days  old  ;  her  Mother  dying 
in  her  Labour,  and  her  Marriage  being  private,  becaule 
/he  was  much  below  my  Lord's  Quality  ;  and  he  at  that 
Time  under  the  Tuition  of  a  Father  :  He  never  made  it 
p  jblick,  but  put  her  into  my  Hands  to  breed  up  as  my 
own.  When  he  came  to  his  Eitate,  he  purchased  a  thou- 

fand 
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fand  Pounds  a  Year,  and  fettled  it  on  her  ;  which  I  have 
manag'd  ever  fince,  and  now  will  deliver  it  up  to  Captain 
Coyftant.  This  1  had  told  in  the  Infancy  of  their  Loves  ; 
but  that  I  faw  your  Son  was  not  well  with  you,  and  did 
not  then  think  him  a  Match  good  enough  for  her ;  but 
fince  he  has  over-reach'd  me,  I  hope  you'll  prove  a  Father. 

Sir  Jeff.  Is  it  poffible  !  Od,  Madam,  I  wifh  you  Joy 
with  all  my  Soul,  Faith  I  do;  and  if  this  is  Matter  of 
Faft,  you  fhall  find  me  a  Father:  Jack,  you  (hall  go  to 
Flanders  no  more. 

L(nj.  Dear  Conftant,  I  congratulate  thy  good  Fortune— 

Mar.  And  I  your's,  Madam,  fince  I  no  more  muft  cali 
you  Coufm. 

.  .  Bel.  Still  let  me  hold  that  Name  ;  for  fince  I  never  knew 
my  Father,  I  (hall  acknowledge  this  good  Man  as  fuch. 

Mar.  Sir  Jeffrey,  I  was  pofitive  you  vvou'd  not  repent. 

Sir  Jeff^  You,  that  are  fo  pofitive  in  thefe  Matters ; 
why  don't  you  and  Mr.  Lovely  ftrike  up  a  Bargain  ?  he 
lias  follow'd  you  a  confiderable  Time. 

Lov.  That  Queftion.is  a-propos,  &\T  Jeffrey.  What  cart 
you  fay,  Madam  ?    muft  I  dangle  after  you  two  or  thie.e 
Years  longer  ?  Faith,  I  wifh  I  hold  ,ou?* 
.     Truft.  Give  him  thy  Hand,  Gisl ;  I'll  engage  to  recon 
cile  thy  Father,  or  give  thee  a  Portion  myfelf. 
.    Sir  Jeff,   Why,  what  Obje&ions  can  he  make  againfl 
Mr.  Lowly  ? 

Truft.  Only  Principles :  Her  Father's  a  violent  Tory* 
and  this  honeft  Gentleman's  a  Whig,  that's  all. 

Sir  Jeff.  Ha,  ha,  a^ftrong  Reafon,  Faith. 

Truft.  I'll  bring  him  over,  I  warrant  thee,  Girl. 

Mar.  Upon  that  Condition,  there's  my  Hand. 

Low.  And  here's  my  Heart.  [Emlwce, 

Sir  Jeff.  Why,  that's  well  faid — we  only  want  the  Man 
in  Black  now. 

Enter  Faithful  and  Laura,  Lucy  and  Manage. 
Faith.  We  have  juft  done  with  ours ;  he  is  withiniftill. 
Tru.  Dear  Mr.  Faithful,  I  wifh  thee  Joy  with  all  my 
Heart ;  and  you,  Madam. 
Qm.  We  all  do  the  fame. 

Faith.  I  thank  you  all,  and  heartily  return  the  fame  to 
G  3  each 
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each  of  you  ;    I  wou'd  have  the  whole  Race  of  Mankind 

blefs'd,  now  I  am  fo. 

Lau.  There  cannot  be  a  Joy  beyond  what  I  am  pof- 

&fs'd  Of. 

Bel.  I  hope,  Madam,  we  fhall  be  better  acquainted  fa? 
the  Future. 

Lau.  I  fhall  be  very  ambitious  of  the  Honour. 

Enter  Sir  David. 

Sir  Dav.  Ho!  have  I  found  you,  Villains?  I  charge 
you  ail  in  the  Queen's  Name,  to  affift  me  in  fecariag  this 
Couple. 

Tritft.  Why  Faiih,  Sir  Ravid^  they  are  fecure  enough* 
for  they  are  lawfully  link'd  in  the  Chains  of  Matrimony, 
I'm  witnefs. 

Sir  Dav.  Marry'd  !  the  Devil  they  are. 

Mar.  Yes,  Sir,  I'll  fw^ar  to  it,  if  occafion  be, 

Lucy.  So  will  I  too,  Sir  David. 

Lau.  And  with  my  own  Confent,  I  afiure  you1  «  Yott 
may  barricade  your  Windows  now,  Sir  David,  I  fhall  run 
«iad  no  more;  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Faith.  I  fhall  trouble  your  Houfe  no  more,  Sir,  I  am 
difpolTefs'd,  Sir  D&vid,  you  need  not  run  from  me  now  £ 
ha,  ha,  ha  !. 

C?n,  And  he  wi-H  know  his  Ian  for  the  futtire ;  ha, 
ha,  ha  ! 

.  faith*  And  am  perfectly  recover'd  of  my  Wourjd,  Sir ; 
and  fhall  bave  no  Occafion  to  borrow  your  Coach  again  ;, 
.without  you'll  do  me  the  Favour  to  let  it  carry  ray  Wift 
to  Londcn.  >  *>v-  />  • 

Sir  Dctfu.  Carry  her  to  Hell Here's  a  muffling  cut 
ting  Rafcal  in  all  his  Tropes  and  Figures :  Zoands,  how  I 
am  trick'd!  But  you  hav.e  robb'd  me,  Miftrefs. 

Lau.  Of  nothing  but  my  Writings,  Sir,  .mark  that. 
Sir  Dav.  The  Law  (hall  tell  you  that ;  and  fo,  may  the 
Itch  of  Variety  feize  you,  and  the  Curfe  of  Cuckoldom 
fall  on  him  ;  Arrefls  and  Poverty  on  you  all.  [Exit. 

Tru/}.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  now  Lovely,  for  the  Parfon. 

Enter  ''Squire  Num  and  Slouch. 

•  Jfrim.  Hold  !  I  forbid  the  Banns  j  you  fhan't  have  her, 
Ijaun,  for  all  you  are  fo  cock-fure. 
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Sir  Jtf.  What  Banns  do  you  forbid,  .Friend  ? 

AJW*.  Why,  Mr.  T.rujtfs  Daughter's  Banns. 

Om.  Ha,  'ha,  ha,  ha  1  . 

Lov.  Alas!  'Squire,  you  come  too  late;  fhe  that  was 
Mr.  Truftyh  Daughter,  is  marry'd ;  and  I  am  juft  going  to'c* 

Num.  That  was  !  What  \\o  you  mean  ? 

Lov.  Why,  I  mean  that  Mrs.  Belinda y  that  has  inapt 
your  Heart,  'Squire,  proves  to  be  a  Lord's  Daughter,  and 
-not  Mr.  7V*/?/s,  as  you  believe;  and  now  is  Captain 
CW/^zrw's  Wife,  here. 

Num.  A  Lord's  Daughter  !  Nounds,  I'm  glad  I'm  rid 
of  her — Captain,  I  wHh  you  much  Joy  with  all  my  Heart 
— — Od,  I'll -engage  me  makes  your  Commiffion  for  you.; 
ia,  ha. 

<Ow;  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Num.  Why,  what  Luck  have  I  had,  Siomb1.  Mercy  on 
us;  what  -a  Ruin  had  I  brought  upon  all  our,  Country 
CJqfctJetnen  innocently  ?  For  fbe  wou'd  'have  corrupted  all 
their  Wives ;  the  Devil  a  one  wou'd  have  made  her  own 
Sutter,  after  being  ••acquainted  with  her.' 
•  &f.  Oil '.  you-  mif&ke,  'Squire,  I  am  ati  -exttHent 
Houfewife ;  ha,  ha,  ha !. 

.  Nutn.  Yes,  yes,  feme  in  oirr  -Coimtry  knt5\v  by  woful 
Experience,  what  Houfevvifes  you  Quality  malre;  Nounds, 
^twou'd  undo  the  High  ShcrifF  of  the  County  to  find  you 
at)  clean  Cards  ;  then  your  plaguy  outlandilh  Liquors,  youV 
Coffee  and  Tea,  fucks  up  the  Cream  of  a  whole  Dairy, 
attd  yww  Suppws  and  Dinners  for  your  Goffips  wou'd  con 
found  all  the  Eggs  and-Pulien;  and  the  Money  you  game 
away,  wou'd  ruin  a  Lord  of  a  Manor.  No,  no,  no  Qua 
lity  Breed  for  us  Country  Gentlemen  ;  'egad,  that  wou'd 
-be  wotfe  than  double  Taxes ;  ha,  ha. 

Con.  Ha,  h-a !  Well  then,  'Squire,  I  have  done  you  a 
Piece  of  Service ;  I  hope  all  Animofities  are  forgot. 

jVaw.  They  are  i'fairh,  Sir ;  and  if  you'll  give  nre  Leave, 
I'll  bt  heartily  merry  with  you. 

Trtrft.  You  mall  foe  heartily  welcome,  'Squire  ;  I  fent  for 
the  Mufick — Hark,  I  hear  them  tuning  their  Inftruments. 

Nvm.  Mufick  !  'Egad,  if  they  can  play  my  Tune,  I'll 
give  you -a  Jig. 

Trap.  Come,  let's  in  then,  and  begin.  [Exit. 

G4  SCE-NE, 
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SCENE,    'The  Inflde  of  the  Houfe,^  and  dif covers  tktm 
dancing. 

'  '  •"  *  V  ; 

Enter  Roger  and  Dolly. 

Reg.  Save  you  all — Matter  and  Landlord  that  was,  and 
Mailer  and  Landlord  that  is,  I'm  glad  to  hear  all  is  over, 

with  all  my  Soul 1  hope  you'll  not  forget  your  Pro- 

niife  tho'  to  your  poor  Tenant  Roger — which  was  to  fpeak 

to  Mailer no,  no,  fpeak  to  .yourfelf  now,  Sir My 

Farm  is  woundy  dear. 

Truft.  You  are  wondrous  merry,  Roger. 

Rog.  So  is  every  body  you  know,  Sir,  when  they  are 
prepared  for  the  Parfon ;  are  they  not,  Mrs.  Belinda.? 
I  hope  I  fhail  have  your  Confent ;  for  I  have  got  Dolly  in 
the  Mind  at  laft. 

Bel.  I  wifh  you  Joy  with  all  my  Heart,  Roger. 

Con.  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  follow  your  Lady's  Example, 
Mr.s.  Dorothy. 

Dolly.  She  fet  too  good  a  Pattern,  not  to  imitate,  Sir. 

Con.  Here  remains  three  to  be  provided  for  yet;  which 
is  Clinch,  Lucy  and  Manage. 

Lucy.  The  beft  Provifioa  I  defire,  is  to  wait  on  my 
Ladyftill,  Sir. 

Man,  And  I  on  my  Matter  ;  who  knows  but  Time  may 
chop  up  a  Wedding  between  you  and  I,  Child  ?  [To  Lucy. 

Faith.  Your  Defires  are  granted  ;  what  fays  Clinch  ? 

Clitt.  I  had  a  kind  of  a  Tender  for  Dolly  ;  but  fince 
/he's  difpos'd  of,  Til  iland^as  I  do. 

Ccnft.  Then  we  are  all  agreed. 

Sir  Jeff.  Well,  honeft  Roger,  if  thou'It  give  us  a  Song 
to  your  Dance  now,  I'll  be  as  good  as  my  Word,  and  makfe 
thy  Farm  eafy  in  the  Rent  for  the  next  Year. 

Rog.  Say  you  fo?  I  thank  you  heartily,  Mailer,  I'll  do 
my  bell,  I  can't  fmg  like  your  Londoners — But  'tis  a  new 
Ballad,  and  'twas  made  at  London,  by  a  very  nonefl  Coun 
try  Gentleman,  laft  Seffions  of  Parliament.  Hum,  hum. 

[Sings. 

Sloucb.  Ads  Blead,  you  fmg,  Sir,  and  the  'Squire  by, 
that's  more  than  any  Man  in  Zomerfetjhire  will  venture  to 
do ;  Matter,  Ods  Wounds,  hold  your  own,  Mailer. 

^   SONG, 
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A  SONG,    by  the  Author,  andfung  by  Mr.  Dogget. 

Wou  V  you  chufe  a  Wife  for  a  happy  Life, 
Leave  the  Court,  and  the  Country  take', 
Where  Dolly  and  Sue,  young  M  oily  andPrue,, 
Follow  Roger  and  ]ohn,  whilft  Harveji  goes  on, 

And  merrily,  merrily  rake. 

Leave  the  London  Dames,  be  it  fpoke  to  their  Shames* 
To  lig  in  their  Beds  till  Noon  ; 
T 'ben  get  up  and  Jlr  etch,  then  paint  too  and  patch, 
Some  Widgeon  to  catch,  then  look  on  their  Watch*  • 

And  wonder  they  rofe  up  fofoon. 
Then  Coffee  and  Tea,  both  Green  and  B&hea^ 
Is  ferv'd  to  their  Tables  in  Plate', 
Where  their  Tattles  do  run,  as  fwift  as  the  Sun, 
Of  what  they  have  moon,  and  who  i$  undone, 

By  their  gaming,  andjitting  up  late. 
The  Lafs  give  me  here,  iho*  brown  as  my  Beery 
That  knows  how  to  govern  her  Hcufe', 
That  can  milk  her  Cow,  or  farrow  her  Sow  ; 
Make  Butter,  or  Cheefe,  or  gather  green  Peafet~ 

And  values  fine  Clothes  not  a  Loufe. 
This,  this  is  the  Girl,  wcrth  Rubies  and  Pearl", 
This  the  Wife  that  will  jnake  a  Man  rich  : 
We  Gentlemen  need  no  Quality  Breed, 
To  Jquander  away  what  Taxes  would  pay  9  - 

In  truth  we  care  for  none  Juch. 


Con.  Now  I  am  happy- 


Belinda  mine,  and  you  my  Faults  forgive  ', 

'Tis  from  this  Moment  I  begin  to  live. 

Lovefprang  the  Mine,   and  made  the  Breach  in 

No  Cannon-Ball  can  execute  like  Beauty, 

But  Fll  no  more  in  fear ch  of  Pleasures  rove9 

Since  ev'ry  BleJ/ing  is  compri^d  in  Love.          [Exeunt* 
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t^A^ 

i*e«iw^a^^  - 


Dramatis  Perfonae* 


MEN.. 

TI  C  K  U  P,    a  Candidate  for  Gotham. 
Sir  John  Worthy,  another  Candidate  taltfd  on,  but 

net  feen. 

Friendly,  an  dgent  for  Sir  Roger Trufty. 
Score-double,  an  Inn-keeper. 
Watt  Wafhball,  *  Barber. 
The  Mayor  of  Gotham. 
Mallet,  a  Carpenter,  andbis  Son. 
Scruple,  a,  Quaker. 
A  Cobler. 
A  Miller. 
Ben  Blunt. 
Gregory  Gabble. 
Roger  Sly. 
Timothy  Shallow. 


WOMEN. 

lady  Woithjr. 

Goody  Gabble. 

Goody  Shallow. 

Goody  Sly. 

Midwife,  and  otatr  Wot*e*t 


&  C  E  N  E, 
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GOTHAM    ELECTION. 


ACTL        SCENE    L 


IBS 


Enter  on  one  Side  Mr.  Friendly* 
<D«  the  other,   Scoredouble,    an  Inn-keeper. 

friend.  !tfl3tt&  A  •  Landlord,  I'm  glad  to  fee  you. 

Score.  Mr.  Friendly,    you  are  wel 
come. 

Friend.  I  hope  Mrs.  Scoredoubh  and 
your  pretty  Daughter's  well. 

Score.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  the  Women  are  in  good  Cafe; 
my  Wife,  as  the  old  Zaying  is,  is  letter  in  Health  than 
good  Condition.  In  troth  I'm  glad  to  zee  you ;  pray,  what 
brought  you  to  Gotham  an  I  may  be  fo  bold  to  afk  you  ? 
Elections,  I  warrant  you  ? 

Friend:.  Something  like  it,  Landlord ;  pray  what  fort 
of  a  Man  is  your  Mayor  t 

Score.  Why,  his  Worfhip  is  a  hnge  Admirer  of  the 
French  ;  nay,  'tis  whifper'd  by  some,  that  his  Zon  is  with 
the  Knight  of  the  Dragon,  for  he  has  never  been  zeen 
zince  the  Duke  of  what  d'e  call  him  went  away. 

Friend.  Say  you  fo ! 

Score.  Ay,  an  he  has  a  Daughter,  a  weighty  Girl,  I 
promife  you  :  Od  wou'd  you  had  her,  Mr  Friendly  ;  flie 
has  Five  Thoufand  Pound,  and  a  right  Lover  of  her 
Country. 

Friendi  Five  Thoufand  Pound !  a-gad,  a  iudden  Thought 
comes  into  my  Head,  I'll'purfueit;  who  knows  but  I  may 
make  fome  lucky  Difcovery:   I  thank  you  for  your  kind 
Wiihes,  Landlord,  but  lean  never  hope  for  fuch  a  For 
tune: 
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tune :  His  Son  with  the  Knight  of  the  Dragon^  fay  yo», 
why  then  your  Mayor  is  a  Jacobite. 

Score.  Nay,  he  is  fhrewdly  fufpe&ed  by  zome  to  be  a 
down-right  Paptft  in  his  Heart;  but  to  zay  Truth  of  him, 
he  does  go  to  Church  conilantly,  he  does,  indeed ;  he  does 
go  to  Church. 

Friend.  A  pretty  Fellow*  for  the  fJeftd  of  a  Corpfc- 
ration. 

Score.  What  do  you  pleafe  to  drink,  Sir  ? 

Friend.  Why,  bring  us  the  beft  your  Houfe  affords. 

Score.  The  beft  my  Houfe  affords,  ha,  ha,  ha,  that  i* 

as  you  think  it,  Sir ; now  moft  of  our  Gentry,  for 

this  laft  voUr  Years,  d'ye  mind,  will  touch  nothing  but 
French  Claret, — there  are  zome  that  like  your  Port  Wines 
Hill,  but  very  few,  and  thofe  of  the  poorer  Zort  too,  as 
my  Barboard  can  witnefs. 

Friend.  Come,  bring  fuch  as  you  like  yourfelf. 

Score.  Why  then,  Mailer,  we'll  hare  a  Bottle-of  white 

Lijlon. Here,  Sam,  bring  a  Bottte  bF  the  belt  white 

Lijbon,  d'ye  hear. 

Friend.  Withal  my  Heart.— Well,  Landlord,  ftnd  how 
will  Elections  go  with  you  in  Gotham'? 

Score,  Why  here  is  old  tugging  vort :— — Here  has  been 
zuch  roafling  of  Oxen  :  Zirch  Veafling,.  and  zuch  -Cabal 
ling,  as  you  ne'er  zaw  the  Kke  !  Here's  one  Squire  Tickup, 

a  Londoner,  I  think  puts  up  for  one  ; he's  over  Head 

and  Ears  in  Debt,  they  zay,  and  zo  has  a  Mind  to  get  a- 
bove  the  Law,  and  pay  no  tJody. 

Friend.  That's  one  Way,  indeed,  to  ferve  himfelf ;•  but 
he  that  has  not  Honefty  enough  to  pay  his  own  Debts, 
may  eafity  be  brought  to  give  up  the  Debts  of  the  Na 
tion. 1  hope  he  has  no  considerable  Number  of  Vote* 

fecur'd,  "has  he  ? 

Score.  He  has  zome. -Here  has  happen'd  an  unfor 
tunate  Squabble  between  Sir  yohn  Worthy^  and  his  Lady* 

Friend.  Sir  John  Worthy  !  Does  not  he  put  up  too  ? 

Score.  Ay,  and  he  and  his  Family  has  reprefented  thia 
zame  Burrougii  of  Gotham  thefe  vorty  Years,  and  yet  I 
Relieve  he  will  k>fe  it  now  ;  I  am  forry  vor't,  vor>he'fi  a  v«- 
fy  honeft  Gentleman. 

Frieitd.  How  fo,  prithee  ? 

Why  yoft  mull  know  his  Lady  is  a  what  d'ye  call 
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•it,      ••  a  High-flyer,— -and' nothing  zo  great  as  our  Par- 
fon's  Wife  and  fhe  ;  now  you  muft  know,  the  Parfon  had 

given  my  Lady  a  game  Cockeril, and,  as  the  Devil 

-would  have  it,  a  DiiTenter's  Dog  happen'd  to  worry  this 

•zame  Cockeril, and  becaufe  Sir  John  wou'd  not  go  to 

Law  with  him  for  his  Dog's  Fault,  my  Lady  zwears  heV 
a  Rebel,  and  would  pull  down  the  Church. 

Friend.  Ha,  ha,  excellent;  but  how  does  this  effect  Sir 
Jobu'a  Eleftion  ? 

Score.  Why,  my  Lady  being  plaguy  cunning  de  mind,. 
—  fhe  refervM.  to  Jierfelf  a  Thoufand  Pound  when  fhe 
married  Sir  John  ;  now  (he  fwears  fhe'll  fpend  every  Groat 
on't,  but  lhe'11  fling  Sir  John  out  of  his  Election  ;  and  un 
der  the  Rofe,  d'ye  zee,  they  zay  that  fher  and  this  zame 
Squire  Tidup,  are  mainly  well  acquainted  ;  zo  ftie  vtafts 
the  good  Wives,  d'ye  mind,  and  fo  fecures  all  thofe  Huf- 
fcands  Votes,  whofe  Wives  wear  the  Breeches,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

friend.  Ha,  ha,  come  my  Service  to  you,  and  to  all 
thofe  honeft  FeHows  not  under  Petticoat  Government. 

Scere.  With  all  my  Heart ;  hang  Petticoat  Government 
I  zay ;  Zooks  I  love  to  wear  my  own  Breeches. 

Friend.  Here's  ftrange  Juggling  it  feems. 

Score.  Ha,  ha,  but  now  you  talk  of  Juggling,  we  had 
rare  Juggling  here  not  long  fmce ;  we  had  like  to  haver 
had  all  the  Money  in  the  Country  juggled  away. 

Friend.  As  how  ! 

Score.  Why,  here  was  a  Trickfter  came  down  to  G<?- 
ibam.  —a—  * 

Enter  Wat  Wamball. 

Ho,  Wat  Wajhball!  Come  m,  come  in  mun ;  tnis  zame 
Man  can  teftify  what  I  am  going  to  zay :  He  is^a  very 
honeft  Freeholder,  of  vour  Pounds  a  Year,  zo  he  is,— — 
a  Barber  here  by ;  with  your  Leave,  Mafter,  I'fl  drink  to 
kirn. 
•  Friend.  Pray  do,  you  are  welcome,  Friend* 

Wat.  Thank  you,  Sin 

Score.  Come  pull  a  Chair  Wat,  and  zit  down  ;  I  tm 
telling  Mafter  friendly  here,  of  the  Trickfter  that  changed 
the  Cards  zo,  you  know,  Wat,  in  the  Town-Hall. 

Wat.  Ay,  that  was  a  bitter  Dog,  I  believe  we  Shan't 
forget  him  in  Halle. 

friend.  Why,  what  did  he  do  ? 
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Score.  Why,  you  muft  know,  Sir,  he  play'd  feveral 
Tricks,  but  hj's  greateft  Skill  lay  in  changing  the  Cards. 
.  He  had  a  plaguy  Nack  at  thai ;  —  don't  you  re 
member,  Wat, how  he  dealt  a  Card- round  the  Hall, 

when  our  High  Sheriff  had  got  the  Ace  of  Hearts, 
you  know  ? 

Wat.  Ay,  as  plain  an  Ace  of  Hearts  are  ever  I  zaw  ia 
all  my  born  Days. 

Score.  Ay,  and  what  does  this  zame  Trickfter  but  with 

one -Whif,  conjures  away  this  zame  Ace  of  Hearts,— - 

and  claps  the  Knave  of  Clubs  in  its  Place. 

Friend.  Ha,  ha,   ha. 

Score.  When  my,  Neighbour  Wajkball  w\&-\  zaw  that, 
we  wou'd  have  had  the  Mayor  made  his  Mittimufs,  and 
zent  him  to  a  Gaol. 

Wat.  No,  no,  not  for* that,  not  for  that,  Landlord,. it. 
was  for  changing, an  Englijh  Guinea  into  a  French  Piftole^ 
you  know. 

Score.  Right,  right,  zo  it  was  Wat,  zo  it  was;  and.you 
know  the  Mayor  faid  the  Piftole  was  the  better  Gold,  and 
wou'd  not  meddle  with  him  vor't. 

Friend.  But  there  was  Four  Shillings  loft  by  that  Change ; , 
what  cou'd  your  Mayor  fay  for  that  ?. 

Wat.  Zay  !  Why.  he  pretended  to  prove  by  Logrck,.  I 
think  he  cali'd  it, .  that  Seventeen  and  Six-pence  was 
more  than  One  and  Twenty  and  Six-pence. 

-  Friend.    Pretty  Sophiftry  truly,  for  a  Mayor  of  a  Cor* 
poration ; and  what  is  become  of  this  Juggler  ? 

Score.  Gone  to  the  Devil,  vor  ought  I  know. 

Friend.  From  whence  came  he  ? 

Wat.  Why  zome  zay  from  one  Part,  zome  another; 
but  thofe  that  pretend  to  know  .beft,,.  zay  he  came  from 
zome.  Part  of  the  Zouth-Zeas. 

Friend.  I  rather  believe  the  South-Seas  came  from  him. 

Wat.  Pray  what  is  this  zame  Zouth-Zeas?  A  Shire, 
Town,  Burrough,  or  Market- Town? 

Friend.  It  was  a  Market,  and  once  had  a  very  great 
Trade  for  Flumery  and  Leeks. 

Score.  Well,  of  all  Garden  Stuff,  L  hate  thofe  zame 
Leeks. 

Wat,  They  leave  a- plaguy  Stink  behind  them. 

Enter 
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Enter  Drawer. 

Drawer.  Dinner's  upon  Table,  Sir. 

Score.  Mafter  Friendly,  will  you  eat  a  Slice  of  Buttock 
of  Beef  and  Carrots  ? 

Friend.  With  all  my  Heart, and  after  Dinner  I  fhou'd 

be  glad  if  you'd  bring  me  acquainted  with  fome  of  the 
honeit  Fellows  of  Gotham ;  I'll  try  if  I  can  recommend  a 
.worthy  Gentleman  to  them,  one  that  has  Gold  enough, 
and  owes  no  Man  a  Groat ;  is  as  generous  as  a  Prince, 
and  loves  his  Country  as  he  loves  his  Wife. 

Score.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  troth  Mafter,  that  may  be  little  e- 
nough,  vor  what  as  I  do  know pray,  who  is  he  ? 

Friend.  Sir  Roger  Trufty. 

Score.  Sir  Roger  !  I  mall  be  glad  to  zee  him  with  all  my 
(Heart,  Blood  and  Guts,  as  they  zay.  [Exeunt. 

*        SCENE   changes  to  a  Room  in  a  Tavern. 

Enter  Lady  Worthy,  Mr.  Tickup,  Goody  Gabble,  And 
Goody  Shallow. 

Lady.  Never  fear,  my  dear  Tickup,  — —  as  far  as  my 
Thoufand  Pound  goes  I'll  ftand  by  you  ;  I'll  fpend  it  every 
Shilling  but  carry  my  Point ;  I  hate  a  Whig  fo  much,  that 
J'll  throw  my  Hufband  out  of  his  Election,  or  throw  my- 
felf  out  of  the  World  !  a  Parcel  of  canting  Rogues ;  they 

have  always  Moderation  in  their  Mouths, rank  Refift- 

ance  in  their  Hearts, and  hate  Obedience  even  to  their 

lawful  Wives,- and  then  they  bear  a  mortal  Hatred  to 

Three  Pound  Fourteen  and  Fippence  ? 

Tick.  Ay,  they  hate  all  Coin  that  won't  take  their  Im- 
preffion. 

Lady.  Why  there's  my  Brute  of  a  Hufband  now,  he 
hates  the  French  fo  much,  that  he  won't  let  poor  Fanny 
learn  to  dance. 

Good  G.  Nay,  my  Huiband  is  a  little  poifon'd  that  Way 
too  i will  you  believe  it,  Madam,  he  had  the  Impu 
dence  to  forbid  me  Dancing  with  your  Honour's  Worihip 

laft  Night; he  faid  Dancing  was  a  bold  Recreation, 

and  that  was  an  Inlet  to  Shi ; but  I  pluck'd  up  a  Spi 
rit,  and  told  him,  I  wou'd  do  it ;  that  I  wou'd  dance,  and 

.  dance  again,  fo  I  wou'd, od  my  Gentleman  was  foon 

fnub'd, 
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fnub'd,  for  he  knew,  aft  he  rais'd  my  Paflion  once,  he 
wou'd  have  enough  to  do  to  got  it  down  aga-in. 

"Good  S.  Well,  an  f  izay  but  one  Wor-d  to  Timothy  S'hat- 

low,  down  goes  Thimble  and  Shears, and  up  he  takes 

Gloves  and  Stick,  and  away  goes  he.- — -Ah,  you're  a 
happy  Woman,  Goody  Gabbk ;  your  Hufband  is  a  Matt 
every  Inch  of  him,  I'll  zay  that  for  him. 

Good.  G.  You1!!  fay  that  far  him  ;  Pray  how  come  you 
to  ktww  what  Man  my  Hufbaml  is,  Goody  Shallow  i? 
Have  you  found  him  a  Man  for  your  Bdirrefs,  ha? 

Good.  $.  I,  I  found  your  Hufband  a  Man  for  my  Bufi- 
nefs,  I  have  a  Hufbatrd  as  fit  for  Bufmefs  as  yours ; — — 
and  tho'  I  zay  it,  that  ihou'd  cot  zay  it,  there  is  not  a 
better  Workman  i«  the  Pai-ifii. 

yVof.  Ay,  ay,  they  are  both -good  Workmen  enough  hi 
their  Way ;  fhe  only  jefted  with  you,  that's  all. 

Lady.  Ay,  -ay,  Neig^bonfs,  jcrotfeingel^^-well,  you'll 
life  your  Endeavours  with  your  Hufbands  to  give  their 
Votes  for  Mr.  $it1(up» 

G.  Gob.  That  I  fhalt  ftire,  Madam, your  Worfliip 

pomifes  nre  i  ihraH  ftui-fe  t5?e  youirg  Squire,  as  foon  as  hs 
K  borh. 

TA-/f.  That  you  fhatt. 

G.  Gab.  AR'd  I  am  tdka»?e  T^venty  Pounds  a  Y-ear.-*- 

La<ty.  Ay,  FIT  paft  my  WoM  for't. 

G.,Ga&.  1  tbaffrk  yotir  Ladyiiii^,  — —  not  that  i  tteuKt 
your  Word,  Matfftm,  or  tlw  brocmtiftrl  Squire's  in  the 
Icaft  ;— btrt,  but,  but,  an,  aft  the  Squire  won'd  a-dvancc 
a  Year's  Sallery  aforehartd,  it  wauM  go  a  great  Way  whh 
iriy  Hufband  ;— — fof  you  mtfft  know,  that  Gregory  Gab- 
Ik  is  an  honefl  Man,  and  won't  vote  againft  his  Confci- 
•<mce,  iF  it  were  not  For  hrs  Inter  eft : ;  — —  jftow  Sir  Jobx^ 
you  know,.  Madam,  promises  to  ren-ew  his  Lreafe  Graffs, 
^  if  he  votes  for  him,  but  an  he  votes  againfl  him,  he  won't 
'bate  trim  a  Groat  fo  he  w6ft"t  j  you  krcow  your  Hufbscnd'j 
Temper,  Madam. 

Lady.  Oh,  prithee  name  him  not,  you'll  give  me  the 
Vapours ;  rhere,  there's  Twenty  Pound  for  you,  tet  me 
hear  his  odious  Name  no  more. 

Tick.  Take  Notice  Goody  GMtv,  thofe  Twenty  PtrdfrcJi 

are  to  pay  for  nurfing  of  a  Child  ttert  ihatl  be  'birn, • 

'no  Matter  when., 

G.  Gal 
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G.  Gal.  No,  no,  no,  no  Matter  whether  ever  or  never, 
I'll  take  it  when  you  fend  it,  fure  fweet  Squire.  « 

Tick.  It  is  not  out  of  any  finifter  End  to  fuborn  your 
Hulband  j  HO,  I  feorn  it,  I  am  an  hon-eft  Man,  and  a  Lo 
ver  of  the  Church,  and  will  take  Care  the  Roguifli  Whig* 
don't  pull  down  a  Haffock  in't. 

Lady.  Ay,  Neighbours,  Mr.  Tickup's  a  good  Church 
man,  mark  that !  He  is  none  of  your  occalonal  Cattle  ; 
»pne  of  your  hdlifh  pantile  Crew  ;— -Oh,  we  fhall  ne 
ver  thrive  till  all  thefe  canting  Whigs  are  whipt  out  of 
the  Kifigdorti ;  — —  Oh,  that  I  had  tke  Jerking  of  'em, 
I'd  teach  'em  Paffive-Obedience,  or  make  the  Devil  c&mfc 
out  of  'em. 

Good.  S.  Well,  your  Ladyfhip  is  a  very  wife  Woman, 
that's  certain  :  Good  lack,  how  me  doth  talk,  Neighbour 
Gabble? Oh,  fhe's  a  great  Woman. 

Lady.  Ay,  and  you  fhall  be  a  great  Woman  too,  Goody 
•Shallow,  if  Mr.  Tickup  carries  the  Day ;  well,  I'll  fay  no 
more,  but  every  Body  don't  know  Mr.  Tickup' s  Power  ;—- 
but  there's  a  certain  great  Prince,  that  fhall  be  namelefs, 
that  has  a  very  great  Kindnefs  for  him,  and  for  ought  I 
Jcnow,  he  may  ftand  as  fair  for  a  Garter  as  the  bell  of  'em, 
one  Day.  ,?  ^,. , 

Good.  S.  Pray,  'Squire,  will  you  be  fo  kind  as  to  re 
commend  my  r/au  to  that  fame  great  Prince,  to  be  his 
Taylor? 

Lady.  He  mall  do  it ;  your  Hufband  mall  be  his  Taylosty 
jmd  yoa  fhall  be  Drefler  to  his  Queen. 

Good.  S.  And  will  your  Honour's  Worfhip  do  this  f 

Tick.  I'll  do  any  Thing  to  ferve  you,  Goody  Shallow* 

Good.  S.  Will  you,  truly !  Well,  Timothy  Shallow,  thou 
art  a  made  Man ; — —and  am  I  born  to  be  a  Courtier  f 
Good  lack,  good  lack 

Good.  G.  Blefs  me  !  Who  wou'd  have  thought  that  you, 
with  your  Broomftick,  wou'd  have  come  to  fuch  Honour, 
Goody  Shallow  ? 

Good.  S.  Ay,  who  indeed  ; but  I  ha  no  vine  Cloaths 

to  go  to  Court  in  tho' ;  what  mun  I  do  for  that  now  ? 

Tick.  Why,  to  mow  you  that  I  have  a  Kindnefs  for  you 
and  your  Hufband,  there  is  Ten  Guineas  to  rig  you,  for 
the  Honours  I  defign  to  prefer  you  to.  [Gives  her  Money. 

Good.  S.  Ah,  Heaven  blefs  your  good  Worlhip,  me- 

and. 
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and  mine  will  be  oblig'd  to  pray  for  you,  as  long  as  ^ 
Jive. 

Lady.  Look  you  there  now,  when  wou'd  a  Whig  ha 

done  as  much  ? Blefs  me,  I'm  in  a  Sweat  when  1 1 

-name  a  Whig «  \F#ns  her/elf,  and  walks  abo, 

Tick.  I  take  a  Pleafure  to  ferve  my  Country  Folks,  a 
am  proud  of  an  Opportunity  to  do  good  Offices,*—. —  i 
my  Part,  I  mould  not  be  concern'd  if  I  loft  the  Eleclic 
otherways  than  not  teing  in  a  Capacity  to  ferve  my  pc 
Country  at  this  Junfture. 

Lacfy.  There's  a  Man  for  ye,  Neighbours !  Now  coi 
you  find  in  your  Heart,  Goody  Shallow,  to  deny  this  G« 
tleman  any  Thing,  any  Thing,  any  Thing,  I  fay  ? 

Good.  S.  No,  by  my  truly,  I  think  I  cou'd  not ;  w 
fhou'd  I  belie  my  Confcien.ce  ?  Madam,  come,  here's  1 
'Squire's  Health.  \drin 

Tick.  I  am  obligM  to  you,  Goody  Shallow.        [ki/fes  k 

Good  S.  Good  Gentleman,  he's  not  proud;— -odd, 
kifles  main  fweetly,  Madam. 

Lady.  Ay,  does  he  not? Well,  you'll  bring  y< 

Hufband  over. 

Good.  S.  Over !  ay,  Madam,  or  he  mall  never  come  o1 
—my  Threihold  more,  I  can  tell  him  but  that. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  here's  Goodman  Mallet,  the  Carpenter,  i 
quires  for  you  ;  he  fays  you  fen t  for  him. 

Lady.  No, 1  fent  for  him  in  your  Name;,  he  i 

filly  Fellow,  but  no  Matter  for  that ;  he  can  do  you  gr 

Service  ;    humour  him  in  all  he  fays, bring  him 

[Exit  Drain 

Give  him  Money,  if  you  can  handfomely  top  it  upon  h: 
there's  a  hundred  Guineas,  when  they  are  gone,  i 
fhall  have  more  !  —  if  you  can  get  Mallet's  Vote,  h 
bring  you  twenty  at  leaft. 

Tick.  My  charming  Woman,  — — you  oblige  me  to 

for  ever  your's.  \ki]fts  i 

Lady.  Come,  Neighbour,   let's  retire,   it  may  not 

proper  for  us  to  hear  Goodman  Mallet's  Bufmefs,  you  kn< 

[E. 
.    Good.  G.  No,  no>  no*  no ;   come,  come,  come,  \v 
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go,  we'll  go.  Good  Sir,  your  moft  humble  Servant,  Pit 
bring  you  Gregory  Gabble,  I  warrant  you.  [Exit. 

Good.  S.  And  fo  will  I,  my  Timothy  Shallow,  fweet 
'Squire.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mallet. 

Tick.  Mr.  Mallet,  your  Servant.  [Takes  out  20  Gui 
neas,  and  plays  with  them  on  the  Table  as  he  talks. 

Mall.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir,  pray  what  is  your  Bu- 
Anefs  with  me  ? 

Tick.  Come,  fit  down,  Sir; here,  the  Houfe. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Did  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Tick.  Ay,  what  Wine  do  you  drink,  Mr.  Mallet  ? 

Mail.  'Tis  all  one  to  me,  Sir. 

Tick.  Then  bring  up  a  Bottle  of  French  Red. 

Draw.  You  (hall  have  it,  Sir.  [Exit* 

Tick.  Mr.  Mallei ,  there  is  a  very  honefl  Gentleman  gives 
his  Service  to  you,  charg'd  me  to  fee  you,  and  gave  me 
a  Token  to  drink  with  you. 

Mall.  Pray,  who  may  that  be  ? 

Tick.  One  Mr.  Double. 

Mall.  Ha  !  Mafter  Double. 

Drawer  within.]  A  Bottle  of  French  Red  in  the  Flower* 
tie -Luce.  Score. 

Enter  with  Battle  and  Glafs. 

Tick.  Come,  Mr.  Mallet,  Mr.  Double's  Health  to  you. 

MaL  With  all  my  Heart ;  I  have  earned  many  a  fair 

Pound  of  him  ; fome  fays  he's  an  ill  Pay-matter,  but 

I  won't  fay  fo  ;  for  he  paid  me  very  honeftly,  tho*  Imuft 

needs  fay  he's  a  little  long  winded. Sir,  an  youpleafe, 

my  Service  to  you,  remembring  Mafter  Double. 

Tick.  Thank  you,  Mr.  Mallet ;  well,  how  do  you  like 
the  Wine  ?  I  think  'tis  pretty  good.  [Drinks. 

Mai.  I  think  fo  too,  Sir  ; but  fecond  Thoughts  is 

beft. 

Tick.  Right ; Come,  here's  to  your  Firefide,   Mr. 

Mallet,  I  fuppofe  you  are  a  marry 'd  Man. 

Mai  Ay,  Mailer,  I  have  been  marry 'd  thefe  Five  and 
Twenty  Years ;  I  have  a  Son's  Wife  lies  in  now* 

Tick. 
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lick.  I'll  Hand  Godfather,  if  he  be  not  better  provided/ 
Mr.  Mallet. 

Mai.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant;  I  dare  fay  he'll  accept 
vnnr  kind   Off<»r-   and  thank  vou   too. 


ceept 
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ersi 
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of  your  kind  Offer,  and  thank  you  too. 

Tick.  Is  he  all  the  Children  you  have,  Mr.  Mallet  ? 

Mai.  No,  Sir,  I  have  four  Sons  and  three  Daughtei 
all,  fine  young  Men  and  Women  as  any  in  the  Parifh, 
Difpraife  to  -  the  beft.     My  eldeft  Son  ts  a  Lawyer,  ju; 
out  of  his  Time,  a  fmart  young  Fellow,  I  promife  yoi 
Sir  :  My  fecond  I  brought  up  to  my  own  Trade,  and  1 
is  a  very  great  Matter  of  his  Bufinefs,  tho'  I  fay't,  as  an 
is  in  all  Gotham.     My  third  Son  is  a  Bookfeller^  a  notab 
Fellow,  he  lives  in  London ;  he  is  a  kind  of  a  Wit  to< 
they  fay,  and  makes  Verfes :  Then  he  has  an  admirabl 
Knack  at  quacking  Titles.     Perhaps  you  may  know  what 
that  is,  Sir  ;  but  for  my  Part,  I  do  not,  I  confefs,  under- 
ftand  it ;  but  they  tell  me,  when  he  gets  an  old  good  for 
nothing  Book,  he  claps  a  new  Title  to  it,  and  fells  off  the 
whole  Jmpreffion  in  a  Week. 

Tick.  'Tis  a  good  Way  of  impofmg  on  the  Publick, 
why  he'll  be  a  rich  Fellow  in  a  fhort  Time  ? 

Mai.  Ay,  fo  they  fay ;  but  my  youngeft  Lad  troubles 
me  moll  of  all. 

Tkk.  How  fo,  pray  ? 

Mai.  Why  you  mufl  know,  Sir,  he  is  a  main  weakly 
Boy  ;  he  had  the  Rickets  till  he  was  feven  Years  old, 
which  took  away  his  Strength,  and  hugely  dull'd  his  Me 
mory,  fo  that  he's  dull,  very  dull,  Sir;  I  can't  think 
what'to  breed  him  up  to,  that  don't  require  much  Strength 
of  Body,  nor  Application  of  Mind :  His  Mother  is  for 
making  him  a  Parfon,  but  the  Rogue  won't  hear  on't. 

Tick.  Oh,  Mr.  Mallet !  by  your  Defcriptron,  he  is  very 
unfit  for,  a  Parfon, 

Mai.:  Why  fo  I  tell  her,  Sir  ;  and,  in  my  Opinion,  we 
had  better  get  him  a  Place  at  Court. 

Tick .  Ay,  there  indeed  you  are  in  the  right ;  I  don't 
know  but  I  may  be  able  to  ferve  you  there,  if  you'd  en 
deavour  to  put  it  in  my  Power. 

Mai.  As  how,  pray  ? 

Tick.  Why,  Sir,  you  muft  know,  I  (land  One  of  the 
Candidates  for  this  Borough  of  Gotham ;  and  if  you'll  be 
fo  kind  to  give  me  your  own  Vote,  and  engage  your 

.  Friends 
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to  do  the  lame,  I'll  take  care  of  your  Son,  I  pro- 
nife  you. 

Mai.  Ptay  wHat  may  your  Name  be,  Sk  ? 

Tick.  My  Name  is  Tickufr  Sir. 

Mai.  Tkkttp  !   Ah,  Sir,  you  lofe  it  for  a  Wager  with 

u. 
j  Tick.  WhydoycH*  think  fe? 

Mai.  Why,  Sir,  our  Town  has  an  Averfion  for  the  Fa- 
Jiily  of  the  Tickups  ;  it  is  a  Name  very  much  h-ated,  I  af- ' 
"  .jre  you,  aja  I  might  aciv-ife  you,  I'd  change  it  into  Ready 
jtjk,  ha,  ha. 

Tick.  You  are  witty  upon  my  Name,  Mr.  Matte*,  but 
o  Matter  for  that :  what  will  you  lay  I  don't  carry  it  ? 
'11  hold  you  twenty  Guineas  to  one  I  do,  and  you  lhall 
.ipld  Stakes. 

Mai.  By  Meis,  I'll  take  this  Wager,  if  I  never  hold  an 
other,  dcwe,  Sir. 

Ticjt.  Done  ;  there,  there's  twenty  Guineas.       \Pujhes 

'em  to  him. 

Mai  Well,  if  I  mould  lofe  my  Guinea,  Mr.  Tiokup* 
you'll  remember  a  Place  for  my  Son. 

Tick.  That  I  will  indeed,  Mr.  Mallet;  bu-t  then  you 
not  vote  againft  me. 

Mai.  No,  no,  that  I  won't,  I  promife  you ;  but  an  I 
engage  my  Emends,  you  maft  promiie  to  do  a  Kindnefs  cr 
tyo  more  for  me. 

Tick.  Name  'em,  and  command  me. 
,  Mai.  Why  cou'd  not  you  now  get  my  Son,  the  Lawyer, 
made  Lord  Chancellor,  think  you  ? 

Tick.  Can't !  Yes,  and  will  too. 

Mai.  Will  ye  ?  Ay,  pray  you  do — an,  an,  hold,  hold, 
I  have  the  Names  of  all  the  great  Places  in  a  Bit  o'Paper 

fomewhere,  if  I  find  'em,  but 1  took  'em  out  of  the 

prefent  State  of  Gotham, ho  !  here,  here  it  is Ay, 

let  me  fee,-— —yes,  yes, — Lord  Steward,  ay,  Lord  Stew 
ard  !  ay,  that's- a  very  pretty  Poft;  that,  d'you  mark  me, 
1  wou'd  have  for  my  Son  AW — the  Carpenter,  he  under- 
flands  how  to  keep  the  Houfe  in  good  Repair — and  that's 
a  main  Matter,  you  know  ;  his  Majefly  need  give  himfelf 
no  Manner  of  Trouble. 

Tick.  Oh,  that  will  be  a  very  great  Advantage  ;  well, 
I'll  tak<?  care  about  that  too. 

Mai 
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Mai.  And  the  Bookfeller,  I'd  have  him— de  zc  « 
ho !  I'd  have  him  Groom  of  the  Stole. 

Tick.  There  you  are  perfectly  right,  becaufe  he  will 
have  an  Opportunity  to  make  Ufe  of  his  Verfes. 

Mai.  Then  for  my  youngeit  Son  !  What  mun  he  be  ? 
Why,  what  an  you  mould  make  him  Treafurer  now  !  for. 
the  Rogue  always  lov'd  Money.     And  for  my  Daughters 
—I  fancy  they  would  do  raiely  well  for  the  Queen's  Maids 
of  Honour. 

Tick.  Oh,  excellently  well all  this  I  promife  you. 

Mai.  Do  you  truly?— Well,  you  are  a  huge  civil 
Gentleman,  and  fo  my  humble  Service  to  yo— Well,  I'll 

fay  no  more but  an  I  do  not  bring  you  twenty  Votes, 

my  Nance's  not  Mallet,  d'ye  fee,  that's  all,  that's  all — and 
fo,  Sir,  your  Servant,  with  all  my  Heart,  (going.)  Hold  I 
one  Thing  more  I  mull  defire  of  you  —I  have  an  own 
Coufin,  that  is  a  Sailor— —  fuppofe  now  you  mould 
make  him  fomewhat — an  Admiral — or  a  Boatfwain,  or  fo 
d'ye  fee  ? 

Tick.   He  mall  be  one  of  them,  I  promife  you. 

Mai.  Shall  he  in  troth  ? — well,  good  bye  to  you,  and 
thank  you  kindly.  {going. 

Tick.  Mr.  Mallet ',  your  humble  Servant,  oh,  the 

Devil  ! 

Mai.  Methinks  I  love  to  do  Good  in  my  Generation  ; 
tho'  to  fay  Truth,  the  gracelefs  Dog  does  not  deferve  it  j 
but  no  matter  —  as  long  as  you  can  have  it  for  {peaking 
for,  you  know  ? 

Tick.  What  is  it?  Death,  this  Fellow  would  tire  a: 
Porter. 

Mai.  I  have  a  Nephew  fomewhere  or  other,  his  Name 
is  Sam  Slajb,  a  Soldier ;  pray  enquire  him  out,  wol  you, 
and  make  him — ay,  make  a  Corporal,  or  a  Colonel,  or 
fomewhat  of  that,  now, 

Tick.  Well,  well,  this  I  promife  you.  Have  you  any 
Thing  elfe  ? 

Mai.  No,  no,  I  won't  trouble  you  any  more,  not  I — 
your  Servant.  [going. 

Tick.  Give  me  leave  to  wait  of  you  down. 

Mai.  Odfo !  I  had  forgot  my  Wife  Joan,  well  thought 
on  I'faith — (he  would  never  have  forgiven  me,  if  I  had 

not  rwnember'd  her Joan  mult  have  fomewhat,   Mr. 

Tick**. 
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Yickupt  what  can  Joan  have  now,  think  ;    pray  think  a 
little  for  her. 

Tick.  Let  me  fee  —  why,  fuppofe  me  were  made  Oyfter- 
Cracker  to  the  Court  now. 

Mai.  Oyfter-Cracker  !  I  don't  remember  any  fach  Foil 
in  my  Lid. 

Tick.  Oh  !  never  trouble  your  Head  about  that,  thers 
is,  or  mail  be  fuch  a  Port. 

Mai.  Shall  there  !  well,  well,  that  will  do  then  —  but, 
but,  but,  I  doubt  Joan  will  never  be  content  to  live  at 
Court  without  me  -  Can't  you  contrive  fome  fmall  Place 
for  me  too  -  Any  thing  will  fcrve  me  —  I'll  be  fatisfy'd 
with  being  Lord-  Mayor;  I  am  very  model!  in  my  Re- 
quefts,  you  fee  ? 

Tick.  Modeft,  quotha!  ha,  ha,  well,  well,  you  mall  be 
Lord-  May  or. 

Mai.  Well,  wel!,  that's  enough  —  will  you  believe  me, 
Mr.  Tickitp  ?  I  really  love  my  Friends  as  well  as  myfelf— 
why  here's  an  honeft  Pot-Companion  of  mine,  Barnaly 
Brau,  the  Baker  ;  methiriks  I  would  fain  make  his  Fortune 
too  ;  can  you  think  of  nothing  for  him  ? 

Tick.  Honeft  Earnaby  Bran,  the  Baker  !  I  have  a  rare 
Place  for  him. 

Mai.  Have  you  really  now  !  What  is  it,  pray  ? 

Tick.  Why,'  he  mail"  be  -  Mailer  of  the  Rolls. 

Mai.  He  will  be  main  thankful.  What,  h  it  a  Patent 
Place  ?« 

Tick.  Yes,  yes  ;  a  Patent  Place. 

Mai.  And  have  you  any  Thing  for  his  Wife  ? 

Tick.  His  Wife,  ay,   (lie  (hall  have  Pattins  too. 

MaL  Od,    that  will  pleafe  her  Hufband  mainly. 

Tick.  Ay,  me  has  been  a  Clogg  to  him  a  great  while, 
no  Doubt  on't.  [Afide* 

Mai.  Well,  honeft  'Squire,     your  humble  Servant. 

[£*»/. 

Tick.  I'm  glad  I'm  rid  of  him  ;  blefs  me,  if  it  were  in 
my  Power   now  to  keep  my  Word,  what  a   prodigious 
Company  this  Fellow  has  provided  for  !  -  but  thai.ks  to 
Policy,  a  Man  is  not  always  obiig'd  to  keep  his  Word  : 
The  Courtier,  Politician*  and  the  Beauy 
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But  clofely  prefl,  yorfllfind  their  whole  Proceeding, 

tfo  be  no  more  nor  lefs,  than  pure  good  Breeding*         [Exit* 

SCENE    changes  to  the  Mayor  V  Houfi. 

Enter  Mayor  with  a  Letter  in  his  Hand. 
Friendly  drefs'dlike  a  Frenchman. 

May.  Well,  and  how  does  all  pur  Friends  on  t'other 
Side  the  Water,  ha  ?  Well,  I  hope. 

Friend,  Ohfcrt  bien,  Monfietir  Mayor,  and  Monfieur  le 
Chevalier,  be  varey  much  your  humble  Serviteur,  Begar. 

May.  I  am  very  much  his,  I  am  fure — Come,  Monfieur, 
to  the  Fatherlefs  and  Widow.  [Drinks. 

Friend.  Vid  all  mine  Heart,  dat  every  Man  may  have 
his  own,  Begar.  [Drinks. 

May.  Amen,  I  fay but  I  muft  defire  you,  Monfieur, 

to  explain  the  Letter  to  me  ?  My  Daughter  tells  me  it  is 
not  Englijh. 

Friend.  No,  dis  be  French,  Sir. 

May.  French  !  what  has  my  Son  learn'd  French  already ,? 
—  But  what  makes  him  write  French  to  me,  when  he 

knows  that  I  can  neither  write  nor  read  it and  that  no 

Eody  underftands  a  Word  of  French  in  the  Parifh. 

Friend.  Oh,  for  dat  very  Reafon  he  did  write  in  French, 

'  brcaufe  it  be  one  great  Secret,  and  he  knows  me  to  be  de 

very  fedelle  Perfonne,  in  whom  de  grand  Monarchs  in  dis 

Vorld  put    a  der  Confidance :    You   underftand    a  me, 

Monfieur  ? 

Man.  Yes,  yes ;  Oh  Bleffings  on  my  Boy,  he  will  cer 
tainly  raife  his  Family  ?— — a  Secret !  pray  read  it  foftly. 

Friend.  Oh  foftly,  'by  all  Means. Firft,  den,  he  tell 

you  here,  dat  de  Knight  of.de  Dragon  give  his  molt  hum 
ble  Service  to  you,  and  prays  you  to  take  a  de  care  to 
make  de  good  Members  for  him, 

May.  Ay,  ay,  I  will  do  all  that  in  me  lies. 

Friend,  And  for  dat  Purpofe,  you  fhall  receive  one, 
two,  three  hundred  Piftoles,  in  one,  two,  three  Days 
ma  foy. 

May.  Very  well,  very  well ; pray  let  him  know, 

that  the  laft  Money,  that  was  remitted,  has  been  pru 
dently  em  ploy  M  for  the  Chevalier's  Service  :  Our  Parfon 
Blow-Coal  is  right  (lanch ;  he  diilributcd  it,  with  a  ftrift 

Charee 


A  GOTHAM  Ekftlon.  171 

Charge  to  have  Regard  to  the  Church  ;  the  Noife  of  the 
Church,  you  know,  does  much,  Monfieur  ?—— My  Bro 
ther,  Alderman  Credulous,  had  two  hundred  Pounds. 

Frhnd.  Humph  I  well  faid  Parfon  ;  this  News  mall  to 
Sir  Roger  Tru/ty.  (Aftde.)  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Begar,  dat  will  do 
de  Bufinefs  ;  de  Cry  of  de  Church  will  bring  in  de  King 
par  blue  ;  but  one  ting  more,  Monfieur  Mayor y  he  fay  here 
in  dis  Letter,  dat  de  Knight  of  de  Dragon  charge  you 

j-ight  or  wrong,  to  return  de  vat  do  you  call  'em de 

liigh-Church. 

May.  Ay 9  ay,  that  he  may  depend  on ;  oh,  rny  dear 
Boy  !  And  what  is  my  Boy  a  Favourite  abroad,  ha  ?* 

Friend.  Oh,   a  great  Favourite,  I  aflure  you — Den  here 

be  one  ting  more  ; he   prays  you  to  fend  by  me  his 

Sifter  for  de  Education, becaufe  it  be  whifper'd,  dat  if 

defe  .plaguey  Low-Church  get  de  Day,-— dey  vill  make  it 
Treafon  for  any  one  to  fend  der  Children  to  France,  Be 
gar ;  no,  dey  vill  fenddem  for  Education  to  Scotland,  and 
bring  all  de  young  Ladies  to  de  Stool  of  Repentance,  ma 
foy. 

May.  Zounds,  I'd  fend  mine  to  Lapland  fooner,  tho'  { 
am  a  Proteftant  myfelf,  becaufe  I  was  born  fo  d'ye  fee.,; 
yet  I  had  rather  breed  my  Children  at  Rome,,  than  Geneva ; 
Zounds  I  hate  thefe  Whiggiih  Dogs. 

Friend.  Begar  de  Pope  no  love  them  neither ;  dey  be 
dam  Fellows  for  de  Liberty  and  Property;  but  your 
Daughter,  your  Daughter,  Monfieur  Mayor 

May.  She  (hall  along  with  you,  Monfieur her  Aunt 

left  her  five  thoufand  Pounds ; 1  wifh  you  could  per- 

fuade  her  to  turn  Nun  ;  one  Thoufand  would  provide  for 
her  in  the  Nunnery  —and  the  other  four  would  make  my   * 
Son  a  Lord. 

Friend.  Oh  let  de  Prieft  get  her  once,  and  begar  he  vill 
make  her fometing,  I  warrant  you, 

May.  But  which  Way  fhall  I  get  her  over,  fiie'll  never 
confent  to  leave  England \  for  you  muft  know  Ihe  is  plaguey 
low  in  her  Principles  ?' 

Friend.  Me  tell  you  one  Politick 'tis  vine  Ve- 

der !  Afk  her  to  go  vid  you  and  me  to  fee  de  Ship  ciae 
bring  me  hither,  and  ven  (he  be  in  de  Ship  vid  me,  feme4' 
Body  muft  flop  your  going  up  de  Ship,  and  tell  you  dat 
Pay  came  an  Exprefs  for  you  upon  de  grand  BuliEcfs  of 
-  H  2  •  de 
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de  Nation,  ma  Foy  ;  fo  you  leave  us,  vid  de  Promife  t<* 
return  prefently  ;-  -  fo  as  foon  as  you  be  gon,  me  make 
a  de  Mafter  hoift  a  Sail,  and  away  for  Calais,  Begar. 

May.  Excellent  Contrivance  !  —  we'll  about  it  this  Mo 
ment.  -  1  can  but  laugh  to  think  how  I  fhall  choufe  the 
young  Jade  into  her  Happinefs. 

Friend.  And  I  can  but  laugh  to  think  how  you'll  be 
chous'd  out  of  your  Daughter,  if  Luck  favours  me. 


May.  And  pray  tell  my  Son,  I'll  obferve  his  Direction, 
-  -  my  Clerk  fhall  fit  up  all  this  Night  to  write  Con 
veyances  ;  -  I'll  make  twenty  Freeholders  before  Morn 
ing  yet. 

Friend.  As  how.,  pray,  Monfieur  Mayor? 

May.  Oh,  we  have  Ways  and  Means:  Why,  I'll 

undertake,  d'ye  fee,  to  make  four  Votes  out  of  a  Goofe- 
berry-Bufh,  artd  fix  out  of  a  Hog's-Sty  -  - 

Friend.  Begar  dofe  be  de  very  fweet  Votes.          [Exit. 

SCENE    changes  to  the  Street. 

A  Coller  at  work  in  his  Stall  under  an  Ale-houfe. 

Enter  Mr.  Tickup. 

Tick.  Speed  your  Work,  Friend,  '  your  Trade  depends 
upon  good  Husbandry, 

Cob,  Ay,  Matter,  zo't  does,  as  you  zay  ;  but  I  make 
new  Shoes  foraetimes,  as  well  as  mend  old  ones. 

Tick.  Say  you  fol  why  you  mall  be  my  Shoe-  maker— 
if  you'll  do  me  a  fmall  Kindnefs. 

Col.  (Getting  up,  with  Cap  in  Hand.)  What  is  it  Mat 
ter  ?  to  put  a  Stitch  in  your  Shoe,  I  warrant  you  ? 

Tick..  No,  only  to  give  me  your  Vote,  that's  all. 

Cob.  (Sits  down  to  work  again.)  All,  quotha!  why 
that's  all  many  a  Man  has  to  live  on  ;  at  this  Time,  a 
fmall  Kindnefs  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  it  is  a  fmall  Kindnefs,  truly. 

Tick.  What  fay  you,  Friend,  will  you  ? 

Co-j.  I  don't  know,  I  believe  not. 

Tick.  Why  fo,  pray  you  •? 

Cob.  I  can't  tell,  -  mehap  I  may  ;  -  mehap  I  may 
not,  d'ye  fee, 

Tick.  Have  you  prcinii'd  any  body  elfe  ? 

Cob.  Suppofe  J  ha\  e,  —  —  fu^pofe  I  have  not,   what 

then  ? 
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then  ?  Look  yc,  my  Vote's  as  good  as  the  heft  Man's  i'th* 
Parifti,  or  next  Parifh  to't,  that's  a  proud  Word  d'ye  zee  ; 
•——and  I  will  take  care  who  I  gin  to,  zo  I  wol. 

Tick.  Nay,  you  are  in  the  Right  of  that ;  but  no  Man 
fhall  do  more  for  the  Corporation  than  myfelf. 

Cob.  Ay,  ay,  you  all  talk  it  well  affcre  you  get  in  ; — 
bat  you  are  no  fooner  chofe  in,  but  whip  you  are  as 
proud  as  the  Devil,  zo  you  are,  and  a  Man  can't  fpeak 
Truth,  but  you  come  with  your  Candclum  Natum  zous 
upon  us. 

Tick.  Pride  is  the  leaft  Sign  of  a  Gentleman,  and  I 
don't  know  if  I  fhould  not  rather  be  call'd  Rogue,  than  a 
proud  Man. 

Cab.  And  Biehap  he  would  not  lie  that  call'd  you  be  h, 
ia,  ha. 

Tick.  I  am  forry  you  fhould  have  fo  ill  an  Opinion 
of  rne. 

Cob.  Why  are  you  not  proud,  now  ? 

Tick.  I  think  I  may  fafely  fay  I  am  not. 

Cob.  Why  then come  and  kifs  me. 

Tick.  With  all  my  Heart.  [kiJTes  lim. 

Well,  what  think  you  now  ?  will  you  give  me  your 
Vote  yet. 

Cob.  Look  ye,  rare  and  zoftly,— - I  am  not  throwly  za- 
tisfy'd,  whether  I  (hall  give  you  my  Vote  or  not. 

Tick.  I  am  forry  for  that but  if  youT  go  to  the  Ta 
vern,  I'll  give  you  a  Pint  of  Wine,  whether  you'll  give  me 
your  Vote  or  not,  for  I  like  you  for  your  Bluntnefs. 

Cob.  I  dan't  value  your  Wine  of  this  Hog's  BrifUe, 

d'ye  zee; 1  am  an  honeft  Man,  d'ye  zee  ••      and  am 

vor  a  vree  Government ;  I'm  none  of  thofe  that  are  to 

be  brirj*d now  an  you  are  not  proud,  d'ye  zee  —  why 

come  into  my  Stall,  here,  and  Til  give  you  a  Flaggon  of 
Ale. 

T*ick.  Oh,  the  Devil,  that  will-  dirty  all  my  Cloaths : 
(dfide.)  Had  not  we  better  go  into  the  Ale-Houfe  ? 

Cob.  Look  ye  there  now,  did  not  I  zay  you  was  proud? 
No,  Sir,  I  won't  leave  my  Stall ;  thofe  that  are  alham'd 
of  me—why  I  am  alham'd  of  them,  d'ye  zee,  that's  all. 

\Sings  and  marks. 

Tick.  A.  Pox  of  the  unpoliuYd  Blockhead,  I  muft  hu 
mour  him.  [Gat  hers- vp  his  C  'oaths,  and  poet  in* 

H  3  Nay, 
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Nay.  nay,  don't  be  angry 1  only  faid  it,  to  fave  ydtf 

the  Trouble  of  going  for  the  Ale,,  that's  all. 

Cob.  Oh,  1  have  a  Conveniency  for  that.         [Whijllei > 

and  the  Boy  enters. 

Look  you  there,  Sir ;  Sirrah,  bring  me  a  Pot  of  hum 
ming  Ale,  de  you  hear what  are  you  afraid  of  your 

Cloaths  ?  Zblead,  fit  down,  mun,  tho'  I'm  a  poor  Fel 
low,  I've  zitten  by  as  good  as  you  affore  now,  mun. 

[Pulls  him  down  rudely* 

E;;fcr  Boy  with  Drink  on  one  Side,  and  Tolefree,  the  Milhr9 
en  t'other. 

Tick.  Ay,  ay,  Friend,   who  doubts  it. 

Tale.  Hark  ye,  Neighbour  Laflt  will  you  never  have 
done  cabling  my  Shoes  I 

Ccb.  Oh,  Neighbour  Tolcfree,  yon  come  in  the  Nick  j 
why  here's  Neighbour  Tolefree  has  a  Vote  too,  and  he'll 
give  it  ye. 

Tick.'  I  fliall  be  much  oblig'd  to  him,  if  he  will,  pray 
drink  to  him. 

Ccb.  By  and  by,  let  his  Betters  be  ferv'd  before  him, 

my  Servke  to  you,  Sir come  in,  Neighbour  TV^/fo*--^ 

come,  we'll  make  you  Room.  [Drinks; 

Tele.  With  all  my  Heart.  [Gets  in  on  the  other  Side  Tickup. 

Tick.  1  wifh  the  Devil  had  them  both what  a  fins 

Pickle  I  fhall  be  in,  pray  have  a  Care  of  my  Cloaths.. 

Cob.    Cloaths,  nay,  I  hope  I   am  a  better  Common* 

n-ealths-Man  than  to  mind  Cloaths ;  fit  clofe,  Neighbour 

Tolefree,  or  you'll  thruft  me  off  the  Form.         [The  Miller 

hitches  upon  Tickup,  and  makes  his 

Cloaths  all  white. 

Tick.  Thefe  Dogs  have  a  Defign  upon  me,  I  wifh  I  was 
fairly  out ;  Death,  what  a  Coat  is  here  ?  [AJide. 

Tole.  Come,  come,  put  about  the  Pot. 

Tick.  My  Servke  to  you,  Sir,  (drinks)  the  King's 
Health 

Cob.  I  love  the  King— and  fo  kifs  me  agen.  [Claps  his- 
Hands  on  his  Cheeks,  and  pulls  himJo  kifs 
him,  and  leaves  them  all  black. 

Tick.  Confound  the  Rafeal !  how  his  Breath  fUnks  — 
Well,  what  fay  you  flow,  Gentlemen^  will  you  both  give 
me  your  Votes  ? 
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Tele.  Give  you  my  Vote  !  that  will  bring  nb  Grift  to 
my  Mill,  d'ye  fee. 

Cob,  Get  out  and  walk  before  my  Door,  now,  two  or 
three  Turns,  and  I'll  tell  you  more  of  my  Mind. 

Tick.  Death,  he'll  make  me  jump  over  a  Stick  by  and 
by.  [Gets  out  and  walks. 

Well,  what  fay  you  now  ? 

Tole.  You  have  a  plaguy  Hitch  in  your  Pace,  you  learnt 
to  dance  of  fome  Frenchman,  I'm  certain. 

Cob.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  think  that  you'd  think  me  a 
Fool,  if  J  mould  give  you  my  Vote,  now. 

Tick.  How  fo,  pray  ? 

Cob.  How  fo  !  ha,  ha,  ha,  you  that  are  a  fine  bred  Gen-- 

tleman,  here  d'ye  fee yet  can  floop  fo  low,  as  to  ki&, 

and  humour  fuch  a  dirty  Fellow  as  1  am,  purely  to  buy 

my  Vote 1  dan't  know,  d'ye  zee,  but  for  a  good 

round  Sum  you  might  be  prevailed  upon  to  zcll  my  Coun 
try,  ha,  ha,  ha>  ha  :  Look  ye,  I  dan't  like  you  comming 
Sparks— — :you  mould  be  a  little  more  coy,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Tick.  You  are  merry,  Friend. 

Cob.  Not  fo  merry  as  you  think  for,  mehaps- •••'•• -but 
Vriend  me  no  Vriend,  go  troop,  Nouns,  he  looks  like  a 
Jbfuit,  does  he  not,  Neighbour  Tolefree  ? 

Tole.  Pull  off  his  Whore's  Hair,  an  ze  an  he  has  not  a 
bald  Crown. 

Tick.  The  Devil!  they'll  ftrip  me  by  and  by,  I  had 
as  good  walk  off,  for  thefe  are  both  damn'd  Whigs,  I  find 
that. 

Cob.  Ha,  ha,  he's  gone  !  an  he  be  not  a  plaguey  High 
Boy,  I'm  miftaken.  Come  Neighbour  Tolefree,  you  and 
I  will  take  a  Pot  of  Ale  together,  to  Sir  John  Worthy  & 
Health,  you'll  vote  for  him,  wo!  you  not  ? 

T-ffl.  Yes,  that  I  wol for  all  my  Lady  has  been  tam 
pering  with  my  Wife  Margery  and  has  given  her  a  vine 

Silk  Gown,  and  a  huge  high  Head but  I  drefs'd  my 

Dame's  Jacket  for  her,  and  made  her  carry  'em  agen ;  ods- 
fiefh,  we  mould  have  rare  Times,  an  we  were  to  be  rul'd 
by  our  Wives,  you  know,  ha,  ha.  [Exit. 

Enter  dlderman   Credulous- 

Alderman.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  can  but  laugh  to  think  how 
H4  my 
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*r»y  Wife's  Brother,    the   Mayor,    has  -over-reach'd    hts 
Daughter. 

Enter  Sir  Roger  Trufty. 

Sir  Roger.  Mr.  Alderman  Credulous  !  your  moil  humble 
Servant,  Sir,  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  fo  merry;  pray  what 
may  be  the  Occafion  ? 

Aid.  Family  Affairs,  Sir  "Roger  \  my  Brother  has  dif- 
pos'd  of  his  Daughter that's- all. 

Sir  Reg.  Humph  !  not  as  he  expected ;  tho'  I  believe, 
for  her  Advantage,  I  hope.  \AJide. 

Aid.  Ay,  ay,  Sir  Roger,  we  Fathers  know  what's  good 
for  our  Children,  better  than  they  do  themfelves ;  they 
have  nought  to  do  but  to  fubmit  to  our  Pleafures;  paffive 
Obedience  is  as  abfolutely  neceflary  in  our  Wives  and. 
Children,  as  in  Subjects  to  the  Monarch;  is  not  your  O- 
pinion  the  fame,  Sir  Roger  ? 

Sit  Rog.  Yes,  whilft  Hufbands,  Fathers  and  Monarcht 
cxaft  nothing  from  us,  contrary"  to  our  Religion  and  Laws: 
Bat  pray,  Mr.  Alderman^  how  came  you  fo  paffive  ?  I  re- 
member  you  wore  other  Principles  in  Eighty  Eight  — -  this 
is  not  natural,  Alderman. 

Aid.  Eighty-Eight !  that's  a  long  Time  ago  ;  I  know* 
fome  Men  that  have  worn  out  twenty  Sets  of  Principles 
fiuce  Eighty-Eight,  both  Men  of  the  Pvobe,  and  Men  of 
the  Gown. 

Sir  Rog.  More  the  Pity,  Alderman,  I  am  forry  Nature 
did  not  diftlnguifh  Men  of  fuch  Principles  from  the  reft  of 
her  Handywork,  that  we  might  enjoy  her  Gifts  more  am* 
ply,  and  be  more  thankful  for  the  Bleffing.  When  I  re- 
flecl  that  1  am  of  the  fame  Species  with  the  Betrayers  of 
my  Country  (for  fure  that  Crime  is  the  greateft  of  all  o- 
thers)  I  could  almoft  wim  to  wear  any  other  Form  of  the 
Creadon.  Life  is  a  Bleffing,  or  a  Curfe,  according  to  the 
Fame  we  purchafe,  and  he  that  redeems  twenty  of  his 
Fellow  Creatures  from  the  flavilh  Yoke  of  Tyranny,  does 
an  Action  worthy  of  a  Man  that  bears  the  Image  of  his 
Creator,  whilft  he  who  feeks  by  Treachery  to  inflave  his 
Kind,  to  feed  Ambition,  Avarice,  or  Revenge,  is  only 
the  Peft  of  human  Society,  and  ought  to  have  a  Mark 
fet  upon  him,  that  we  might  fhun  him  as  we  would  the 
Plague. 

Aid. 
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Aid.  Ay,  ay,  fo  it  ought  to  be,  Sir  Roger ;  but  I  have 
read  fomewhere, 

Nature  to  Man's  Breaft  has  made  no  Window, 
To  Jbo<w  us  <wbat  they  afl  within  Doors. 
For  my  Parj,  I  am  for  the  Church,  and  my  Country. 

Sir  Rog.  So  am  I ;  their  Interefts  are  infeparable  ;  who 
gives  up  one,  betrays  the  other :  For  my  Part,  I  intend 
to  (land  or  fall  by  both  ;  therefore  I  hope  you'll  do  me  the 
Honour  of  your  Vote,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Aid.  Why  truly,  Sir  Roger*  1  am  pre-engag'd,  I  won't 
tell  a  Lie  for  the  Matter. 

Sir  Rog.  To  who  pray  ? 

Aid.  Why  to  Squire  Tickup. 

Sir  Rog.  Tickup  !  Why  he's  aFellow  not  worth  a  Groat,  • 
and  a  known  Jacobite.. 

Aid.  Nay,  look  ye  as  to  that,  his  Means  and  his  Reli 
gion  is  nothing  to  me ;  let  his  Creditors  take  care  of  one, 
and  our  Parfon  o'th*  t'other ;  for  my  Part,  I'm  for  the 
Church,  as  I  faid  before,  and  would  rather  be  a  Papift  than- 
aPrefbyterian. 

Sir  Rog.  Why*  where's  the  Neceffity  of  your  being  ei 
ther  ?  Come,  come,  there's  a  more  convincing  Argument 
than  what  you  hare  n am 'd — Mr.  Tickup  is  recommended 
by  fome  great  Man  on  whom  you  have  Dependance. 

Aid.  Great  Man  !  Why  yes,  truly,  he  is  a  pretty  large 
Man  ;  and  I  have,  \  truft  Heaven,  very  great  Dependance 
on  what  he  fays :  The  Parfon  of  the  Parifh,  you  know, 
ought  to  be  regarded,  Sir  Roger,  and  he  told  me  that  Mr. 
Tickup  was  a  good  Churchman,  and  pray'd  me  to  vote  for 
him,  and  to  get  all  my  Friends  to  do  tne  fume,  if  I  would 
promote  the  Intereft  of  the  Church. 

Sir  Reg.  Ay,  the  Intereft  of  the  Church  of  Rome,  not 
that  of  England',  why  Til  undertake  to  prove  this  Fc-iJow 
deep  in  the  Intereft  of  young  Perkin,  and  that  he  and  his 
Frjend  zi'Villa  Coumbe,  has  bought  up,  and  fent  for  his 
Service,  more  than  two  thoufand'  Horfes  within  thefe  kft 
four  Years  ;  and  can  fucha  Man  be  a  proper  Perfon  to  rc- 
prefent  you  in  that  auguil  AfTembiy,  where  the  People  t  f 
Gotham  expedl  to  have  thefe  pernicious  Mcafures  redreft  I 

Aid.  Why  I  am  confounded  at  what  you  tell  me. 

Sir  Rog.  I  am  amaz'd  to  find  you  IR  the  Intereft  of  the 
High-Boys,  you  that  are  a  Clothier!  What,  caa  you  be 
H  5  i« 
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giving  up  Trade  to  France,  and  flarving  poor  Wea- 


vers 


Aid.  Trade,  pifh,  pifh,  our  Parfon  fays  that's  only  the 
Whig's  Cant,  and  that  if  the  Bill  of  Commerce  had  pafs'd, 
it  wou'd  have  Been  of  iignal  Service  to  us. 
Sir  Rog.  Which  Way,  I  pray,  Alderman  ? 
Aid.  Nay,  I  never  alk'd  him  that  ;  tho'  not  doubt  but 
he  can  tell  you,  for  he  is  alearn'd  Man,  arid  underftands 
Matters  better  than  I  do. 

Sir  Rag.  It  is  much  to  be  wiih'd  for  the  Honour  of  our 
Religion,  and  the  Safety  of  our  State,  that  thofe  learned 
Men  were  more  induftrious  in  the  Cure  of  Souls,  and  lefs 
bufy  in  Politicks  —  But  come,  come,  Mr.  Alderman? 
there  is  yet  a  Secret  behind  the  Curtain  ;  pray  what  cou'd 
Mr.  fickups  or  any  of  his  Friends  oblige  you  with,  that 
is  not  in  my  Power  to  have  done  ?—  You  and  I  have  been 
good  Friends,  and  if  a  Brace  of  Hundreds  had  been  want 
ing  —  -why,  we  could  have  ferv'd  you  as  well  as  they. 

Aid.  So,  fp,  I  find  whereabouts  you  are  already.  Well,. 
there  is  nothing  kept  a  Secret  in  this  damn'd  Town: 
However,  I  had  not  thofe  two  hundred  Pounds  by  Way  of 
Bribe,  I  affure  you,  Sir  Roger. 

Sir  Rog.  Ha,  ha,  why  then  you  had  two  hundred 
Pounds  ? 

Aid.  Yes,  I  confefs,  Mr.  Blovnoal  our  Parfon  did  give 
me  Bills  for  two  hundred  Pounds,  part  of  a  Sum,  he  faid,. 
that  was  given  him  for  charitable  Ufes,  and  bad  me  dif- 
pofe  of  it  to  proper  Objects,  as  I  thought  fit,  but  not  to- 
bribe  Votes,  I  affure  you. 

Sir  Rog.  No,  no,  no>  no,  'twas  to  build  Churches,  I 
fuppofe,  and  reward  fecret  Merit,  ha,  ha,  ha*  ha  ;  but  I 
am  forry,  for  your  Sake,  that  they  made  their  Payment 
in  Paper  :  -  —  Pray  let  me  fee  thofe  Bills  who- 

are  they  upon  ? 

Aid.  See  them  '.  Ay—  there  they  are,  Sir  Roger. 

[Gives  him  Bills. 

Sir  Rog.  (Looks  on.  ''em.)  Upon  Sir  Charles  Wealthy  ! 
As  I  fufpedlcd  :  -  Why  he  is  a  Bankrupt,  not  ^vorth  a 
Groat,  ha,  ha,  ha  ;  why  you  are  bit,  Alderman!  Blonu- 
toal  has  bit  you,  ha,  ha,  ha  j  Charity,  quotha  !  Yes,  this 
is  Charity  with  a  Vengeanee. 
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Aid.  How  !  Am  I  trick'd  ?  But  you  are  not  hi  Earneft, 
Sir  Roger,  are  you? 

Sir  Rog.  As  certainly  as  that  I  myfelf  loft  five  hundred 
Pound  by  the  fame  Banker :  I  tell  you,  Sir  Charles  Weal 
thy  has  been  gone  off  this  Month. 

Aid.  The  Devil  he  has  !  Odfheart,  I  am  finely  ferv'd  ; 
why,  I'm  out  of  Pocket  the  Lord  knows  what :  Death !  I 
ihall  lofe  all  Patience  ! 

Sir  Rog.  Look  ye,  Mr.  Alderman,  if  you'll  yet  hear 
Reafon,  I'll  make  up  all  this  Matter;  fee  here,  (pulls  out 
&  Purfe)  here's  two  hundred  Guineas  in  thisPurfe;  all 
ready  Cafh,  hang  Paper ;  here's  the  beft  Provifion  for  cha 
ritable  Ufes. Mr.  Alderman  !  hark  how  religioufly  they 

chink;,  what  fay  yon?  Come,  for  once,  ferve  yourfelf 
and  your  Country,  old  Boy, 

Aid.  But  are  you  fure  thofe  Bills  are  not  worth  a  Far 
thing,  Sir  Roger  ?  [Sir  Roger  claps  the  Bills  into  his 
Packets,  and  takes  out  feme  Papers, 
and  tears  'em  in  ft/tall  Pieces. 

Sir  Rog.  Sure  on't,  aye,  as  fure  as  I  am  that  my  Name 

is  Roger  Trufiy, and  thus  I  facrifice  them  to  your  Re- 

fentmentj  Mr.  Alderman,  and  now-  - 

Aid.  Death,  Hell,  and  the  Devil,  I'm  undone 
but  if  I'm  not  reveng'd. » 

Sir  Rag.  (Plays  --with  the  Purfe.)  It  was  a  curfcd  Trick 
indeed  to  affront  an  Alderman  of  a  Corporation  at  this 
Rate, 

Aid.  Give  me  thd  Purfe ;  (Sir  Roger  flaps  it  into  bit  * 
Hand}  and  now,  Sir  Roger,  1  am  yours  ;  if  I  do  not  tit 

Parfon  filoivcoat,  fay  I  am  the  Son  of  a  dead  Cinder. 

I'll  bring  fixteen -Votes,  Sir  Roger;  egad  I'll  overreach 
the  Rogues,  I  warrant  'em  :  This  Purfe  is  a  Pledge  for 
my  Performance.  [Exit.  • 

Sir  Rog.-  And  thefe  Bills  a  Pledge  for  that  Purfe.  Ha, 
ha,  ha,  (takss  out  the  Bills)  I'll  fend  my  Servant  to  re 
ceive  the  Money  immediately;- 1  think  I  have  paid  U.cia 
in  their  own  Coin. 

In  this  at  lafl  -ivs  ha<ve  the  Advantage  got, 
We  gi-ve  the  Treat,  but  they  Jball  pay  the  Shot. 

S  C  E  N  E  Mallet'/  Son's  Houfe. 

Mallet,  bit  Son,  Lady  Worthy,  Goody  Gabble,  Goody  Shaf- 
H  6  low, 
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low,  Sly  and  his  Wife,  and  Midwife  <with  the  Child',  fe* 
wcral  Men  and  We/men  drinking,  as  at  a  Ghrijfning,  a 
Quaker  filling  Wine,  and  a  Putter  playing. 

Enter  Tickup. 

Mallet.  We  began  to  defpair  of  your  Company,  Sir, 
we  have  Chriften'd  the  Child- — -but  we  got  one  to  Hand 
in  your  Place,  'Squire. 

Tick.  Very  well,  I'll  take  the  Charge  upon  me. 

Midwife.  (Preferring  tie  CUM.)  Here's  your  Godfon, 
Sir,  a  fine  thumping  Boy,  he  is  almoil  big  enough  to  alk 
you  Blefling. 

Tick.  A  fine  Child,  indeed (He  takes  the  Child  and 

ki/es  it,  and  gives  it  a  Siher  Cup.)    Here,  Sirrah,  here's 
^  Ccp  fcr  you,  and  befure  you  drink  my  Health  out  of  it 

as  foon  as  you  can  fpeak,  do  you  hear Which  is  the 

Father  ? 

Mai.  This  is  my  Son,  'Squire. 

Sort.  Sir,  you  cio  me  much  Honour. 

Tick.  Sir,  I  wifti  you  much  Joy  of  my  Godfon, — and 
may  your  good  Lady  bring  you  every  Year  fuch  another. 
Wei!,  which  are  the  Godmothers  ?  that  I  may  difcharge 
my  Duty. 

Goody  Sly.  Why,  I  am  erne,  for  want  of  a  better,  Sir. 

Tick.  Say  you  fo  !  Have  at  you  then.  [KiJ/es  her. 

G:  Gab.  And  I'm  t'other,  fweet  'Squire,  " 

Tick.  Gcody  Gabble  ;   (kijjes  her)  nay,  I'm  to  go  round; 

and  you  too,  Mrs.  Midnight ;  kifs  me,  you  old  Jade 

you 

ffiJ;  Well,  well,  you  Gentlemen  are  very  happy  at 

Midnight,  fometimes Old  Jade  !  Not  fo  old  neither, 

but  I  can  have  a  Civility  done  me  by  as  fine  a  Gentlemaa 
as-  your  'Squire's  Worfhip,  I'd  have  you  to  know.. 

Tick*  P'fnaw,  who  difputes  that  ?— Old  Jade  is  my  fa 
vourite  Name  ;  you  muft  know,  egad,  I  love  aft  old  War- 
man 1  would  net  give  a  Fig  for  your  green  Girls,  not  I» 

G.  Sfy.  Ah,  you  are  a  merry  Gentleman He  has.  a 

Breath  as  fwrer  as  a  Cow he  kifles  rarely  well Ro 
ger,  you  fhall  give  this  Gentleman  your  Vote,^^r. 

\_Afide  to  her  Hujhand. 

Ryesr.  So,,  he  has  tickled  her  Fancy  already. 

e  % 
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G.  Sfy.  I  fancy  you  are  a  rare  Dancer,  'Squire ;  pray 
will  you  give  us  a  Jigg  ? 

Tick.  A  Jigg  I  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart,  if  you'll  dance 
with  me,  Dame. 

G.  Sly.  A  lack,  'Squire,  I  can't  dance,  'Squire., 

Tick.  I  warrant  thee,  Dame  : Come,  ftrike  up,  FicU 

ler.  [Hekffisher. 

G.  Sfy.  Nay,  fure  I  mail  not  be  able  to  do  it  with  fuck 
a  vine  Gentleman  as  you.  [?t*y  dance. 

Roger.  (Goes  up  to  his  Wife*)  G«t  home,  you  Beaft,  youi 
wol  ye  ?  A  Plague  o'  your  jiggjng., ,  will  you  ne'er  ha  jig 
ging  enough  h. 

Tick.  I  hope  you  are  not  angry !  Rather  than  difoblige- 
you,  I'll  kifs  your  Wife  no  more. 

G.  Sly.  Look  ye  there  now,  Roger  <  you  are  always, 
doing  Mifchief,  fo  you  are.. 

Lady.  An't  you  afhara'd  ,o£  yourfelf,  Roger  ? 

Roger.  Afliam'dof  niyfelf ;  vor  what,  I  tro  ? 

Lady.  Methinks  you  mould  take  it  as  an  Honour.  ' 

Roger.  What,  vor. him  to  .lie  with  my  Wife  !  Look  ye, 
Madam,  you.  may  keep  that  Honour  for  Sir  John,  an 
you  woll.. 

Lady..  You  faucy  impudent  Rafcal !  Who  do  you  talk 
to,  Sirrah  ? 

G.<  Galr.  Fye, ,  Neighbour-  Sly,  you  ufe  my  Lady  like  a 
common  Woman,  fo  you  do. 

Roger..  Ifc.me's  as  common  as  thofe  that  take  her  Parr, 
Pro  fure  fhe's  common  enough. 

G.  Gab.  Meaning  me, .  Sirrah— — I!ll  make  you.  prove 

your  Words,  you  Rogue  you.: Why  Gregory,  Gregory 

Gabble,  I. fay— do  you, hear  what  this  Rogue  Sly  fays  ? 

[Gregory  is  kijfing  a  Woman. 

See,  fee,  the  Villain  is  minding  his  Pleafures,  when  he 
ihould  be  vindicating  his  Wife ;  —  but  Til  fwinge  you,  — 
Til  cool  your  Courage  when  Lget  you  at  home,  I  will 
fo ^Clapping  her  Hands* 

Lady.  This  Rafcal,  Sfy,  was  againft  the  Peace,  I  re 
member  it  well and  I'll  have  you  hang'd  for't,  I  will-, 

yx)u  Pantile  Monfter.. 

Roger.  Nay,  when  fuch  as  you  talk  of  Peace,  we  know 
the  Devil  is  beating  up  for  Volunteers,  ha,  ha. 

Tick.  Prithee,  my  dear  Life,  don't  put  thyfelf  into  a 

Paffion. 


Paffion.— — Mr.  Sly* I  alk  your  Pardon,  if  I  have  given 
you  any  Offence* 

Roger.  I  am  no  Pope,  Sir; but  I  ha  done. 

Mai.  Why  that's  well  faid     •    my  Neighbour  Sly's  an 
honcfl  Man,  he  takes  nothing  ill,  1 11  fay  that  for  him,  - 
Pray,  Mr.  Tickup,  drink  to  my  Neighbour  Sly. 

Tick.  I  fill'd  the  Gkfs  for  the  fame  Purpofe.  Mr.  % 
my  hearty  Service  to  you.  [Drinks. 

Roger.  Don't  Matter  me,  Sir,      •   I'm  but  a  poor  Man  j  . 
my  Name  is  Roger  Sly,  d'ye  fee,  -that's  all. 

Mai.  (To  the  Quaker.)  Neighbour  Scruple,  will  you  do 
me  the  Favour  to  give  tins  honert  Gentleman  your  Vote  .? 

Scruple.   Verily,    Neighbour  Mallet, 1  do   think  I " 

ihall  not  do  it. 

Mai.  Why  fo ••? 

Scru.  Am  I  oblig'd  to  give  thee  my  Reafons? 

Mai.  No,  not  oblig'd,  but  I  would  be  glad  to  know 
them. 

Sent.*-  Why  then' thou  malt  know  them.     Between  the 
and  me,  Neighbour  Mallet,  I  do  not  take  him  for  an  ho 
neft  Man. 

Lady.  Not  an  honeft  Man  !  Why  what  can  you  fay  a- 

gainft  his  Hohelty  ? -He's'  none  of  your  canting  Con--- 

gregation,  that's  all. 

Scs*u*  I  did  riot  direcl  my  Difcourfe  to  thee  ;  and  I  wou'd 
adviie  thee  not  to  put  thyfelf  into  a  Paffion,  it  will  much 

diforder  thy  outward  Woman and  make  thy  Lovers 

lefs  defiring. 

Lady.  My  Lovers !  Goodman  Goofe-crown,  who  told 
you  that  I  had  Lpvers,  ha?  Goodman  Mallet,  why  do 
you  let  your  Son  take  Wine  of  this  old  canting  Villain-, 
when  there  is  ten  times'  better,  either  at  the  Pope's  Head, 
—or  the  .Devil  ? 

Scru.  Yea,  verily,  I  do  perceive  that  thou  art  much  in 
thelntereft  of  thofe  twA-th«  thou  hafi  nam'd,  by  thy  Lan 
guage  and  thy  Actions.  • 

Lady.  And  what  are  you  in  the  Intereft  of,  Sirrah  ? — 
Not  of  your  Country,*-you,  you>.  yotr^Spawn  of  old 

Noll,  you ^Here,  Fidler,  play  me  the  'Tune  of,  The 

Kincr  Jball  enjoy  his  own  again-. 

Sly.  Ay,  let  'en,  let  'en  an  he  dares ;  'zbud  I  ha'  no  Pa- 
pifts  Tunes  play'd  where  I  am;  play  Lillibullera,  you 
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Lady.  You  won't  have  no  Papifts  Tunes !  Sirrah,  play 
what  I  bad  you. 

4$"^.  Wounds,  play  what  I  bad  ye,  ye  Dog,  or  I'll 
break  your  Fiddle  about  your  Ears.  [He plays  LilUbulkra. 

Lady.  You  Prefbyterian  Son  of  a  Conventicle,  how  dare 
you  contradict  mer.  Sirrah  ?  [Strikes  him  on  the  Face,  and 

makes  bis  Nofe  bleed. 

G.  Sty.  Murder,  Murder,  my  Hufband's  all  of  a  gpre; 
Blood  ;  ah,  you  are  a  good  one  to  ftrike  a  Man,  I  war- 
pant  ye. 

Lady.  I'll  murder  you,  yoi*  dirtyr  draggle-tail'd'Slut ; 
take  that  Hufwife.     [Strifes  Goody  Sly,  and  makes  her  Nofe 
bleed',  Jhe  blows  it  into  her  Hand, 
,,    4  and  Jho<ws  it,  crying. 

G.  Sfy.  See,  fee  here,  fee  here,  how  they  begin  to  fpill' 
Proteflant  Blood  already  ;  oh  you  Papift  Devil,  you  ; 
ay,  this  is  what  you  wou'd  be  at. 

Sly.  Zounds,  if  me  carries  this  off,  — I'll  be  hang'd  a- 
live  ;  P1I  drefs  her  down,  I  warrant  her,  an  me  be  for 
fighting.  [Offers  tojirip  ;  they  hold  him. 

Mai.  O  fie,  is  me  not  a  Woman  ? 

Sly.  Nay,  afk  her  Spark  there,  he  knows  beft,  or  he's 
foully  bely'd  on — A  Woman !  a  fhamelefs  Beaft  is  Ihe  ! 

Ti.:k.  Let  me  perfuade  your  Ladyfrrip  to  leave  the 
Room.  [dl/tde  to  the  Lady. 

Lady.  No,  I'll  have  the  Blood,  the  Blood,  the  Blood  of 
thefe  confounded  Whigifii  Dogs.  [Stamps  and  tears. 

Tick.  Indeed  you'll  ruin  the  Deiign  by  thefe  PafEons ; 
did  not  I  intend  to  crufh  them  a-more  effectual  Way  ?  You 
fhou'd  fee  how  we  wou'd  ufe  them  now;  but  we  mult 
bear  with  their  Saucinefs  now,  if  we  ,  expect  to  gain  our 

Ends ; you  will  by  thefe  Meafares  fright  'em  all  into 

your  Hufband's  Intereft. 

Lady.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  well,  well,  that  Thought  has  cool'd 

me,  and  I'll  retire  to  your  Lodgings,  make  what  Hafte 

you  can  after  me,  where  we  will  meditate  on  Revenge  to 

come.  [Exit. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  The  Mayor  is  gone  to  the  Hall,  Sir,  and  the  E- 
lection  is  begun. 

Tick.   Well,  Gentlemen,  I  hope  you'l  give  me  your 

Votes ; 
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Votes ;  none'mall  do  more  for  your  Town  than  I  will,  Iv 
proraife  you.  [Exit. 

Ser".  Here's  a  Letter  for  you,  Mr.  Scruple,  from  your 
Wine  Merchant,  Moniieur  Traffick,  the  Man  fays. 

[Gives  Scruple  a  Letter. 

Sfru.  (Reads.)  I  jhould  take  It  as  a  particular  Favour t  if 
you  rwou'd  give  Mr.  Tick  up  your  Vote,  <iuko  is  now  with  • 
you  in  Gotham ;  be  is  an  honed  Gentleman,  I  ajfareyou.—* 
Yes,  .it  wouJd  be  a  very  particular  Favour,  truly. 

Mul.  What  wou'd,  Mr.  Scruple  ? 

Scru.  Why  thou  muft  know*  that  this  Letter  comes 
from  a  Frenchman,  to  direct  my  Vote  for  a  Member  in  an 
Englijh  Senate,  ha,  ha. 

Mai.  Perhaps  there  may  be  no- harm  in  it, ,  the  Gentle 
man  might  mean  it  well. 

Scru..  Yea,  he  doth  mean  it  well  Tor  himfelf,  no  doubt 

on't ;  but  he  doth  not  mean  it  well  for  me But  come, 

let  us  to  the  Hall,  Neighbours. 

Mai.  Ay,  ay,  to  the  Hall,  and  aft  as  Confcience,  or 
our  Intereft  leads. ,  [Exeunt. . 

SCENE  changes  to  tbe  Street. 
Enter  Friendly  end  Lucy. . 

Friend.  I  hope  you  are  convinc'd,  Madam,  of  your  Fa 
ther's  Principle,  and  what  you  muft  have  fuffer'd  from  it, 
if  J  had  been  really  what  Lam  reprefented. 

Lucy.  I  do  believe  the  Defign  you  fpeak  of  ^  a  Nunnery !' 
Heaven  !  I  fhudder  at  the  Thought, 

Friend.  Ay ;  where  fwarms  of  Nuns  and  Priefts  daily 
curfe  your  Country, -by  Bell,  Jtw£t  and  Candle,  where  you.- 
muft  have  been  taught  to  pray  for  its  Deftru&ion  too. 

Lucy.  No !  Had  I  been  trapan'd  to  that  curfed  Place,  ', 
tho'  but  a  poor   defencelefs   Maid  alone;    yet  Jrd  have 
mown  'em  a  true  Eritijb  Soul,  and  dy'd  before  I  wou'ti  ; 
have  chang'd  my  Faith. 

Friend.  Well  faid,  Madam  ;  but  to  the  Point — you  will 
not  fure  return  to  your  Father,  and^put  it  in  hi&  Power  to, 
betray  you  a  -fecond  Time  ?. 

Lucy.  No,  that  ,1  won't. 

Friend.  May -I  not  hope  fome  Share  in  ypurEfteemJ1 

Lucy.  No  whining.  Love,  I'm  noi  to  be  caught  that , 
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Way ;—  this  Day  I  am  of  Age,  and  I  chufe  you  for  my 

Guardian, *and  if  you  can  bring  me  unqueftionable 

Proofs  of  your  being  an  honed  Man ;  —  that  you  have  al 
ways  been  a  Lover  of  your  Country ;  —  a  true  Aflertor  of 
her  Laws  and  Privileges ;  and  that  you'd  fpend  every  Shil 
ling  of  my  Portion,  in  Defence  of  Liberty  and  Property, 
againft  Perkin  and  the  Pope,  I'll  fign,  feal,  and  deliver 
jnyfelf  into  your  Hands  the  next  Hour. 

Friend.  If  I  do  not  this,  may  I  meet  the  Fate  which 
every  Traytor  to  his  Land  deferves,  my  charming  He 
roine  !  [A  Neife  of  a  Mob  without,  crying,  ^  Tickup, 
a  Tick  up ;  A  Worthy,  a  Worthy  ;  4 
Trufty,  a  Trufty. 

Lucy.  The  Election  is  begun  ;  where  mall  I  ftay  con- 
ceal'd ! 

Friend.  At  my  Lodgings,  Madam,  where  you  mail 
quickly  have  the  Proof  that  you  demand,  to  make  my 
Happinefs  compleat. 

Enter  Mob  with  their  Candidates  at  the  Head  of  each  Party, 
one  bearing  a  Pope,  and  wooden  Shoes,  with  Wool  in  their- 
Hats ;  the  other  a  Tub,  with  a  Woman  Preacher  in  it,  and 
Laurel  in  their  Hats ;  crying  on  one  Side,  A  Tickup,  a 
Tickup ;  on  the  other,  A  Worthy,  a  Worthy,  huzza. 

Ben  Blunt.  No  Pope,  no  Perkin ;  a  Worthy,  a  Worthy. 
Tim.  Shal.   No  Tub-preaching;  no  Liberty  and  Pro 
perty  Men. 

Gr.  Gab.  A  Tickup,  a  Tickup,  a  Tickup. 
Ben.  Blunt:  No  Fire  and  Faggot ; —  no  wooden  Slices ; 
no  Trade-Sellers  ;  a  Low  Bow,  a  Low  Bow. 

Tim.  Shal.  Z'blead  !  who  made  you  a  Politician,  in  the 
Devil's  Name  ?         [Knocks  him  down ;  Blunt  gets  up  and 
collars  him,  and  pulls  him  down,  and 
gets  on  him,  and  boxes  him :  Half  a 
Score  more  falls  together  by  the  Ears. 
Gr.  Gab.  Down  with  'em,  down  with  'em. 
Rog.  Sly.    Nay,  an  you're  for  that  Sport,  have  at  ye : 
No  Pope ;  no  Perkin ;  knock  'em  down ;  down  with  the 

Dogs;  down  with  their  Champion down  with  that 

frenchify'd  Dog,  Tickup :  No  High  Boy  ;  no  High  Boy. 

Shal.  No  Worthy,  no  Worthy ;  a  High  Boy,  a  High 
Boy.  [Exeunt  fghtin^ 

Enter 
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Enter  Mr.  Scoredouble,  Friendly,  and  Lucy. 

Score*  I  wifh  you  much  Joy  with  all  my  Heart,  Madam, 
you  are  the  nineteenth  Bride'l  have  been  Father  to,  and  I 
never  gave  one  to  an  honefter  Man  hi  nvy  Life, I'll  zsy  tha* 
for  him. 

Friend.  I  thank  you,  Landlord -And  ifi  fhall  be  my 

conftant  Study  to  make  you  happy,  Madam,  and  by  my 
future  Adlons  convince  you,  that  you  have  not  cbofe 
amifs.  [To  Tbvsty.1 

Lucy.  I  cannot  be  unhappy,  if  yonr  Conduct  anfwert 
your  Crrara&er ;  a  moderate  Man,  from  a  true  innate  Prin 
ciple  of  Virtue,  fcorns  to  betray  even  his  Enemies,  much 
lefs  his  Country  or  Faith.  \A  great  Shout  *joithin. 

Enter  Mil,  bearing  the  chdfen  Mein&er  on  Plies,  iiraGheiir> 
hitKKaittg  crofs  the-  Siage* 

The  "Mayor  following* 

Mayer.  I  fay  It  Is  arf  ufi&ir  Eleaion,  and  III  refiirn  Mr. 
Ticfap.— Hk  !  What  do  I  fee  ? 

Frittftf.  YourSotf  and  D'atrghtcr,  Sir,  if  you  pleaU  ta' 
give"  US  your  Bleffifig.  [Kneels, 

Mayor.  The  Devil!  Down-right  %ngbjk>  Sirrah;  I'll 
have  you  laid  rjy  the  Heels,  for  a  Cheat. 

Lucy.  Then  he'Jl  recriminate,  my  dear  Father,  and,  ten. 
to  one,  tell  how  powerfully  the  Promife  of  Fretick  Piftok^ 
fway'd  your  Confcience,  h#,  ha; 

Mayor.  There's  a  Jade,  now;  Zound?,  that  ever  I  be 
got  her.  Hufwife,  if  you  are  married  to  that  rafcallyv 
cheating,  canting  Low  Boy — may— Hell  confound  you 
both.  [Exit. 

Friend*  Ha,  ha,  ha>  mind  not  his  Curfes,  my  dear  Lucy,. 
I'll' be  both  a  Father  and  a  Hufband  to  thee. 

Lucy.  I  do  believe  you,  and1  thank  you  for  this  Delive 
rance;  for  if  I  had  efcap'd  a  Nunnery,  ten  to  one  bttt  I 
had  been  thrown  into  the  Arms  of  fome  of  my  Father'* 
Principle,  and  that  wou'd  have  been  as  bad. 

This  is  my  Maxim*  in  a  marry* d  Life, 

Who  bates  bis  Country,  ne'er  can  love  hit  Wife. 
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ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

Pifalto,  W  Inis. 


H,  /»/j  /  My  Indifpofition  is  not  to  be 
cur'd. 

In's.  Not  without  applying  the  pro 
per  Medicine,  I  grant  ye.  —  Well,  had 
I  fuch  a  Confeflbr  as  Father  Bernardo 
—I  fay  no  more  —  but  I  fancy  nothing  wou'd  trouble  my 
Confcience  long. 

Lady.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Inis.  My  Meaning  depends  upon  yours,  Madam  ;  pray 
what  do  you  mean  by  painting  Father  Bernardo's  Figure 
*in  every  Room  in  the  Houfe,  at  your  Bed's-head,  your 
Toilet,  at  the  Bottom  of  your  Crucifix,  at  every  Corner 
of  your  Handkerchief,  nay,  upon  your  very  Fan  too,  as 
if  the  good  Father,  like  the  Traveller  in  the  Fable, 
cou'd  heat  and  cool  at  once  ? 

Lady.  Is  there  any  harm  in  wearing  a  good  Man's  Pic 
ture  r  Is  he  «ot  one  of  the  Pillars  of  our  Church  ?  Emi 
nent  for  declaiming  againft  Herefy  and  Schifm,  and  fain 
wou'd  reconcile  the  World  to  Rome's  pure  Religion  ?  Oh, 
they  are  bleft  that  he  converts  ;  happy  the  Pair,  who  e'er 
they  be,  that  are  in  Wedlock  join'd  by  him.  Wou'd  I 
had  been  one  of  thofe. 

Inis.  If  the  good  Father  has  this  healing  Art,  why  are 
you  uneafy  ?  A  little  of  his  comfortable  Confolation  wou'd 
revive  the  Colour  in  thofe  Cheeks,  and  give  great  Satif- 

faftion 
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faction  to  your  Mind,  or  I  have  loft  my  Judgment,  and  I 
don't  ufe  to  be  out  in  my  Guefs,  where  Love's-  the 
Riddle. 

Lady.  Well,  fince  thou  haft  hit  my  Diftemper  fo  exa&- 
ly,  Girl,  I'll  confefs  ingenuoufly  to  thee,  I  do  love  Father 
Bernardo  to  Diftra&ion ;  but  how  to  difcover  my  Paflion, 
or  what  Reception  it  may  meet  with  when  difcovei-'d,  is 
that  which  racks  me. 

Inis.  A  kind  one  I  warrant  you,  Madam:  For  tho* 
Priefts  are  forbid  to  marry,  as  a  mortal  Sin,  Fornication 
was  never  reckon'd  more  that  Venial ;  and  for  a  Difco- 
very,  whilft  there's  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper  in  the  World,  a 
Woman  can  never  be  at  a  Lofs  to  tell  her  Mind.  Write 
to  him,  Madam,  write  to  him. 

Lady.  But  who  mall  carry  it  ? 

Inis.  Your  Irijh  Footman ;  he's  a  fimple,  honeft  Fel 
low,  and  may  eafily  be  manag'd  ;  do  you  write  your 
Letter,  Madam,  and  I'll  give  him  Inftruclions  in  the  mean 
Tim*. 

Lady.  I'll  do  it  this  Minute.  [Exit  Lady. 

[Inis  goes  to  the  Door  and  calls  Teague. 

Enter  Teague. 

Teague.  Well,  Mrs.  Inis\  What  Commands  have  you 
for  Teague  now  ? 

Inis.  Do  you  think  you  can  do  a  MeiTage  cunningly, 
Teague  ? 

Teague.  Cunningly !  Yes,  Faith,  we  are  all  fo  cunning 
now — What  for  a  Meffage  is  it  ? 

Inis.  It  is  a  Letter  for  Father  Bernardo  at  the  Convent 
of  St.  Francis !  if  you  do  it  handfomely,  a  Moidore  is 
your  Reward ;  do  you  hear,  but  if  you  make  any  Mif- 

Teague.  Hub,  bub,  >bub,  bu,  Miftake  !  No  Faith  won't 
I,  Arra !  An  will  you  be  after  giving  me  the  Moidore  in 
deed,  and  by  my  Shoul  now  ? 

Inis.  Upon  Honour, 

Teague.  Arra,  fay  no  more  now  I  will  be  here  agen 
in  a  Quarter  of  an  Hour.  [Going. 

Inis.  But  you  muliftay  for  the  Letter,  Teague. 

Teague.  No,  no,  *us  no  Matter  j  I  have  a  very  clean 

Lettej 


A  WIFE  well  Managed.          191 

Letter  in  ray  Pocket  which  will  do  very  well,  upon  my 
Shoul,  (going)  and  fave  Time,  yes  Faith  will  it. 

Inis.  Ha,  ha ;  no,  no,  Teague,  that  won't  do ;  come 
along  with  me,  and  I'll  give  you  the  Letter ;  bat  if  you 
ihou'd  meet  my  Matter,  Don  Pifalto,  not  a  Word  of  the 
Letter  for  your  Life — And  I  charge  you  to  give  it  into  no 
Hands  but  the  Prieft's,  and  bring  me  an  Anfwer,  and 
then  the  Moidore  is  your  own, 

Teague.  Faith  will  I. [Exeunt. 

}-  •"'  ••.>  •• 

Re-enter  Teague  with  the  Letter. 

league.  Arra,  'pon  my  Shoul,  I  have  forgot  this  plaguy 
Prieil's  Name— ^- Yes,  Faith  have  I  -  Father  Bom,  Bom, 

Bom By  St.  Patrick  I  don't  know  who  to  afk  for  now 

—Arra,  What  (hall  I  dor— —Who  the  Devil  fliall  I  get 
to  read  the  Outfide  of  this  Letter  now  ? 


Enter  Don  Pifalto  behind  iiqi,  and  looks  over  his  Shoulder 
on  the  Letter. 

Don  Pif.  For  Father  Bernardo. 

Teague.  Oh,  'pon  my  Shoul  vation  dat  is  the  Name  now. 

[Turns  quick  upon  Don  Pifalto. 

Ha,  my  Maiftre  !  What  mall  I  fay  now  ?  \Afide. 

Don  Pif.  Whither  are  you  going  with  that  Letter,  Sir 
rah  ?  It  is  my  Wife's  Hand.  \Jfide. 

Teague.  Ha,  ha,  'pon  my  Shoul,  a  very  good  Jeft  ;  firit 
reads  the  Direction,  and  then  aflcs  me  whither  it  goes. 

Don  Pif.  It  may  not  prove  fo  good  a  Jeft  as  you  think, 
Sirrah  — — Who  gave  you  that  Letter  ? 

Teague.  Arra,  Maiftre,  you  are  very  uncivil  now  to  en 
quire  into  other  Folks  Bufmefs,  fo  you  are;  yes  Faith 
are  you. 

Don  Pif.  I  mail  be  fo  very  uncivil  to  break  your  Head, 
'Rafcal,  if  you  don't  anfwer  me  to  the  Purpofe ;  give  me 
the  Letter,  you  Dog  you. 

Teague.  Faith  won't  I-r^-That's  the  Way  to  lofe  the 
.Moidore,  which  I  am  to  have  for  carrying  it. 

Don  Pif.  A  Moidore  for  carrying  it!  Sure  the  Bufinefs 
jnu'ft  be  very  urgent,  when  the  Poftage  is  fo  dear.  Give 
it  me,  I  fay,  or,  or,  [Lays  bis  Hand  to  his  S<worJ. 

Teague.  No,  'pon  my  Shoul  won't  \. 

Don  Pif.  Won't  you,  Sirrah  ?         [Draws  and  beats  him. 
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'  Teagui.  Arra,  take  the  Letter,  ff  "brwos  it  down.)  Pox 
upon  me,  if  1  don't  wifh  the  Devil  had  you  both,  yes 
Faith  do  I ;  for  poor  league  lofes  his  Moidore  now,  and 
Mrs.  lots  will  never  fend  me  of  no  more  Arrands,  no 
Faith  won't  me, 

Don  Pif.  Inisj  ho  !  Did  ihe  give  it  you  ?• —      [Opens  it. 

Yeague.  Yes,  indeed  now  ;  and  I  believe  there  is  fome 
very  great  Sin  in  the  Letter  .now,  that  the  good  Father  was 
to  fend  his  Pardon  for,  fo  I  do. 

Don  Pif.  Monftrous !  What  do  I  fee  ?  Yes,  here  is  a 
Sin  with  a  Witnefs — (Reads)  "  Dear  Father,  you'll  for- 
*'  give  me  when  I  tell  you,  that  the  more  I  fee  you,  the 
"  more  I  hate  my  Hufband ;  ('very  fine)  and  the  more  I 
"  pray  againft  Temptation,  the  more  powerfully  my  In- 
'*  clinations  plead  in  your  Behalf  (furies  and  Diftraftion) . 

««  1  implore   your  charitable  Affiftance   to   conquer 

**  this  unruly  Sin — (Test  /'//  kelp  you  with  a  Vengeance  to 
«'  you) — —Nothing  but  your  Company  can  prolong  the 
«  Life  of  Flora."  (Say  you  >,  Miftrefs  ?)  Very  well. 
Inis  gave  you  this  Letter,  you  fay  ? 

league.  Yes,  Faith  did  me— Arra  dear  honny  Mailtre  ; 
an  you  have  don  with  the  Letter  give  it  me  now,  that  I 
may  carry  it  to  the  good  Father,  what  de  ye  call  him,  or 
I  mall  lofe  .the  Moidore,  yes  Faith  mall  I. 

Don  Pif.  Ha  !  A  lucky  Thought  comes  into  my  Head, 
and  this  Fellow's  Simplicity  is  of  Ufe. :  Hark  ye,  Teagut -, 
come  you  along  with  me,  1  am  acquainted  with  Father 
Bernardo*  I'll  procure  you  an  Aofwer  to  this  Latter — It 
is  as  you  fay,  a  Letter  of  Confeflion,  and  I  believe  Inis 
might  not  perform  Articles  with  you,  if  ihe  knew  I  had 
feen  it ;  but  take  you  no  Notice  of  that,  dp  you  hear— 
And  there  is  two  Moidores  for  you,  Sirrah.  [Exit. 

Teague.  Oh,  by  my  Shoul  Teague  isydum— — -Now  I 
fhall  have  three  Moidores ;  Faith,  tins  is  a  lucky  Beating 
for  poor  Teague ;  now  will  I  drink  St.  Patrick's  Health  till 
J  am  as  red  as  a  Potato,  yes  Faith  will  I.  [Exit. 

Enter  Father  Bernardo. 
Bern,    I  have  had  very  odd  Dreams  to  Night ;  me- 

.thought  I  w.as  in  Bed  with  Lady  Pifalto Ah,  wou'd  it 

was  true,  for  fhe  is  a  charming  Woman ;  by  St.  &nhor.y 
J  never  heard  her  Confeffioji,  but  my  Virtue  is  much  flag- 
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ger'd;  the  Flefh  and  Spirit  hold  ftrong  Contention  i.  oh, 
flic's  a  delicious  Morfel. 

Enter  Don  Pifalto. 

Ha !  Her  Hufband,  I  hope  did  not  overhear  me. 

Don  Pif,  So,  I  have  difpatch'd  the  Irijbman.  Ha !  Fa 
ther  Bernardo*  well  met ;  I  was  going  to  your  Convent ; 
I  have  a  Favour  to  afk  of  you. 

Bern.  You  command  me,  Senior  Pifaho,  pray  what 
is  it  ? 

Don  Pif.  Why,  I  muft  defire  you  to  procure  me  a  Habit 
of  your  Order  for  an  Hour  or  two. 

Btrn.  I  hope  you  have  no  Enterprise  in  View,  that  may 
fcandalize  the  Priefthood. 

Don  Pif.  Fie,  fie,  does  a  Man  of  my  Years  give  yoa 
Room  for  Sufpicion-?  Befides,  I  am  a  married  Man  you 
know. 

Bern.  And  to  the  moft  beautiful  Lady  iu  Mcuirid— — 
A  religious,  virtuous  Lady :  Ah,  you  are  a  happy  Maiv 
Sei.ior. 

Den  Pif.  A  Curfe  on  the  Happinefs — Her  Virtue,  and 
your  Sandity,  Futher,  might  have  begot  a  Monfter,  call'd 
a  Cuckold,  if  Fortune  had  not  flung  me  in  the  Way  t» 
prevent  it. 

Bern.  What  fay  you,  Senior? 
Don  Pif.  I  fay  t  am  contented,  Father. 
Bern.  Contented  !  Why  another  Man  wouM  be  tratir- 
ported,  ravifh'd,  nay  almoft  guilty  of  Idolatry. 

Don  PiJ.  Humph !  There  would  have  been  fine  Work 
if  they  had  come  together ;  oh,  thetc  Priefts  are  full  of 
Abftinence,  and  Piety  !  (Aftds)  If  you'll  oblige  me  with 
a  Habit,  let  it  be  immediately,  and  I  fhou'd  be  proud  if 
you'd  give  me  your  Company  this  Evening  to  fup  with  my 
Wife  and  I ;  I'll  affure  you,  Father,  (he  has  a  profound 
Refpeft  for  you. 

Bern.  I  am  much  oblig'd  to  her,  Senior ;  I'll  not  fail  to 
accept  your  kind  Invitation  :  Come  along  with  me,  and 

I'll  give  you  the  Habit A  profound  Refpeft  for  me— 

Oh,  that  it  were  Love.  \Afide. 

Don  Pif.  I'll  fend  for  them   this  Minute,  Father;  but 

I  now 
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now  I  muft  pay  a  Vifit  to  my  virtuous  Wife,  and  fee  how 

fhe  bears  her  Expectation. 

'Mmongft  all  the  Ills  which  clog  this  mortal  Life, 

The  mcjl  accurjly  and  <verieft  Plague  is  Wife.  [Exit. 

SCENE     Changes. 
Enter  Lady  reading  a  Letter  ;  \nis  following. 

Lady.  He  has  anfwer'd  me  as  I  could  wifh Dear, 

dear  /»//,  how  lhall  I  reward  thee  ?  Take  that  in  Earnefl 
of  my  future  Kindnefs:  He  fays  he  will  come  in  the  Twi 
light,  which  will  foon  be  here,  tho'  not  fo  foon  as  I 

cou'd  wifh  it  : He  defires,  for  Reafons  which  he  will 

give  me,  he  fays,  to  be  admitted  in  the  Dark,  which 
Caution  does  not  difpleafe  me,  iince  it  will  prevent  the 
Confufion  I  fliou'd  be  in  after  fuch  a  Declaration. — 

Inis.  He  did  that  on  purpofe,  Madam ;  he  is  a  true  Ca 
valier,  and  underlhinds  his  Bufinefs  to  a  Hair ;  he  knows 
Darknefs  is  neceflary  upon  thefe  Occafions  ;  it  prevents 
a  Lady's  Blulhcs. — Ods  heart,  Madam,  here's  my  Lord, 
I  hear  him  cough. 

Lady.  Oh  mifchievous  Minute! Here,  here,  run 

down  the  back  Stairs,  and  burn  that  Letter  immediately. 

[Exit  Inis. 
I'll  to  my  Book.  [Sits  down^  and  takes  up  a  Book. 

Enter  Don  Pifalto. 

Don  Pif.  There  fhe  fits — as  if  me  knew  nothing. of  the 
Matter, — a  Cockatrice  ;  —  What  always  at  thy  Devotion, 
Figgup? 

Lady.  How  can  I  pafs  my  Time  better  in  your  Ab- 
fence,  Pud  fey  ?  Were  it  not  for  thefe  good  Books,  I 
fhou'd  be  very  melancholy,  when  you  are  from  me,  Pud  fey. 

Den  Pif.  Hell  confound  her  for  a  diftembling  Witch. 

{Afide. 

Lady.  What  ails  my  Pudfey  ?  You  look  out  of  Humour 
with  your  novvn  Figgup  :  What  have  I  done,  ha  ? 

Den  Pif.  Nothing  yet,  I  hope ;  —but  that's  no  Fault 
»>f  her's.  :-..v/^  ij 

Lady.  Nay,  what  are  you  ftudying  for,  Pud,  ha ! 

Don  Pif.  Why  if  you  muft  know,  little  Figgey, — then 
I'll  tell  thee ;  Don  Cammary  lays  claim  to  Part  of  that  Ef- 

tate 
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tate  I  bought  laft  Year,  and  I  muft  beoblig'd  to  leave  my 
dear  Figgup  for  two  or  three  Hours  this  Evening,  in  Or 
der  to  confult  my  Lawyers  about  that  Matter,  that's  all, 
Figgey  :—  -And  I  was  afraid  thou  mould'il  take  it  ill  ef 
thy  nown  Pud. 

Lady.  Lucky  beyond  Expreflion.  (Afide.)  No,  no,  Pud, 
I  am  not  fo  unreafonable  neither  ;  -  1  can  divert  myfelf 
with  my  Books  till  thy  Return  -  But  do  Puddey  _  . 
make  all  the  Hafte  you  can  to  your  nown  Figgup.  — 

Don  Pif.  Ay,  ay,  more  hafte  than  you  wifh  I  dare 
fvvear.  (Aftde.)  That  I  will  my  Precious.  -  [Going. 

Lady.  What  never  a  parting  Kifs,  Pudfey  ?  Oh,  you 
don't  love  your  Figgup  !  Go,  go,  you  are  a  naughty 
Hubby  ;  -  1,  I,  I,  1,  wifh  I  cou'd  love  you  lefs  than  I  do, 
fo  I  do.  [Sobbing,  taking  out  her  Handkerchief. 

Don  Pif.  Did  ever  Woman  make  a  Cuckold  with  a  bet 
ter  Grace  ?  Ounds,  me  outdoes  an  Engl'fo  Wife  --  Nay 
don't  weep,  Figgup  ;  I'll  ftay  with  thec,  let  the  Eftatc  go 
how  it  will,  rather  than  difpleaie  my  little  Figgey.  - 

Lady.  Heaven  forbid  ;  that  would  be  carrying  the  Jeft 
too  far.  (Aftde.)  No,  no,  I  don't  defire  that  Pud. 

Don  Pif.  No,  I  dare  fvvear  it.  [Afitk. 

Lady.  Go  ;  but  give  me  a  kind  Kifs  firft,  Pudfey. 

Don  Pif.  Ah,  you  are  a  coaxing  Baggage.  (KiJJes  her.) 
Well,  good-by,  Figgey.  [Exit. 

Lady.  Good-by,  Pudfey  —  with  all  my  Heart. 

Enter  Jnis. 
He  is  gone,  Girl,  moft  fortunately. 

Inis.  I  overheard  all,  and  wifh  you  Joy  of  this  lucky 
Opportunity  -  Come,  come,  Madam,  away  to  your 
Chamber,  'tis  near  the  Time  -  and  there  contemplate 
on  your  coming  Joy  ;  whilft  I,  your  Harbinger  of  Blifs, 
wait  to  conduct  the  Man  that  is  to  crown  your  Happinefs. 

Lady.  I  fly,  *I  fly,  Girl.  [Exeunt  federally. 

SCENE  changes  and  dif  covers  Lady  Pifalto  leaning  on 

a   Couch. 

Lady.  Blefs  me,  what  Noife  was  that!  -  My  Heart 
akes  horribly,  left  this  old  CufFihou'd  return  and  prevent 
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Enter  Inis,  leading  in  Don  Pifalto  in  a  Prieft's  Habit. 

Inis.  Fear  nothing,  Father,  ftrait  forward  is  your  Way 
to  Happinefs. 

Don  Pif.  A  Happinefs,  I  fear,  will  bode  fomebody  no 
Good.  Hift,  hift,  Daughter  !  Where  are  you  ?  [Ex.  Inis. 

Lady.  Ha  !  He's  come  ; —  here,  here,  my  too  charm 
ing  Father ;  can  you  forgive  a  Woman's  Weaknefs 

[groping  abort. 

"Don  Pif.  Common  Frailties  of  Flefh  and  Blood  (groping 
about)  if  thou  haft  pray'd  againft  it,  thou  hall  done  thy 
Part,  and  we  are  bound  to  comfort  thofe  that  faint. 

Lady.  Oh,  I  have  often  pray'd,  Father,  but  to  no  Pur- 
pofe ;  you  are  the  only  Object  of  my  Wifhes ;  I  blu(h, 
tho'  in  the  Dark,  to  own  how  much  I  love  you 

Don  Pif.  Come  to  my  Arms,  and  hide  thofe  Blufhes  in 
my  Bofom.  (They  meet  and  embrace.)  Is  your  Hulbahd 
fafe  ? 

Lady.  Safe  enough,  tho'  long  he  will  not  ftay  ;  For 
tune  fmil'd  upon  my  Wilhes,  and  call'd  him  luckily  a- 
broad. 

Don  Pif.  Then  let  us  improve  the  little  Time  we  have ; 
thus  let  me  cool  the  raging  Fever  in  your  Blood. 

[Catches  bold  of  her  Arms,  and  pulls  out  a  Rcpis 
End,  and  beats  her  foundly,  Jbe  roars  out  all 
tbe  while. 

Lady.  Oh  !  What  do  you  mean,  to  murder  me  ?  In 
human  MonRer  !  Oh  !  Murder,  Murder,  Murder, — oh, 
oh,  oh.  [Falls  on  the  Couch. 

Enter  Inis. 

his.  Blefs  me  !  What's  the  Matter,  Madam  ? 

[Don  Pifalto  turns  and  beats  her. 

Don  Pif.  Only  adminiftring  a  little  Penance,  Miibefs ; 
it  won't  be  amifs  to  beftow  a  little  Charity  upon  you  too. 

Inis.  The  Devil  take  you,  and  your  Penance  too,  you 
old  fan&ify'd  Dog  you  :  Thieves,  Thieves ;  I'll  have  you 
equip'd  for  the  Opera,  Sirrah,  I  will  fo  :  A  Light  there, 
a  Light,  here's  Thieves  in  the  Houfe Oh,  oh,  Mur 
der,  Thieves— —my  Lady's  murder'd-  

Don  Pif.  I  muft  not  ftay  for  a  Light,  leaft  they  difcover 

who  I  am  : —  One  farewel  Stroke And  now  remember 

your  Benefactor,  Miitrefs  Bawd.  [Exit. 

Inis, 
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Inis.  Yes ;  I  ftiall  remember  with  a  Vengeance. 

Enter  Teague  ivith  a  Candle. 

Teague.  Arra,  by  my  Slicul  what  is  de  Matter  now  ? 
Js  de  Houfe  haunted  ?  Has  de  great  Devil  and  de  little 
Devil  put  de  Fright  upon  you  both  together  now  ? 

Lady.  Begone,  impertinent  Fool. 

Teagm.  Fool !  Pon  my  Shoul  Irijhmtn  are  no  Fools  :— 
By  St.  Patrick,  we  make  Fools  of  de  very  great  many 
Exglijh ;  yes,  Faith,  and  of  de  Spaniards  too. 

Inis.  Get  out,  Sirrah,  or  I'll  fling  the  Candle  at  your 
Head. 

Teague.  Arra,  Pox  take  your  ugly  Face,  and  him  that 
would  put  a  Kifs  upon't,  for  Teague.  (Exit. 

Lady.  Oh,  I  am  kill'd,  Inis  !  This  curfed  Priefl  has 
kill'd  me. 

Inis.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  Monfter  ?  I  dare  fwear  I 
am  black  from  Head  to  Foot,  he  laid  on  moft  unmerci 
fully: Well,  my  Mind  mifgives  me,  this  Prieil  is  no 

Man,  this  feels  like  an  occafional  Correction. 

Lady.  Occafional,  do  you  call  it  ?  I'm  fare  he  has  given 
me  Occafion  to  remember  it  this  Twelve-month. 

[Don  Pifalto  within. 

Don  Pif.    Figgup,    why   Figgup where  are  you 

Child? 

Lady.  Ah  Heaven,  my  Hufband's  Voice — Returned  fo 
foon  !  What  fhall  I  fay  for  my  Indifpofition  ? 

Inis.  Oh  Invention  !  Where  art  thou  ?  [Pau/es. 

Enter  Don  Pifalto. 

Don  Pif.  What,  afleep  little  Figgy  ? 

Inis.  Afleep,  Senior,  no,  no  ;  alas,  my  poor  Lady  had 
like  to  have  been  kill'd  fmce  you  went. 

Don  Pif.  Kill'd  !  As  how  ?  You  make  me  tremble'. 

Inis.  Going  down  Stairs,  her  Foot  flipt,  and  down  (he 
tumbled  from  Top  to  Bottom,  and  bruis'd  herfelf  fo  fad- 
ly,  that  flie  is  not  able  to  ftir  a  Finger  j  it  is  a  Mercy  me 
was  not  kill'd  out-right. 

Lady.  Excellent  Wench.  [Afde. 

Don  Pif.  Here's  a  pure  Jade  at  Invention They  fay 

the  Devil's  a  Lyar,  but  I'll  be  hang'd  if  this  Wench  won't 
out-lye  the  Devil— I'm  heartily  forry  for  this  Misfortune, 

I  3  poor 
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poor  dear  Figgey  ; but  I  hope  them  haft  not  broke  any 

Ecnes,  my  dear  Fig-gup. 

Lady.  But  I  am  much  hurt,  Pudfey. 

Don  Pif.  I'm  forry  for't;  for  I  have  invited  Father  Ber- 
ncrrh  to  fup  with  us ;  I  met  him  hardly  here,  and  brought 
him  ta:k  vvh-h  me — becaufe  1  know  he  is  a  Favourite  with 
my  Figgc;. 

Inis.  Not  fo  great  a  Favourite  as  he  was,  if  you  knew 
all.  {Afide. 

Lady.  I  beg  you  wou'd  excufe  me,  Pudfey,  I  cannot 
come  down  ;  betides,  I  have  no  Stomach. 

Inis.  No  !  The  Prieft  has  given  her  and  me  Supper 
enough,  more  than  we  can  digeft  this  Twelve-month. 

\AfiHi. 

Don  Pif.  Well,  if  thou  can'ft  not  eat,  there's  no  more 
to  be  faid.  Take  Care  of  your  Lady,  Inis. — We'll  drink 
thy  Health,  little  Figgup.  [Exit, 

Lady.  My  Heart  rifes  at  the  Villain ;  if  I  fhou'd  fee 
him,  1  think  in  my  Soul  I  mould  tear  his  Eyes  out.  Oh 
that  I  cou'd be  reveng'd» 

Inis.  Reveng'd'l  What  Revenge  cou'd  you  take  bad 
enough,  Madam  ?  'Tis  impoffible  to  find  Revenge  equal 
to  the  Affront ;  a  Rope's  End  to  a  Lady  that  expefted  • 
I  coa'd  flea  him  alive,  fo  I  cou'd..  [/«  a  Pajfion. 

Lady.  My  Head  akes  grievoufly. 

Inis.  Let  me  cover  you  up  upon  the  Bed,  Madam ;  a 
little  bleep  will  fettle  your  Head  agen.  \Exit. 

SCENE  changes. 

Enter  Don  Pjfglto  and  Priefl. 

Bern.  Your  Lady  pofTeft,  fay  you  ? 

Don  fz/.' 'Tis  even  fo,  Father;  I  left  her  well,  and 
found  in  her  Senfes,  I  thought,  about  two  Hours  ago  ; 
but  now  me  raves,  calls  Names,  fights,  and  talks  of  be 
ing  beat  by  every  Body  that  comes  near  her.  *- 

Bern.  Poor  Lady,  I  am  exceeding  forry  ;  I'll  take  care 
{be  mall  be  pray 'd  for  by  the  whole  Convent., 

Don  Pif.  I  wifli  you  wou'd  fee  her,  Father,  perhaps 
your  ghoilly  Admonition  might  do  her  good.  Men  of 
your  holy  Function  have  Power  over  unclean,  Spirits ;  pray, 
try  what  you  can  do  for  her. 
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Bern.  With  all  my  Heart,  but  1  have  no  holy  Water  a- 

bout  me  ; — nothing  frights  the  Devil  like  holy  Water, 

thence  comes  the  Proverb,  you  know. 

Don  Pif.  I  can  help  you  to  -fomc,  pleafe  to  walk  this 
Way,  Father.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    changes,   and  difccvers  L  'dy  Pifalto,  on  a 
Couch,  afleep. 

Enter  Prieft,  fets  a  Bafon  if  Water  on  the  Talle. 

Don  Pifalto  lift'ning. 

Barn.  Peace  be  here Ha  !  She  fleeps : — How  invit 
ingly  ilie  Jies !  Why,  what  a  delicious  Morfel  has  this  old 
faplefs  Log  every  Night  to  fnoar  over. 

Den  Pif.  Well  faid,  Prieft ; Oh,  this  is  a  holy  Man  ; 

no  Wonder  he's  the  WTomen's  Favourite. 

Bern.  I  feel  a  ftrange  Diforder  on  the  Hidden, my 

Pulfe  beats  quick,  and  every  Senfe  £eems  raviiVd  at  this 

Object. Ha  !  We  are  alone, What  hinders  me  to 

make  Ufe  of  this  Opportunity  ?••- - 

Dan  Pif.  Zounds,'  I  fhall  be  cuckolded  before  my  Face. 

Bern.  Befides,  none  dare  to  prefs  upon  our  Privacy,  — 
We  have  that  Advantage  above  the  Laity  ;  I'll  try  ;  if  ihe 
fhould  prove  virtuous,  and  refift,  the  Noife  will  pafs  upon 
her  Hufband,  as  the  Effecl  of  her  PofTeffion  ;  for  I  mrewd- 
ly  fufpeft,  ihe  is  not  mad  indeed,  and  only  puts  it  on  to 
avoid  the  Embraces  of  that  Skeleton,  unfit  for  a  Woman 
of  her  Youth  and  Fire. 

Don  Pif.  Well,  for  a  thorough-pac'd  Whore-mafter, 
commend  me  to  a  Piieft,  I  fay, 

Bern.  I'll  try  I'm.refolv'd.         [Steals  foftly  to  the  Couch 

andkij/es  her. 

Don  Pif.  Very  well, Zounds,  I  man't  contain  niy- 

felf. 

Bern.  Rapture  !  Her  very  Lips  gives  Extafy  ! She 

vfleeps  very  found once  more.       [Goes  to  kifs  her  again, 

andjhe  lifts  up  her  Eyes  and  fees  him. 

Lady.  I  dreamt !    Ha !  Blefs  me,  the  Monfter's  here ! 

Oh,  that  I  could  look  him  dead. •         [Going  to  rife, 

Bernardo^?^  her,  and  kneels. 

Bern.  Oh,  do  not  rife,  my  charming  Angel,  letmefeaft 
I  4  »7 
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aiy  Eyes  upon  that  lovely  Face,  the  perfect  Image  of  the 
Bleft  above, 

Lady.  Do  not  infult  me,  thou  ungrateful  TraytoiW  Do 
sot. 

Bern.  What  means  my  Charmer?  Oh,  forgive  my  rafh 
Proceeding,  and  blame  your  Eyes,  thofe  dear  bewitching 
Eyes,  for  all  that  Fhave  done.  [•&#»  her  in  Extajy. 

Lady.  OffMonfter,  Devil,  worfe,  if  worfe  can  be,  than 
Devil,  thou  very  Pried. 

Don  Pi/.  Excellent,  it  works  row  as  I  wou'd  have  it. — 

Lady.  You  thought  you  had  kili'd  me,  I  fuppofe, — but 
you  Jhall  find,  I  live  to  tear  your  Eyes  out,  Monfler. 

[Flies  up  and  pulls  bis  Hcod  ojf,  and  beats  him. 

£trt.  Help,  Help,  Help,  blefs  me !  She  is  really 
poflcft. 

Enter  Inis  with  a  Stfck. 

lifts.  Ha !  Ycu  arc  here  again,  old  Belzebub  !.  but  I'll 
be  even  with  you  now,  I  will  fo.  [Lays  on  upon  the  Prieft. 

Don  Pi/.  Ha,  ha,  1  (hall  dye  with  Laughing. 

Bern.  What  do  you  mean,  Madam,  pray  be  calm,  I 
v,  ou;d  comfort  you, 

his.  As  how,  pray,  Father  ?  I  am  much  miilaken  if 
you  have  any  Thing  that  can  comfort  a  Lady. 

Bern.  Oh  Wickednefs !  Have  I  nothing  that  can  com 
ic?  t  a  Lady  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  Villain,  I  can  (how  your  Marks  of  Com* 
fort,  I  can  fo,  but  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  thee,  I  will. 

[beats  him. 

Inis.  Yes,  and  I  can  fhow  'em  too ;  this  for  my  Lady, 
this  for  myfelf.  [beats  him. 

Don  Pi/.  Ha,  ha,  O  rare  Figgup,  O  rare  Inis. 

Bern.  Blefs  me!  By  St.  Anthony  they  are  both  poffeft; 
the  Maid  has  caught  her  Frenzy  too,  in  Nomine  Domine. — 
[Runs  to  the  Table>  and  catches  up  the  holy  Watert 
andflingsy  frft  on  one,  than  on  the  other. 

Don  Pi/.  Ha,  ha,  O  rare  Prielt,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  I'll  Nomine  Dcmine  you.  You  had  better  have 
hang'd  yourfelf  in  your  Rope's  End,  than  have  ufed  it  a- 
bout  me,  I'll  make  it  a  dear  Beating  to  you,  Sirrah. 

Bern.  Oh  Maria  Mater  era  pro  nolis.  [Flings  Water  fill. 

Lady.  Ah !  He'll  drown  me. 
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Bern.  Avant  Satan,  I  conjure  thee,  by  St.  Anthony*  St. 
Bridget,  and  our  Lady  of  Loretto.  [Flings  Water. 

Inis.  (Strikes  down  the  Bafon,  and, breaks  it.) — What  ho, 
a  Rape,  a  Rape,  I'll  cant  you,  I'll  have  you  hang'd ; — 
I'll  fhew  the  World  the  Jewel  they  doat  on  :  I  faw  you 
when  you  wou'd  have  ravifh'd  my  Lady, — -thou  Monitor 
of  Iniquity. 

Bern.  Mercy  on  me,  the  Devil  Is  very  flrong  in  them 
both. 

Enter  Don  Pifalto. 
Don  Pif.    Ha,  ha,  I  muft  releafe  the  Prieft,  or  they'll 

murder  him  between  them. Oh,  the  Rage  of  a  diiap- 

pointed  Woman. What's  the  Matter  here  ?  Pray,  Fa 
ther,  withdraw,  I  am  heartily  forry  for  your  ill  Treatment, 
it  is  their  Height  of  Frenzy  you  fee,  Father ',  I'll  wait  up 
on  you  in  the  next  Room  immediately,  you  can  do  them 
no  Good  I  fee,  Father. 

Bern.  Alas,  Senior,  they  are  foftrongly  pofleft,  that  no 
one  Man  can  deal  with  them  both.  {Exit. 

his.  Will  you  let  him  go,  Senior  ?  Why  he  would 
have  ravifli'd  my  Lady,  if  I  had  not  cry'd  out. 

Don  Pif.   No,    Miftrefs,  you  cry'd  out  becaufe  he  had 
not  ravifh'd  your  Lady. Go  troop,  Miftrefs,  I'll  reck 
on  with  you  within.  [Exit  Inis. 
And  now,  Madam,  for  you. — Do  you  know  this  Letter? 
Lady.  Ha  !  My  Letter  to  Father  Bernardo  !   the  Villain 

has  betray'd  me  ! and  I'm  undone !  [AJide. 

Don  Pif.  Why  don't  you  anfwer  me  ?  What,  are  you 
dumb  ?  Then  I  muft  fetch  you  to  your  Speech  with  this. 

[Pulls  out  a  Dagger* 

Lady.  Ah  !  defend  me  Heaven,  (falls  on  her  Knees.} 
But  why  name  I  Heaven  ;— I  have  offended  that  in  wrong 
ing  you,  tho'  burin  Thought ; Oh,  forgive  me,  have 

Pity  on  my  Youth,  and  let  me  live  :  Puniih  me  as  feverely 
as  you  pleafe ;  let  even  him  who  has  betray'd  me,  name 
my  Penance,  and  then  I'm  fure  it  will  be  harfh  enough ; 
whate'er  it  be,  I  will  perform  it  moft  religioufly. 

Don  Pif.  \  melt; the  cunning  Baggage  knows  her 

Power. 

Lady.  Oh;   Do,  Pudfey,  do;   won't  you  forgive  your 

novvn  Figgup  ?  Can  you  pierce  this  Bofom  you  have  kifs'd 

fo  often,  and  fee  your  Fogey's  Blood  run  trickling  down  ? 

'J5  D*a 
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Don  P'tf.  I  am  conquered ;    I  can  hold  no  longer. 
Rife,  Figgup,  for  this  Time  I  will  forgive  thee ;  but  on 
Condition  you  ne'er  fee  your  ghoftly  Father  more ;   no 
piore  Harangues  in  Praife  of  his  San&ity,  and  Holinefs  of 
Life  ;  do  you  hear,  Figgey  ? 

Lady.  No,  never,  indeed^  Pudfey. 

Don  Prf.    Take  heed  ;    for  if  again  I  catch  you  faulty, 
look  to  it,  expeft  no  Pardon. 

Lady.  No,  when  I  am,  may  L your  Pardon  mifs, 
Since  youfo  genertujly  forgive  me  this. 

Pon  Pif.   When  Wi*veSj  like  mine,  gives  Inclination 
No  Cure  for  Cvckoldom  like  Oyl  of  Rope.. 


:      . 
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PROLOGUE 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  THURMONE. 

'jTO  Night  we  come  upon  a  hold  Dejigti, 

To  try  to  plerfe  without  one  borrowed  Line  : 
Our  Plot  is  new,  and  regularly  clear, 
And  not  one  Jingle  Tittk  from  Moliere. 
O'er  buried  Poets  we  with  Caution  tread, 
And  Parijh  Sextons  leave  to  rob  the  Dead. 
For  you,  bright  Britifh  Fair,  in  Hope*  to  charm  ye, 
We  bring  To-night,  a  Lover  from  the  Army  : 
You  knew  the  Soldiers  have  theftrangeft  Arts, 
Such  a  Proportion  *f  prevailing  Partf, 
You'd  think  that  they  rid  Poft  to  Wcmens  Hearts. 
I  wonder  whence  they  draw  their  bold  Pretence  5 
We  do  not  chitje  them  fure  for  our  Defence  ; 
That  Pica  is  both  impolitick  and  wrong, 
And  only  fuit  fuch  Dames  as  want  a  Tongue. 
Is  it  their  Eloquence  and  fine  Addrefs? 

The  Softnefs  of  their  Language  ? Nothing  left. 

Is  it  their  Courage,  that  they  bravely  dare 

Toftorm  the  Sex  at  once  ? Egad!  'tis  there. 

They  a£l  ly  us  as  in  the  rough  Campaign^ 

Unmindful  of  Rtpulfes,  charge  again  : 

They  mine,  and  countermine?, *>  refill? d  to  win, 

And,  if  a  Breath  is  made,  — '-they  will  come  in. 

You  II  think,  by  what  we  have  of  Soldiers  faid, 

Our  Female  Wit  was  in  the  Service  bred  : 

Butjbe  is  to  ihe  hardy  Toil  a  Stranger, 

She  lovei  the  Cloth  indeed,  but  hates  the  Danger » 

Yet  to  this  Circle  of  tl*  Brave  and  Gay, 

She  lid  me,  for  her  good  Intentions,  fay, 

She  bcfesytu'fl  net  reduce  her  to  Half  Pay. 

At  for  our  Phy,  'tis  Englifh  Humour  all: 

Then  will  you  }et  our  Mvnufatture  fall? 

Wculd  ycu  the  Honour  of  our  Nation  raift, 

&e$  £ngli&  Credit  «/,  and  Englifli  Plays. 
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Written  by  Mr.  S  E  WE  L  L  : 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  BULLOCK. 


new  ft  range  Ways  our  modern  Beaus  devife  ! 
What  Trials  of  Lovs-Skill,  to  gain  the  Prix?  ! 
The  Heathen  Gods,  who  never  mattered  Rapes, 
Scarce  wore  fuch  ftrnnge  Variety  of  Shapes  : 
The  Devil  take  their  odious  ban  en  Skulls, 
To  court  in  Form  of  Snakes  and  filthy  Bulls  : 
Old  Jove  once  nick'd  it  too,  ar  I  am  told, 
In  a  whole  Lapfull  of  true  ftandardGold  : 
How  muft  his  Godjhip  then, fair  Danae  warm! 
In  trucking  Ware_/i>r  Ware  there  is  no  Harm. 
Well  after  all  that  Money  has  a  Charm. 
But  now  indeed  that  ft  ale  Inventions  paft ; 
Bejides  you  knew  that  Guineas  fall  fof aft, 
Poor  Nymph  muft  come  to  Pocket-piece  at  laft. 
Old  Harry 'j  Face,  or  good  Queen  Befs'j  Rujf, 
Nof  that  Pd  take  \m    <      may  do  well  enough ; 
$o  i          my  ambitious  Spirit's  far  above 
Thefe  little  Tricks  of  mercenary  Love. 
That  Man  be  mine,  who,  like  the  CoVnel  here, 
€}an  top  his  Character  in  ev'ry  Sphere ; 
Who  can  a  thoufand  Ways  empty  his  Wit, 
Out  promife  Statefmen,  and  out  cheat  a  Cit  : 
Beyond  the  Colours  of  a  Traveller  paint, 
And  cant,  and  ogle  too— —beyond  a  Saint. 
*Tke  laft  Difguife  moft  pleas' d  me,  I  conftft, 
There's  fomething  tempting  in  the  preaching  Drtjs. ; 
And  pleas' d  me  more  than  once  a  Dame  of  Nate, 
Who  lov'd  her  Hufband  in  bis  Footman**  Coat. 
To  fee  one  Eye  in  wanton  Motions  play  V, 
The  other  to  the  Heavenly  Regions  fir  ay*  dt 
As  if  for  its  Fellow's  Frailties  prayd  : 
But  yet  I  hope,  fcr  all  that  I  have  J aid, 

'  my  Spoufs  a  Man  of  War  in  Bed. 


Pramati? 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

M     E     N. 

Sir  Philip  Modelove,  an  old  Beau.       Mr.  Knap. 
Periwinkle,  a  Kind  of  filly  Vir-  7   Mr>       & 

tuofo.  y 

Tradelo-ve,  a  Change  Broker.  Mr.  Bullock^  fen. 

Qbadiah  Prim,  a  Quaker,  Hofier.      Mr.  Puck. 
All  Four  chofe  Guardians  to 
Mrs.  Lovely. 

Colonel  Faiwwell.  in  Love  with    7  ».»     /-/     /     T>  >/  z 
**       r       ;  >  Mr.  Charles  Bullock*. 

Mrs.  Lovely.  3 

Ereeman,  his  Friend,  a  Merchant.  Mr.  Qgden. 
Simon  Pure,  a  Quaking  Preacher.  Mr.  Griffin. 
Mr.  Sackbut,  a  Vintner.  Mr. 


W    O    M    E    N. 


Mn.Lovelj>  a  Fortune  of  Thirty   7 
Thoufand  Pounds.  J 


Mrs.  Pn«,    Wife   to    /**,    the 
ofier. 
,  Servant  to  Mrs.  Lowly*  Mrs. 


>  Mrs> 
Hofier.  y 


S  ci  N  i  London  $  Footmen,  Drawers,,  fcfc; 
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A  C  T    I.        S  C  E  N  E    L 
SCENE   a  Tavern. 

Colonel  Fainwell  and  Freeman  o<ver  a  Bottle, 
freeman.  ^fa&i^L  O  M  E,  Colonel,  his  Majefty's 
Health.  —  You  are  as  melancholy 
as  if  you  were  in  Love :  I  wifh 
fome  of  the  Beauties  of  Bath  han't 
fnapt  your  Heart. 

Col.  Why,  Faith,  Freeman,  there  K  fomething  in't :  I 
have  feen  a  Lady  at  Bath,  who  has  kindled  fuch  a  Flame 
in  me  that  all  the  Waters  there  can't  quench. 

Free.  Women,  like  fome  poifonous  Animals,  carry,  their 
Antidote  about  'em — Is  fhe  not  to  be  had,  Colonel  ? 

Col.  That's  a  difficult  Queftion  to  anfwer^  however,  I 
refolve  to  try  :  Perhaps  you  may  be  ai>le  to  ferve  me  ;  you 
Merchants  know  one  another. — The  Lady  told  me  herfelf,. 
ftie  was  under  the  Charge  of  four  Perfons. 
Free.  Odfo !  'tis  Mrs.  Ann  Lovely. 

Col.  The  fame. Do  you  know  her  ? 

Free.  Know  her  !  Ay. — Faith,  Colonel,  your  Condition, 
is  more  defperate  than  you  imagine :  Why,  me  is  the  Tallc 
and'  Pity  of  the  whole  Town ;  and  it  is  the  Opinion  of  the 
Learned,  that  me  muft  die  a  Maid. 

Col.  Say  you  fo  ?  That's  foraewhat  odd,  in  this  charit 
able  City.- She's  a  Woman,  I  hope. 

Free.  For  aught  I  know,; but  it  had  been  as  well  for 

her,  had  Nature  made  her  any  other  Part  of  ihe  Creation. 
The  Man  who  keeps  this  Houfe,  ferv'd  her  Father ;  he 
is  a  very  honeft  Fellow,  and  may  be  of  Ufe  to  you ;  we'll 
fend  for  him  to  take  a  Glafs  with  us ;  he'll  give  you  her 
whole  Hiftory,  and  'tis  worth  your- hearing,. 
QeL  But  may  one-  truH  him  ?. 
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Free*  With  your  Life:  I  have  Obligations  enough  upon 
him  to  make  him  do  any  thing,:  I  ferve  him  with  Wine. 

[Knocks. 

Col.  Nay,  I  know  him  pretty  well  myfelf.  I  once  ufed 
to  frequent  a  Club  that  was  kept  here. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Gentlemen,  d'ye  call  ? 
Free.  Ay ;  fend  up  your  Matter. 

Draw.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Co/.  Do  you  know  any  of  this  Lady's  Guardians,  Free" 
man  ? 

Free.  Yes,  I  know  two  of  them  very  well. 

Enter  Sackbut. 

Free.  Here  comes  one  will  give  you  an  Account  of  them 

all Mr.  Sackbuty  we  fent  for  you  to  take  a  Glafs  with 

us.  *Tis  a  Maxim  among  the  Friends  of  the  Bottle,  that 
as  long  as  the  Mallei  is  in  Company,  one  may  be  fure  of 
good  Wine. 

Sad.  Sir,  you  (hall  be  fure  to  have  as  good  Wine  as 
you  fend  in — — Coloi  el,  your  moft  humble  Servant;  you 
are  welcome  to  Town. 

Col.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Sackbut. 

Sack.  I  am  as  glad  to  fee  you,  as  I  mould  a  hundred 

Tun  of  French  Claret  Cnitom-free My  Service  to  you, 

Sir,  (drinks)  You  don't-look  fo  merry  as  you  ufed  to  do  ; 
ar'n't  you  well,  Colonel  ? 

Free.  He  has  got  a  Woman  in  his  Head,  Landlord,  can 
you  help  him  ? 

Sack.  If  'tis  in  my  Power,  I  fhan't  fcruple  to  ferve  my 
Friend. 

Col.  'Tis  one  Perquifite  of  your  Calling. 

Sack.  Ay,  at  Mother  End  of  the  Town,  where  you  Of 
ficers  ufe,  Women  are  good  Forcers  of  Trade :  A  well- 
accuftom'd  Houfe,  a  handfome  Bar-keeper,  with  dean  ob- 
ligingv  Drawers,  foon  get  the  Matter  an  Mate ;  but  our 
Citizens  do  feldom  any  thing  but  cheat  within  the  Walls. 
—But  as  to  the  Lady,  Colonel,  point  you  at  Particulars, 
or  have  you  a  good  Champagne  Stomach  ?  Are  you  in  full 
Pay,  or  reduc'd,  Colonel  ? 

Col,  Redwc'd,  redvrc'd,  landlord, 

Fret, 
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free.  To  the  miferable  Condition  of  a  Lover  ! 

Sack.  Pirn !  that's  preferable  to  Half-pay ;  a  Woman's 
Refaction  may  break  before  the  Peace  ;  pufh  her  home, 
Colonel,  there's  no  pnrlying  with  the  fair  Sex. 

Col.  Were  the  Lady  her  own  fyliftrefs,  I  have  fome  Rea- 
Tons  to  believe  I  fhoulcT command  in  Chief. 

Free,  You  know  Mrs.  Lovely,  Mr.  Sackbut  ? 

Sack.  Know  her !  Ay,  poor  Nancy ;  I  have  carried  her 
to  School  many  a  frofiy  Morning.  Alas !  if  (he's  the  Wo 
man,  I  pity  you,  Colonel :  Her  Father,  my  old  Mafter, 
was  the  moll  wjiimlical,  out-of  the  Way  temper'd  Man  I 
ever  heard  of,  as  you  will  guefs  by  his  lail  Will  and  Tef- 

tament This  was  his  only  Child  :  I  have  heard  him 

\vifh  her  dead  a  thouiand  Times. 

Col.  Why  fo  ? 

Sack.  He  hated  Pofterity,  you  muft  know,  and  wim'd 

tlie  World  were  to  expire  with  hinifelf He  ufed  to 

fwear,  if  me  had  been  a  Boy,  he  \vould  have  qualified 
him  for  the  Opera. 

Free.  'Tis  a  very  unnatural  Refoludon  in  a  Father. 

Sack.  He  died  worth  thirty  thoufand  Pounds,  which  he 
left  to  his  Daughter,  provided  me  married  with  the  Con- 
fentofher  Guardians:  But  that  me  might  be  fure  never 
to  do  fo,  he  left  her  in  the  Care  of  four  Men,  as  oppofite 
to  each  other  as  the  four  Elements ;  each  has  his  quarterly 
Rule,  and  three  Months  in  a  Year  (he  is  obliged  to  be 
fubjed  to  each  of  their  Humours,  and  they  are  pretty  dif 
ferent,  I  aflure  you She  is  juft  come  from  Bath. 

Col.  'Twas  there  J  faw  her. 

Sack.  Ay,  Sir,  the  laft  Quarter  was  her  Beau  Guardian's— 
She  appears  in  all  publick  Places  during  his  Reign. 

Col.  She  vifited  a  Lady  who  boarded  in  the  fame  Houfe 
with  me  :  I  lik'd  her  Perfon,  and  found  an  Opportunity 
to  ttll  her  fo.  She  reply'd,  flie  had  no  Objection  to 
mine  ;  but  if  I  could  not  reconcile  Contradictions  I  muft 
not  think  of  her,  for  that  (he  was  condemned  to  the  Ca 
price  of  four  Perfons,  who  never  yet  agreed  in  any  one 
Thing,  and  me  was  oblig'd  to  pleafe  them  all. 

Sack.  JTis  moil  true,  Sir ;  I'll  give  you  a  (hort  Defcrip- 
tion  of  the  Men,  and  leave  you  to  judge  of  the  poor  La 
dy's  Condition.  One  is  a  Kind  of  Virtuofo,  a  filly  half 
witted  Fellow,  but  pofitive  and  furly,  fond  of  every  thing 
antique  and  foreign,  and  wears  his  Cloaths  of  the  Fafhion 

of 
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of  the  laft  Century ;  doats  upon  Travellers,  and  believes' 
more  of  Sir  John  Mandcviile  than  he  does  of  the  Bible. 

Col.  That  muft  be  a  rare  odd  Fellow  ! 
•  Sack.  Another  is  a  Change-Brcksr  ;  a  Fellow  that  will 
oui-lie  the  Devil  for  the  Advantage  of  Stock,  and  cheat  his 
Father  that  got  him,  in  a  Bargain  :  He  is  a  great  Stickler 
for  Trade,  and  hates  every  Man  that  wears  a  Sword.—. 

(•••I  is  a  great  Admirer  of  the  Dutch  Management, 
and  f.vears  they  underitand  Trade  better  than  any  Nation 
under  the  Sun.__ 

frt^The  Third  is  an  old  Beau,  that  has  May  in  his 
Fancy  and  Drefs,  but  December  in  his  Face  and  his  Heels  : 
He  admires  all  the  new  Faftiions,  and  thofe  muftbe  Frencb\ 
loves  Operas,  Balls,  Mafquerades,  and  is  always  the  moil 
tawdr^  of  the  whole  Company  on  a  Birth-Day. 

Col.  Thefe  are  pretty  oppofite  to  one  another,  truly ! 
and  the  Fourth,  What  is  he,  Landlord  ? 

Sack,  A  very  rigid  Quaker,  whofe  Quarter  begun  this 

Day. 1  favv  Mrs.  Lovely  go  in,  not  above  two  Hour* 

ago, Sir  Philip  fet  her  clown.     What  think  you  now, 

Colonel,  is  not  the  poor  Lady  to  be  pitied  ? 
Col  Ay,  and  refcu'd  too,  Landlord. 
Free.  In  my  Opinion,  that's  impoffible. 
Co/.  There  is  nothing  impoffible   to  a  Lover.     What 
woqld  not  a  Man  attempt  for  a  fine  Woman  and  thirty 
fhbufand   Pounds  ?    Befides,  my  Honour  is  at  Stake ;  I 
promifed  to  deliver  her,— and  me  bid  me  win  her  and 
wear  her. 

Sack.  That's  fair,  Faith. 

Free.  If  it  depended  upon  Knight-errantry,  I  fhould  not 
doubt  your  fetting  free  the  Damfel ;  but  to  have  Avarice, 
Impertinence,  Hypocrify,  and  Pride,  at  once  to  deal  with, 
requires  more  Cunning,  than  generally  attends  a  Man  of 
Honour. 

Col.  My  Fancy  tells  me,  1  mall  come  off  with  Glory. 
I  refolve  to  try  however.— Do  you  know  all  the  Guar 
dians,  Mr.  Sackbut  ? 

Sack.  Very  well,  Sir,  they  all  ufe  my  Houfe. 
Col.  And  will  you  affift  me,  if  Ocean"  on  requires  ? 
Sack    In  every  thing  I  can,  Colonel. 
Free.  I'll  anfwer  for  him  ;  and  whatever  I  can  ferve  you 
in,  you  may  depend  on.     I  know  Mr,  Periwinkle  and 
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Mr.  Traeleloeve  ;  the  latter  has  a  very  great  Opinion  of  my 

Intereft  abroad 1  happcn'd  to  have  a  Letter  from  a 

Correfpondent  two  Hours  before  the  News  arrived  of  the 
Fn'ucb  Kind's  Death  :  I  communicated  it  to  him  ;  upon 
which  he  bought  up  all  the  Stock  he'  could,  and  what 
with  that,  and  feme  Wagers  he  laid,  he  told  me  he  had 
got  to  the  Tune  of  five  hundred  Pounds  ;  fo  that  I  am 
much  in  his.  good  Graces. 

Ccl.  I  don't  know  but  you  may  be  of  Service  to  me, 
Freeman. 

Free.  If  I  can,  command  me,  Colonel. 

Col.  Isn't  it  pofl-ble  to  find  a  Suit  of  Cloaths  ready  made 
at  fome  cf  thefe  Sale-fhops  fit  to  rig  out  a  Beau,  think  you, 
Mr.  Sudkttt? 

Sack.  O  hang  'em No  Colonel,  they  keep  nothing 

ready  made  that  a  Gentleman  would  be  feen  in  :  But  I 
can  fit  you  with  a  Suit  of  Cloaths,  if  you'd  make  a  Figure 

—  Velvet  and  Gold  Brocade They  were  pawn'd  to 

me  by  r  French  Count,  who  had  been  ftript  at  Play,  and 
wanted  Money  to  carry  him  Home  ;  he  promifed  to  fend 
for  th?3t,  but  1  have  not  heard  any  Thing  of  him.  , 

Free.  He  hr.s  not  fed  upon  Frogs  long  enough  yet  to 
recovti  his  I/>fs ;  ha,  ha  ! 

Col.  Ha,  ha  !  Well,  the  Cloaths  will  do,  Mr.  SatMut, 
-i—  tho'  we  muft  have  three  or  four  Fellows  in  tawdry 
Liveries :  They  can  be  procur'd,  J  hope. 

Free.  Egad  f  I  have  a  Brother  come  from  the  Weft  Indiet 
that  can  match  you ;  and,  for  Expedition-fake,  you  (hall 
have  his  Servants  :  There's  a  Black,  a  Tawnytnoor,  and 
a  Frenchman ;  they  don't  fpeak  one  Word  of  Englijh,  fo 
can  make  no  Miftake. 

Col.  Excellent!— — Egad!  I  mail  look  like  an  Indian 
Prince.  Firft  I'll  attack  my  Beau  Guardian  ;  where  li\*es 
he? 

Sack.  Faith,  fomewhere  about  St.  James's ;  tho'  to  fay 
in  what  Street,  I  cannot  ;  but  any  Chairman  will  tell  you 
where  Sir  PJnlip  Mod  clove  lives. 

Free.  Oh  !  you'll  find  him  in  the  Park  at  Eleven  every 
Day;  at  leaft,  I  never  pafs'd  thro'  at  that  Hour  without 
feeing  him  there — But  what  do  you  intend  ? 

Col.  To  addrefs  him  in  his  own  Way,  and  find  what  he 
defigns  to  do  with  the  Lady. 

Free. 
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Free.  And  what  then  ? 

Ccl.  Nay,  that  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  jfhall  take  my  Mea- 
fures  accordingly. 

Sack.  Well,  'tis  a  mad  Undertaking,  in  my  Mind  :  But 
here's  to  your  Succefs,  Colonel.  [Drinks. 

Col.  'Tis  fomething  out  of  the  Way,  I  confefs ;  but 
Fortune  may  chance  to  fmile,  and  I  Jjacceed.  Come, 
Landlord,  let  me  fee  thofe  Cloaths.  Freeman,  I  mall  ex- 
peel  you'll  leave  Word  with  Mr.  Sackbuty  where  one  may 
find  you  upon  Occafion  ;  and  fend  me  the  Indian  Equi 
page  immediately,  d'ye  hear  ? 

free.  Immediately.  [Exit. 

Col.  Bold  was  the  Man  who  ventur*  d firft  to  Sea, 
But  the  firft  venturing  Lovers  bolder  were. 
1 'be  Path  of  Lovers  a  dark  and  dangrous  Wayt 
Without  a  Landmark ',  cr  one  friendly  Star-, 
And  be  thai  runs  tbe  Rifque  deferves  the  Fair.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II.    /WsHoufe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Lovely,  and  her  Maid  Betty. 

Betty.  Blefs  me,  Madam  !  Why  do  you  fret  and  teaze 
yourfelf  fo  ?  This  is  giving  them  the  Advantage  with  a 
Witnefs. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Muft  I  be  condemned  all  my  Life  to  the  pre- 
pofterous  Humours  of  other  People,  and  pointed  at  by  e- 
very  Boy  in  Town  ?  —  Oh  !  I  could  tear  my  Flefh,  and 
curfe  the  Hour  I  was  born.— Isn't  it  monftroufly  ridiculous, 
that  they  fhould  defire  to  impdfe  their  Quaking  Drefs  up 
on  me  at  thefe  Years  ?  When  I  was  a  Child,  no  Matter 
what  they  made  me  wear,  but  now 

Bitty.  I  would  refolve  againft  it,  Madam ;  I'd  fee  'em 
hang'd  before  I'd  put  on  the  pinch'd  Cap  again. 

Mrs.  LO--V.  Then  I  muft  never  expefl  one  Moment's 
Eafe :  She  has  rung  fucli  a  Peal  in  my  Ears  already,  that 
I  ihaVt  have  the  right  Ufe  of  them  this  Month,  —  What 
can  I  do  ? 

Betty.  What  can  you  not  do,  if  you  will  but  give  your 
Mind  to  it  ?  Marry,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Lov.  What!  and  have  my  Fortune  go  to  build 
Churches  and  Hofpitals  ? 

Betty.  Why,  let  it  go — If  the  Colonel  loves  you,  as  he 

nretends. 
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pretends,  he'll  marry  you  without  a  Fortune,  Madam; 
and  I  aflure  you  a  Colonel's  Lady  is  no  defpicable  Thing  ; 
a  Colonel's  Foil  will  maintain  you  like  a  Gentlewoman, 
Madam. 

Mrs.  Lov.  So  you  would  advife  me  to  give  up  my  own 
Fortune,  and  throw  myfclf  upon  the  Colonel's. 

Betty,  I  would  advife  you  to  make  yourfelf  eafy,  Ma 
dam. 

Mrs.  lov.  That's  not  the  Way,  I'm  fure.  No,  no, 
Girl,  there  are  certain  Ingredients  to  be  mingled  with  Ma 
trimony,  without  which  I  may  as  well  change  for  the 
worfe  as  the  better.  When  the  Woman  has  Fortune  e- 
nough  to  make  the  Man  happy,  if  he  has  either  Honour 
or  good  Manners,  he'll  make  her  eafy.  Love  makes 
but  a  flovenly  Figure  in  a  Houfe  where  Poverty  keeps  the 
Door. 

Betty.  And  fo  you  refolve  to  die  a  Maid,  do  you,  Ma* 
dam? 

Mrs.  Low.  Or  have  it  in  my  Power  to  make  the  Man 
I  love  Matter  of  my  Fortune. 

Betty.  Then  you  don't  like  the  Colonel  fo  well  as  I 
thought  you  did,  Madam,  or  you  would  not  take  fuch  a 
Refolution. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  It  is  becaufe  I  do  like  him,  Betty,  that  I  do 
take  fuch  a  Refolution. 

Betty.  Why,  do  you  expect,  Madam,  the  Colonel  can 
work  Miracles  ?  Is  it  poflible  for  him  to  marry  you  with 
the  Confent  of  all  your  Guardians  ? 

Mrs.  Lo*v.  Or  he  muft  not  marry  me  at  all :  And  fo  I 
told  him  ;  and  he  did  not  feem  difpleafed  with  the  News. 
He  promifed  to  fet  me  free  ;  and  I,  on  that  Condi 
tion,  promifed  to  make  him  Mailer  of  that  Freedom. 

Betty.  Well !  I  have  read  of  enchanted  Catties,  Ladies 
delivered  from  the  Chains  of  Magick,  Giants  kill'd,  and 
Monfters  overcome ;  fo  that  I  mould  be  the  lefs  furprized, 
if  the  Colonel  mould  conjure  you  out  of  the  Power  of  your 
four  Guardians ;  if  he  does,  I  am  fure  he  deferves  your 
Fortune. 

Mrs.  Lev.  And  mall  have  it,  Girl,  if  it  were  ten  Times 
as  much — > — For  I'll  ingenuoufly  confefs  to  thee,  that  I  do 

like  the  Colonel  above  all  Men  I  ever  faw  : There's 

fomething  fo  Jantee'mz.  Soldier,  a  Kind  of  Je  tie/cat  quci 
2  Air, 
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Air,  that  makes  'em  more  agreeable  than  the  reft  of  Man 
kind. — They  command  Regard,  as  who  mould  fay,  We 
are  your  Defenders.  We  preferve  your  Beauties  from  the 
Infults  of  rude  and  unpolifh'd  Foes,  and  ought  to  be  pre- 
ferr'd  before  thole  lazy  indolent  Mortals,  who,  by  drop 
ping  into  their  Father's  Eftate,  fet  up  their  Coaches,  and 
think  to  rattle  themfelves  into  our  Affections. 

Betty.  Nay,  Madam,  I  confefs  that  the  Army  has  en- 
grofTed  all  the  prettied  Fellows.  —  A  laced  Coat  and  Fea 
ther  have  irrefiftible  Charms. 

Mrs.  Lo-v.  But  the  Colonel  has  all  the  Beauties  of  the 
Mind  as  well  as  the  Body. O,  all  ye  Powers  that  fa 
vour  happy  Lovers,  grant  that  he  may  be  mine  !  Thou 
God  of  Love,  if  thou  be'lt  aught  but  Name,  aflift  my 
Fainwell. 

Point  all  thy  Darts  to  aid bis  jit  ft  Dcfign, 

And  make  bis  Plots  as  prevalent  as  thine.  [Exit. 

A  C  T     II.         S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE   the  Park. 

Evter  Colonel  JjneJy  dreftt  three  Footmen  after  him. 
Col.  Q  O  now,  if  I  can  but  meet  this  Beau  ! — Egad  !  me- 

^5  thinks  I  cut  a  fmart  Figure,  and  have"  as  much 
cf  the  tawdry  Air  as  any  Italian  Count,  or  French  Marquee 
of  them  all — Sure- 1  mall  know  this  Knight  again.  —  Ah  ! 
yonder  he  fits  making  Love  to  a  Maflc,  i'faith,  Til  walk 
up  the  Mal^  and  come  down  by  him.  [Exit. 

Scene  draws,  and  difco<vers  Sir  Philip  upon  a  Bench,  with  a 
,  t  .  '  Woman  majftd. 

Sir  Phil.  Well  but,  my  Dear,  are  you  really  conftant  to 
your  Keeper  ? 

Worn.  Yes,  really,  Sir, Hey  day  I  Who  comes  yon 
der  ?  He  cuts  a  mighty  Figure. 

Sir  Phil.  Ha  !  a  Stranger,  by  his  Equipage  keeping  fo 
clofe  at  his  Heels, — He  has  the  Appearance  of  a  Man  of 
Quality,  —  Pofitively  French,  by  his  dancing  Air. 

Worn.  He  croiTes,  as  if  he  meant  to  fit  down  here.— 

Sir 
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Sir  Phil.  He  has  a  Mind  to  make  love  to  thee,  Child. 

Enter  Colonel,  and  feats  himjelf  upon  the  Bench  by  Sir  Philip. 
Wcth.  It  will  be  to  no  Purpofe  if  he  does. 
Sir  Phil.  Are  you  refolved  to  be  cruel  then  ? 
Col.  You  mult  be  very  cruel  indeed  if  you  can  deny 
any  Thing  to  fo  fine  a  Gentleman,  Madam. 

[Takes  out  his  Watch. 

Worn.  I  never  mind  the  Outfide  of  a  Man. 
Col.  And  I'm  afraid  thou  art  no  judge  of  the  Infide. 
Sir  Phil.  I  am  pofi lively  of  your  Mind,  Sir,  for  Crea* 
tures  of  her  Function  feldom  penetrate  beyond  the  Pocket. 
Worn.  Creatures  of  your  Compofition  have,  indeed,  ge 
nerally  more  in  their  Pockets  than  in  their  Heads.  \Afide, 
Sir  Phil.  Pray  what  fays  your  Watch  ?  mine  is  down. 

[Pulling  cut  his  Watch. 
Col.  I  want  thirty- fix  Minutes  of  Twelve,  Sir. — 

[Puts  up  his  Watch,  and  takes  out  his  Snuff  box. 
Sir  Phil.  May  1  prefume,  Sir  ? 

Qol.  Sir,  you  honour  me.  [prefcnting  the  Box. 

Sir  Phi!.  He  fpeaks  good  Englijh, — the*  he  mud  be  a 
Foreigner -—This  Snuff  is  extremely  good, — and  the  Box 
prodigious  fine  ;  the  Work  is  French,  I  prefume,  Sir. 

Col.  I  bought  it  in  Paris,  Sir. — I  do  think  the  Work- 
manmip  pretry  neat. 

Sir  Phil.  Neat!  'tis  exquifitely  fine,  Sir.  Pray,  Sir,  if 
I.may  take  the  Liberty  of  enquiring, — What  Country  is  fo 
happy  to  claim  the  Birth  of  the  fineft  Gentleman  in  the 
Univerfe  ?  France,  1  prefume. 

Col.  Then  you  don't  think  me  an  EngHJhman? 
Sir  Phil.  No,  upon  my  Soul  don't  I. 
Col.  I  am  forry  for't. 

Sir  Phil.  Impoffible  you  mould  wifli  to  be  an  Englijh- 
man!  Pardon  me,  Sir,  this  Ifland  could  not  produce  a 
Perfon  of  fuch  Alertnefs. 

Col.  As  this  Mirror  mews  you,  Sir. 

[pats  up  a  Pocket-Glafs  to  Sir  Philip'j  Face. 
Worn.  Coxcombs  !  I'm  fi  k  to  hear  them  praife  one  an 
other.      One  feldom  gets  any  Thing  by  fuch  Animals, 
not  even  a  Dinner,    unlefs  one  can  dine  upon  Soop  and 
Celery.  , 

Sir 
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Sir  Phil  O  Gad,  Sir  '.—Will  you  leave  us,  Madam  ? 
Ha,  ha  ! 

Col.  She  fears  'twill  be  only  lofing  Time  to  flay  here, 
ha,  ha  !  I  know  not  how  to  dillinguifli  you,  Sir,  but  your 
Mien  and  Addreis  fpeak  you  Right  Honourable. 

Sir  Phil.  Thus  great  Souls  judge  of  others  by   them- 
felves, — I  am  only  adorn'd  with  Knighthood,  that's  all,  I 
do  allure  you,  Sir ;  my  Name  is  Sir  Philip  Modelove. 
Col.  Of  French  Extradion  ? 
Sir  Phil.  My  Father  was  French. 
Col.  One  may  plainly  perceive  it.  —  There  is  a  certaia 
Gaiety  peculiar  to  my  Nation  (for  I  will  own  myfelf  a 
Frenchman)  which  diftinguifhcs  us  every  where. — A  Per- 
fon  of  your  Figure  would  be  a  vaft  Addition  to  a  Coronet. 
Sir  Phil.  I  muft  own  I  had  the  Offer  of  a  Barony  about 
five  Years  ago,    but  I  abhorr'd  the  Fatigue  which  muft 
have  attended  it. — I  could  never  yet  bring  myfelf  to  join 
with  either  Party. 

Col.  You  are  perfectly  in  the  Right,  Sir  Philip,  —  a 
fine  Perfon  mould  not  embark  himfelf  in  the  flovenly  Con 
cern  of  Politicks :  Drefs  and  Pleafure  are  Objects  proper 
for  the  Soul  of  a  fine  Gentleman. 

Sir  Phil.  And  Love. 

Col.  Oh  !  that's  included  under  the  Article  of  Pleafure. 
Sir  Phil.  Parl'leit  il  eft  un  Bonnie  d'Efprits,  I  muft  em 
brace  you,— (rijes  and  embraces  ) — Your  Sentiments  are  fo 
agreeable  to  mine,  that  we  appear  to  have  but  one  Soul, 
for  our  Ideas  and  Conceptions  are  the  fame. 

Col.  I  fhould  be  forry  for  that.  (a/Jde.J— You  do  me 
too  much  Honour,  Sir  Philip. 

Sir  Phil.  Your  Vivacity  and  jant'ee  Mien  afiured  me  at 
firft  Sight  there  was  nothing  of  this  foggy  Ifland  in  your 
Competition.  May  I  crave  your  Name,  Sir  ; 

Col.  My  Name  is  La  Fain--vel/,  Sir,  at  your  Service. 
Sir  PhiL  .  The  La  Fainivells  are  French,  I  know  ;  tho* 
the  Name  is  become  very  numerous  in  Great-Britain  of 
late  Years.-  •  1  was  fure  you  was  French  the  Moment  I 
laid  my  Eyes  upon  you  :  I  could  not  come  into  the  Sup- 
pofition  of  your  being  an  Englijhman:  This  Ifland  pro 
duces  few  fuch  Ornaments. 

Col.  Pardon  me,  Sir  Philip,  this  Ifland  has  two  Things 
fimerior  to  all  Nations  under  the  Sun. 

Sir 
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Sir  Phil.  Ah  !  what  are  they  ? 
Co/.  The  Ladies,  and  the  Laws. 

Sir  PbiL  The  Laws,  indeed,  do  claim  a  Preference  of 
other  Nations,  —  but,  by  my  Soul,  there  are  fine  Women 
every  where.  —  I  muft  own  I  have  felt  their  Power  in  all 
Countries. 

Col.  There  are  fome  finifh'd  Beauties  I  confefs,  in  France, 
Italy,  Germany  ,  nay,  even  in  Holland,  mais  font  bitn  rare  : 
But  les  Belles  Anghifes  !  —  Oh,  Sir  Philip,  where  find  we 
fuch  Women  !  fuch  Symmetry  of  Shape  !  fuch  Elegancy 
of  Drefs  !  fuch  Regularity  of  Features  !  fuch  Sweetnefs  cf 
Temper  !  fuch  commanding  Eyes  !  and  fuch  bewitching 
Smiles. 

Sir  Phil.  Ah  !  par  bleu  wous  eft  ex  attraper. 
Col.  Non,  je  <vous  a/Jure,  Chevalier,  —  But  I  declare  there 
is  no  Amufement  fo  agreeable  to  my  Goiit,  as  the  Convcr- 
fation  of  a  fine  Woman  —  I  could  never  he  prevailed  upon 
to  enter  into  what  the  Vulgar  calls  the  Pleafure  of  the 
Bottle. 

Sir  Phil.  My  own  Tafte,  pojftvpsmenis  —  A  Ball,  or  a 
Mafquerade,  is  certainly  preferable  to  all  the  Productions 
of  the  Vineyard. 

Col.  Infinitely  !  I  hope  the  People  of  Quality  in  Eng 
land  will  fupport  that  Branch  of  Pleafure,  which  was  im 
ported  with  their  Peace,  and  fince  naturaliz'd  by  the  inge 
nious  Mr.  Heidegger. 

Sir  Phil.  The  Ladies  a/fare  me  it  will  become  Part  of 
the  Conititution.  —  Upon  which  I  fubfcribed  an  hundred 
Guineas.  —  It  will  be  of  great  Service  to  the  Publick,  at 
kail  to  the  Company  of  Surgeons  ;  and  the  City  in  ge 
neral. 

Col.  Ha,  ha  !  it  may  help  to  enoble  the  Blood  of  the 
City.  Are  you  married,  Sir  Philip  ? 

Sir  Phil  No  ;  nor  do  I  believe  I  ever  (hall  enter  into 
that  honourable  State  :  I  have  an  abfolute  "Tendre  for  the 
whole  Sex. 

Co/.  That's  more  thaa  they  have  for  you,  I  dare  fwear. 


Sir  PbiL  And  I  have  the  Honour  to  be  very  well  with 
the  Ladies,  I  can  allure  you,  Sir  ;  and  I  won't  affront  a 
Million  of  fine  Women  to  make  one  happy. 
'   Col  Nav,  Marriage  is  reducing  a  Man's  Taile  to  a  Kind 

K  of 
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of  half  Pleafure  ;  but  then  it  carries  the  Bleffing  of  Peace 
along  with  it ;  one  goes  to  fleep  without  Fear,  and  wakes 
without  Pain. 

Sir  Phil.  There's  fomething  of  that  in't ;  a  Wife  is  a 
very  good  Dilh  for  an  Englijh  Stomach, — but  grofs  Feed 
ing  for  nicer  Palates,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Col.  I  find  I  was  very  much  miftaken, 1  imagined, 

you  had  been  married  to  that  young  Lady  whom  I  faw  in 
the  Chariot  with  you  this  Morning  in  Grace-cburch-Street. 

Sir  Phil.  Who,  Nancy  Lovely  ?  I  am  a  Piece  of  a  Guar 
dian  to  that  Lady  :  You  muft  know,  her  Father,  I  thank 
him,  joined  me  with  three  of  the  molt  prepofterous  old 

Fellows, that,    upon  my  Soul,  I  am  in  Pain  for  the 

poor  Girl ;— (he  muft  certainly  lead  Apes,  as  the  Saying 
is ;  ha,  ha  ! 

Col.  That's  Pity,  Sir  Philip.  If  the  Lady  would  give 
me  Leave,  I  would  endeavour  to  avert  that  Curfe. 

Sir  Phil  As  to  the  Lady,  fhe'd  gladly  be  rid  of  us  at 
any  Rate,  I  believe  ;  but  here's  the  Mifchief,  he  who 
marries  Mifs  Lovely,  muft  have  the  Confent  of  us  all  four, 
— or  not  a  Penny  of  her  Portion. — For  my  Part,  I  fhall 

never  approve  of  any,  but  a  Man  of  Figure, and  the 

reft  are  not  only  averfe  to  Cleanlinefs,  but  have  each  a 
peculiar  Tafte  to  gratify. — For  my  Part,  I  declare  I  would 
prefer  you  to  all  Men  I  ever  faw. 

Col.  And  I  her  to  all  Women 

Sir  Phil.  I  allure  you,  Mr.  Fainwell,  I  am  for  marry 
ing  her,  for  I  hate  the  Trouble  of  a  Guardian,  efpecially 
among  fuch  Wretches ;  but  refolve  never  to  agree  to  the 

Choice  of  any  one  of  them, and  I  fancy  they'll  be 

even  with  me,  for  they  never  came  into  any  Propofal  of 
mine  yet. 

Col.  I  wiih  I  had  your  Leave  to  try  them,  Sir  Philip. 

Sir  Phil.  With  all  my  Soul,  Sir,  I  can  refufe  a  Perfon 
of  your  Appearance  nothing. 

Col.  Sir,  I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you. 

Sir  Phil.  But  do  you  really  like  Matrimony  ? 

Col.  I  believe  I  could  with  that  Lady,  Sir. 

Sir  Phil.  The  only  Point  in  which  we  differ — But  you 
are  Mafter  of  fo  many  Qualifications,  that  I  can  excufe 
one  Fault ;  for  I  muft  think  it  a  Fault  in  a  fine  Gentle 
man  j  and  lhat  you  are  fuch,  I'll  give  it  under  my  Hand. 

Col. 
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Col.  I  wifh  you'd  give  me  your  Confent  to  marry  Mrs. 
Lovely  under  your  Hand,  Sir  Philip. 

Sir  Phil.  I'll  do't,  if  you'll  ftep  into  St.  James's  Coffee- 

houfe,  where  we  may  have  Pen  and  Ink ; tho'  I  can't 

forefee  what  Advantage  my  Confent  will  be  to  you,  with 
out  you  could  find  a  Way  to  get  the  reft  of  the  Guardi 
ans. — But  I'll  introduce  you,  however ;  fhe  is  now  at  a 
Quaker's,  where  I  carried  her  this  Morning,  when  you 
faw  us  in  Gracechurcb-Jireet. — I  aflure  you  me  has  an  odd 
Ragout  of  Guardians,  as  you  will  find  when  you  hear  the 
Characters,  which  I'll  endeavour  to  give  you  as  we  go  a- 
long.  —  Hey  !  Pierre*  Jacque,  Renno  ?  —  Whare  are  you 
all,  Scoundrels  ?  —  Order  the  Chariot  to  St.  James's  Cof- 
fee-houfe. 

Col.  Le  Noir,  la  Brun,  la  Blanc.— —Mar bleu,  ou/ont 
ces  Coquins  la  ?  Allans,  Monjteur  le  Chevalier* 

Sir  Phil.  Ah  !  Pardonnez  may,  Monjieur. 

Col.  Not  one  Step,  upon  my  Soul,  Sir  Philip. 

Sir  Phil.  The  beft  bred  Man  in  Europe,  pofitively.  [Ex. 

SCENE  changes  to  Qbadiab  Prim's  Houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Lovely,  followed  by  Mrs.  Prim. 

Mrs  Prim.  Then  thou  wilt  not  obey  me  :  And  thou 
doft  really  think  thofe  Fallals  become  thee  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  1  do,  indeed. 

Mrs.  Pr.  Now  will  I  be  judged  by  all  fober  People,  if 
I  don't  look  more  like  a  modeft  Woman  than  thou  doft, 
Anne  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  More  like  a  Hypocrite  you  mean,  Mrs.  Prim. 

Mrs.  Pr.    Ah  !  Anne,  Anne,    that  wicked  Philip  Mode~ 

love  will  undo  thee. Satan  fo  fills  thy  Heart  with  Pride, 

during  the  three  Months  of  his  Guardianship,  that  thou 
becomeft  a  Stumbling-Block  to  the  Upright. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  Pray,  who  are  they  ?  Are  the  pinch'd  Cap 
and  formal  Hood  the  Emblems  of  San&ity  ?  Does  your 
Virtue  confift  in  your  Drefs,  Mrs.  Prim? 

Mrs.  Prim.  It  doth  not  confift  in  cut  Hair,  fpotted  Face 
and  bare  Necks. Oh,  the  Wickednefs  of  the  Genera 
tion  !  The  primitive  Women  knew  not  the  Abomination 
of  hoop'd  Petticoats. 

Mrs.  Lov.    No,  nor  the  Abomination  of  Cant  neither. 
K  2  Don't 
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Don't  tell  me,  Mrs.  Prim,  don't. 1  know  you  have  as 

much  Pride,  Vanity,  Self-conceit,  and  Ambition  among 
you,  couched  under  that  formal  Habit,  and  fanftified 
Countenance,  as  the  proudeft  of  us  all ;  but  the  World 
begins  to  fee  your  Prudery. 

Mrs.  Prim.  Prudery  !  What !  do  they  invent  new  Words 
as  well  as  new  FaJhions  ?  Ah  !  poor  fantaftick  Age,  I  pi 
ty  thee. — Poor  deluded  Anne,  which  doft  thou  think  moft 
refembleft  the  Saint,  and  which  the  Sinner,  thy  Drefs  or 
mine  ?  Thy  naked  Bofom  allureth  the  Eye  of  the  By- 
ftander, — encourageth  the  Frailty  of  human  Nature,' 
and  corrupteth  the  Soul  with  evil  Longings. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  And,  pray,  who  corrupted  your  Son  Tobias 
with  evil  Longings  ?  Your  Maid  Tabitha  wore  a  Handker 
chief,  and  yet  he  made  the  Saint  a  Sinner. 

Mrs.  Prim.  Well,  well,  fpit  thy  Malice. —  I  confefs  Sa 
tan  did  buffet  my  Son  Tobias,  and  my  Servant  Tabitha ; 
the  evil  Spirit  was  at  that  Time  too  itrong,  and  they  both 

became  fubjeft  to  its  Workings, not  from  any  outward 

Provocation,  — but  from  an  inward  Call ; he  was  not 

tainted  with  the  Rottenefs  of  the  Fafhions,  nor  did  his 
Eyes  take  in  the  Diunkennefs  of  Beauty. 

Mrs.  Lev.  No  !  that's  plainly  to  be  feen. 

Mrs.  Prim.  Tabitha  is  one  of  the  Faithful ;  he  fell  not 
with  a  Stranger. 

Mrs.  Lov.  So !    Then  you  hold  Wenching  no  Crime, 

provided  it  be  within  the  Pale  of  your  own  Tribe. 

You  are  an  excellent  Cafuiii  truly. 

Enter  Obadiah  Prim. 

Ob.  Prim.  Not  ftripp'd  of  thy  Vanity,  yet,  Anne!  Why 
doft  thou  not  make  her  put  it  off,  Sarah  ? 

Mrs.  Pr.  She  will  not  do  it. 

Ob.  Pr.  Verily,  thy  naked  Breafts  troubleth  my  out 
ward  Man  ;  I  pray  thee  hide  'em,  Anne  :  Put  on  an  Hand- 
kerchief,  Anne  Lnvely. 

Mrs.  Lav.  I  hate  Handkerchiefs  when  'tis  not  cold 
Weather,  Mr.  Prim. 

Mrs.  Prim.  I  have  feen  thee  wear  an  Handkerchief; 
nay,  and  a  Mafk  to  boot,  in  the  Middle  of  July. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  Ay,  to  keep  the  Sun  from  fcorching  me. 

Ob.  Pr.  If  thou  couldil  not  bear  the  Sun-Beams,  how 
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doft  thou  think  Man  would  bear  thy  Beams  ?  Thofe  Breafts 
inflame  Defire,  let  them  be  hid,  J  fay. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  Let  me  be  quiet,  I  fay.  Mull  I  be  tor 
mented  thus  for  ever  ?  Sure  no  Woman's  Condition  ever 
equalled  mine !  Foppery,  Folly,  Avarice  and  Hvpocrify 
are,  by  Turns,  my  conltant  Companions,— -and  1  mult 
vary  Shapes  as  often  as  a  Player.— I  cannot  think  my  Fa 
ther  meant  this  Tyranny  !  No,  you  ulurp  an  Authority 
which  he  never  intended  you  mould  take. 

Ob,  Pr.  Hark  thee,  do'ft  thou  call  good  Counfel  Ty 
ranny?  Do  I,  or  my  Wife,  tyrannize,  when  we  defire 
"thee  in  all  Love  to  put  off  thy  tempting  Attire,  and  veil 
thy  Provokers  to  Sin  ? 

Mrs.  Low.  Deliver  mea  good  Heaven  !  or  I  (hall  go 
diftracled.  [Walks  at  out. 

Mrs.  Pr.  SoJ  now  thy  Pinners  are  toft,  and  thy  Breafts 

pulled  up  ; verily  they  were  feen  enough  before. 

JWe  upon  the  filthy  Taylor  who  made  the  Stays. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  I  wi(h  I  were  in  my  Grave!  Kill  me  ra  her 
than  treat  me  thus, 

Ob.  Pr.  Kill  thee  !  ha,  ha  !  thou  thinkeft  thou  art  adt- 
ing  fome  lewd  Play  fure  : Kill  thee  !  Art  thou  pre 
pared  for  Death,  Anne  Lcwfy  ?  No,  no,  thou  would'il 

rather  have  a  Kuiband,  Amis: Thou  wantcft  a  g:!t 

Coach,  with  fix  lazy  Fellows  behind,  to  flant  it  in  the 
Ring  of  Vanity,  among  the  Princes  and  Rulers  of  the 
Land, who  pamper  themfelves  with  the  Fatnefs  there 
of;  but  I  will  take  Care  that  none  mall  fquander  away 
thy  Father's  Eftate.  Thou  mall  marry  none  fuch,  Anne. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  Wou'd  you  marry  me  to  one  of  your  own 
canting  Se&  ? 

Ob.  Pr.  Yea,  verily,  no  one  elfe  mall  ever  get  my  Con- 
fent,  I  do  aflure  thee,  Anne. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  And  I  do  affure  thee,  Obadiak,  that  I  will 
as  foon  turn  Papift,  and  die  in  a  Convent. 

Mrs.  Pr.  Oh  Wickednefs  ! 

Mrs.  Lev.  Oh  Stupidity  ! 

Ob.  Pr.  Oh  Blindnefs  of  Heart! 

Mrs.  Lov.  Thou  Blinder  of  the  World,  don't  provoke 
me,— left  I  betray  your  Sandity,  and  leave  your  Wife  to 
judge  of  your  Purity  :— -What  were  the  Emotions  of  your 
Spirit— when  you  fqueez'd  Mary  by  the  Hand  laft  Night 

K  3  ia 
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in  the  Pantry  -  when  Ihe  told  you,  you  bufs'd  fo  fil 
thily  ?  Ah  !  you  had  no  Averiion  to  naked  Bofoms,  when 
you  begged  her  to  mew  you  a  little,  little,  little  Bit  of 
her  delicious  Bubby  :  -  Don't  you  remember  thefe 
Words,  Mr.  Prim. 

Mrs.  Prym.  What  does  me  fay,  Qbadiah  ? 

Ob.  Pr.  She  talketh  unintelligibly,  Sarah.  Which 
Way  did  me  hear  this  ?  This  mould  not  have  reach'd  the 
E:  rs  of  the  wicked  Ones  :  Verily,  it  troubleth  me. 


Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Philip  MoJelove,  whom  they  call  Sir  Philip,  Is  be 
low,  and  fuch  another  with  him,  mail  I  fend  them  up? 

Ob.  Pr.  Yea. 

Enter  Sir  Philip  and  Colonel. 

Sir  Phil.  How  doft  thou  do,  Friend  Prim  ?  Odfo  !  my 
She-Friend  here  too  !  What  you  are  documenting  Mils 
Nancy,  reading  her  a  Ledure  upon  the  pinch'd  Coif,  I 
warrant  ye. 

Mrs.  Pr.  I  am  fure  thou  did'ft  never  read  her  any  Lec 
ture  that  was  good  -  My  Flelh  rifeth  fo  at  thefe  wicked 
One?,  that  Prudence  advifeth  me  to  withdraw  from  their 
iJi^ht.  [Exit. 

Col  Oh  !  that  I  could  find  Means  to  fpeak  with  her  ! 
How  charming  Ihe  appears  !  I  wiihl  could  get  this  Letter 
into  her  Hand.  \Apde* 

Sir  Phil.  Well,  Mifs  Cockey,  I  hope  thou  haft  got  the 
better  of  them. 

Mrs.  Lov.  The  Difficulties  of  my  Life  are  not  to  be  fur- 
mounted,  Sir  Philip.  -  1  hate  the  Impertinence  of  him, 
as  much  as  the  Stupidity  of  the  other.  \Afide  » 

Ob.  Pr.  Verily,  Philip,  thou  wilt  fpoil  this  Maiden. 

Sir  Phil.  I  find  we  flill  differ  in  Opinion  ;  but  that  we 
may  none  of  us  fpoil  her,  prithee  Prim,  let  us  confent  to 
marry  her.  I  have  fent  for  our  Brother  Guardians  to 

meet  me  here  about  this  very  Thing  -  Madam,  will  you 
give  me  leave  to  recommend  a  Hufband  to  you  ?  - 
Here's  a  Gentleman,  whom  in  my  Mind,  you  can  have 
no  Objection  to. 

\Prefenti  the  Colonel  to  her,  Jhe  looks  another  Way. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  Heaven  deliver  me  from  the  formal,  and  the 
fantaftick  fool  ! 

Co/. 
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CcL  A  fine  Woman, a  fine  Horfe,  and  fine  Equi 
page,  are  the  fineft  Things  in  the  Univerfe  :  And  if  I  am 
fo  happy  to  pofTefs  you,  Madam,  I  fhall  become  the  En 
vy  of  Mankind,  as  much  as  you  outihine  your  whple  Sex. 
\_As   ht  takes  her  Hand  to  kifs  if,   he  endeavours 
to  put  a  Letter  into  it ;  Jhe  lets  it  drop'   •   •     • 
Prim  takes  it  up. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  I  have  no.  Ambition  to  appear  confpicuoufiy 
ridiculous,  Sir.  [Turning from  him. 

Col.  So  fall  the  Hopes  of  FaintuclU 
Mrs.  Lo<v.  Ha  !  Fainwell !  'tis  he  !  What  have  I  done  ? 
Prim  has  the  Letter,  and  it  will  be  difcover'd.  [Afide. 

Qb.  Pr.  Friend,  I  know  not  thy  Name,  fo  cannot  call 
thee  by  it ;  but  thou  feeft  thy  Letter  is  unwelcome  to  the 
Maiden,  me  will  not  read  it. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Nor  /hall  you  ;  (fnatches  the  Letter}  I'll  tear 
it  in  a  thoufand  Pieces,  and  fcatter  it,  as  I  will  the  Hopes 
of  all  thofe  that  any  of  you  (hall  recommend  to  me. 

[Tears  the  Lettf. 

Sir  Phil  Ha  !  Right  Woman,  Faith  ! 
CcL  Excellent  Woman. 

Oh.  Pr.  Friend,  thyCJarb  favoi::?th  too  much  of  the 
Vanity  of  the  Age  for  my  Approbation  ;  nothing  that  ie- 

fembleth  Philip  Moddovc  fhail  I  love,  mark   that; 

therefore,  Friend  Philip,  bring  no  more  of  thy  own  Apes 
under  my  Roof. 

Sir  Phil.  I  am  fo  entirely  a  Stranger  to  the  Monflers  of 
thy  Breed,  that  I  mall  bring  none  of  them  I  am  fure. 

Col.  I  am  likely  to  have  a  pretty  Tafk  by  that  Time  I 
have  gone  thro'  them  all ;  but  (he's  a  City  worth  taking, 
and  'egad  I'll  carry  on  the  Siege :  If  I  can  but  blow  up 
the  Out-works,  I  fancy  I  am  pretty  fecure  of  the  Town. 

[Afide. 

Enter  Servant* 

Ser<v.  Toby  Periwinkle  and  Thomas  Tradelwe  demandeth 
to  fee  thee.  [To  Sir  Philip. 

Sir  Phil.  Bid  them  come  up. 

Mrs.  Love.  Deliver  me  from  fuch  an  Inundation  of  Noife 
and  Nonfenfe  Oh  Fainwell!  whatever  thy  Contrivance 

be,  profper  it  Heaven; bat  oh  !  I  fear  thou  never 

canft  redeem  me.  [Exit. 

Sir  Phil.  Sic  tranfrt  Gloria  Mundi  ! 
K  4, 
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Enter  Mr.  Periwinkle  and  Tradelove. 
Thefe  are  my  Brother  Guardians,  Mr.  Fainwell,  prithee 
obferve  the  Creatures.  \_Afide  to  Col. 

Trad*   Well,  Sir  Philip,   I  obey  your  Summons. 

Per.  Pray,  what  have  you  to  offer  for  the  Good  of  Mrs. 
Lively,  Sir.  Philip? 

Sir  PhiL  Firft  I  defire  to  know  what  you  intend  to  do 
with  that  Lady  ?  Mud  ft>e  be  fent  to  the  Indies  for  a  Ven 
ture,  —  or  live  to  be  an  old  Maid,  and  then  enter'd  amongft 
your  Curiofities,  and  fhevvn  for  a  Monfler,  Mr.  Periwinkle? 

CcL  Humph,   Curiofities,  that  muft  be  the  Virtuofo. 


Per.  Why  what  wou'd  you  do  with  her  ? 

.Sir  pbil.  I  would  recommend  this  Gentleman  to  her  for 
a  Hufband.  Sir,  -  a  Perfon  whom  I  have  pick'd  out 
from  the  whole  Race  of  Mankind. 

Qb.  Pr.  I  would  advife  thee  to  muffle  him  again  with 
the  reft  of  Mankind,  for  I  like  him  not. 

CcL  Pray,  Sir,  without  Offence  to  your  Formality,  what 
may  be  your  Objections  ? 

Ob.  Pr.  Thy  Perfon  ;  thy  Manners  ;  thy  Drefs  ;  thy 
Acquaintance  ;  -  thy  every  Thing,  Friend. 

Sir  PbiL  You  are  moil  particularly  obliging,  Friend,  ha, 
ha  ! 

Trade.  What  Bufinefs  do  you  follow,  pray  Sir  ? 

Col.  Humph,  by  that  Queftion  he  muit  be  the  Broker. 
(  Afede.)  —  Bufmefs,  Sir  !  the  Bufinefs  of  a  Gentleman. 

Trad.  That  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  you  drefs  fine,  feed 
high,  Jie  with  every  Woman  you  like,  and  pay  your  Sur 
geon's  Bills  better  than  your  Taylor's  or  your  Butcher's. 

Col  The  Court  is  much  oblig'd  to  you,  Sir,  for  your 
Character  of  a  Gentleman. 

Trad.  The  Court,  Sir  !  What  wou'd  the  Court  do  with 
out  us  Citizens  ? 

Sir  PbiL  Without  your  Wives  and  Daughters,  you  mean, 
Mr.  Tradelove. 

Per.  Have  you  ever  traveled,  Sir  ? 

Col.  That  Queition  muft  not  be  anfwer'd  now—  In 
Books  I  have,  Sir. 

Per.  In  Books  !  That's  fine  travelling  indeed  !  -  Sir 
Philip,  when  you  prefent  a  Perfon  I  like,  he  fhall  have  my 

Confent 
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Confent  to  marry  Mrs.  Lovely,   'till  when  your  Servant. 

[Exit. 

Col.  I'll  make  you  like  me  before  I  have  done  with  you, 
or  I'm  miftaken.  \Afid:. 

Trad.  And  when  you  can  convince  me  that  a  Beau  is 
ttiore  ufeful  to  my  Country  than  a  Merchant,  you  ihall 
have  mine  ;  'till  then  you  muft  excufe  me.  [Exit. 

Col.  So  much  for  Trade I'll  fit  you  too.  [Afidt. 

Sir  Phil.  In  my  Opinion,  this  is  very  inhuman  Treat 
ment,  as  to  the  Lady,  Mr.  Prim. 

Qb.  Pr.  Thy  Opinion  and  mine  happens  to  differ  as 
much  as  our  Occupations,  Friend  ;  Bufmefs  requircth  my 
Prefence,  and  Folly  thine;  and  fo  I  muft  bid  thee  farexvel. 

Sir  Phil  Here's' Breeding  for  you,  Mr.  FainiveJ! 

Gad  take  me. 

Half  my  Eft  ate  Pd give  to  fee  'em  lit. 
Gol.    /  hope  to  bite  ye  all)  if  my  Plot  hit,  [Exit, 


A  C  T    III.        SCENE    I. 

S '  C  E  N  E  the  Tavern-,  Sackbut  and  the  Colonel  in  an  ' 
Egyptian  Dre/s. 

Scc6.  /\  Lucky  Beginning,  Colonel you  have  got 

/"~\  the  old  Beau's  Confent. 

Ccl.  Ay,  he's  a  realonable  Creature ;  but  the  other 
thr^e  will  require  fome  Pains. — Shall  I  pafs  upon  hiai, 
think  you  r  Egad,  in  my  Mind,  I  look  as  antique  as  if- 1 
had  been  prelerv'd  in  the  Ark. 

Seek.  Pais  upon  him- !  ay,  ay,  asTOundly  as  White-wine 
dnfird  with  Sack  does  for  Mountain  and  Sherry,  if  you 
have  Ailurance  enoughs- 

Ccl.  I  have  no  Apprehenfion  from  that  Quarter ;  AiHi- 
ranee  is  the  Cockade  of  a  Soldier. 

Sack.  Ay,  but  the  Atfurance  of  a  Soldier  differs  mnch 

from  that -of  a  Traveller. Can  -you  -lye  -with  a  good 

Grace  ? 

Col.  As  heartily,  wheiv  my  MiRrefs  is  the  Prize,  as  1 
wo  aid  meet  the  Foe  whtn  my  Country  caii'J,  and  King 
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commanded  ;  fo  don't  you  fear  that  Part ;  if  he  don't  know 
me  again,  I'm  fafe 1  hope  he'll  come. 

Sack.  I  wim  all  my  Debts  would  come  as  fure  ;  I  told 
him  you  had  been  a  great  Traveller,  had  many  valuable 
Curiofi  ties,  and  was  a  Perfon  of  a  moll  fingular  Tafte ;  he 
feem'd  tranfported,  and  begg'd  me  to  keep  you  till  he  came. 

Col.  Ay,  ay,  he  need  not  fear  my  running  away — Let's 
have  a  Bottle  of  Sack,  Landlord,  our  Anceflors  drank  Sack. 

Sack.  You  mall  have  it 

Col.  And  where-abouts  is  the  Trap- door  you  men 
tioned  ? 

Sa$k.  There's  the  Conveyance,  Sir.  [Exit, 

Col.  Now  if  I  mould  cheat  all  thefe  roguilh  Guardians, 
and  carry  off  my  Miftrefs  in  Triumph,  it  would  be  what 

the  French  call  a  Grand  Coup  d*  Eclat Odfo  !  here  comes 

Periwinkle r  Ah  !  duce  take  this  Beard  ;  pray  Jupi 
ter  it  does  not  give  me  the  Slip,  and  fpoil  all. 

Enter  Sackbut  with  Wine^  and  Periwinkle  following. 

Sack.  Sir,  this  Gentleman  hearing  you  have  been  a 
great  Traveller,  and  a  Perfon  of  fine  Speculation,  begs 
Leave  to  take  a  Glais  with  you  ;  he  is  a  Man  of  a  curious 
Tafte  himfelf. 

Cat.  The  Gentleman  has  it  in  his  Face  and  Garb  :  Sir, 
you  are  welcome. 

Per.  Sir,  I  honour  a  Traveller,  and  Men  of  your  en 
quiring  Difpofhion  ;  the  Oddnefs  of  your  Habit  pleafes  me 
txtreamly  ;  'tis  very  antique,  and  for  that  I  like  it. 

Col.  *Tis  very  antique,  Sir: — This  Habit  once  belong'd 
to  the  famous  Claudius  Ptohmeusy  who  liv'd  in  the  Year 
a  Hundred  and  Thirty-five. 

Sack.  If  he  keeps  up  with  the  Sample,  he  mail  lye  with 
the  Devil  for  a  Bean-ftack,  and  win  it  every  Straw.  [Apde* 

P«r.  A  Hundred  and  Thirty-five  !  why,  that's  prodigious 
now !  —  Well,  certainly  *tis  the  fineA  Thing  in  the 
World  to  be  a  Traveller. 

Col  For  my  Part  I  value  none  of  the  modern  Falhions 
of  a  Fig- Leaf. 

Per.  No  more  don't  I,  Sir  ;  I  had  rather  be  the  Jeft  of 
a  Fool,  than  his  Favourite, — 1  am  laugh'd  at  here  for  my 
Singularity — -This  Coat,  you  mull  know,  Sir,  was  for 
merly 
• 
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rherly  worn  by  that  ingenious  and  very  learned  Perfon,  Mr. 
John  Tradefcant  of  Lambeth. 

Col.  John  Tradefcant  !  Let  me  embrace  you,  Sir, — John 
Trade/cant  was  my  Uncle,  by  Mother-fide;  and  I  thank 
you  for  the  Honour  you  do  his  Memory  ;  he  was  a  very 
curious  Man  indeed. 

Per.  Your  Uncle,  Sir, — nay  then,  'tis  no  Wonder  that 
your  Tafte  is  fo  refined ;  why  you  have  it  in  your  Blood. 

My   humble  Service   to  you,  Sir,    to  the  immortal 

Memory   of  John  Tradefcant,  your  never-to-be-forgotten 
Uncle.  [Drinks. 

Col,  Give  me  a  Glafs,  Landlord. 

Per.  I  find  you  are  primitive,  even  in  your  Wine ;  Ca 
nary  was  the  Drink  of  our  wife  Forefathers,  'tis  Balfamick,  • 
and  faves  the  Charge  of  'Pothecaries  Cordials— Oh  !  that 
I  had  liv'd  in  your  Uncle's  Days  !  or  rather,  that  he  were 
now  alive; — Oh  !  how  proud  he'd  be  of  fuch  a  Nephew  ! 

Sack.  Oh  Pox  !  that  would  have  fpoil'd  the  Jeft.  [Afidt. 

Per.  A  Perfon  of  your  Curiofity  muft  have  collected 
many  Rarities. 

Col.  I  have  fome,  Sir,  which  are  not  yet  come  afhore, 
as  an  Egyptian  Idol. 

Per.  Pray,  what  might  that  be  ? 

Col.  It  is,  Sir,  a  Kind  of  an  Ape,  which  they  formerly 
worfhipp'd  in  that  Country,  I  took  it  from  the  Bread  of  a 
female  Mummy. 

Per*  Ha,  ha,  oor  Women  retain  Part  of  their  Idolatry 
to  this  Day,  for  many  an  Ape  lies  on  a  Lady's  Breait,  ha, 

Sack.  A  fmart  old  Thief.  [JjtJe. 

Col.  Two  Tufks  of  an  ffippopotamus,  two  Pair  of  Chineft 
Nut-crackers,  and  one  Egyptian  Mummy. 

Per.  Pray,  Sir,  have  you  never  a  Crocodile  ? 

Col.  Humph  !  the  Boatfwain  brought  one  with  Defign 
to  mew  it,  but  touching  at  Rotterdam*  and  hearing  it  was 
no  Rarity  in  England^  he  fold  it  to  a  Dutch  Poet. 

Sack.  .The  Devil's  in  that  Nation,  it  rivals  us  in  every 
Thing. 

Per.  I  fiiould  have  been  very  glad  to  have  feen  a  living 
Crocodile. 

Ccl.  My  Genius  led  me  to  Things  more  worthy  of  Re 
gard. — Sir,  1  have  feen  the  utmoil  Limit*  of  this  globular 
K  6  World  : 
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World  ;  I  have  feen  the  Sun  rife  and  fet  ;  know  in 
Degree  of  Heat  he  is  at  Noon,  to  the  Breadth  of  a  Hai*, 
and  what  Quantity  of  Cumbuftibles  he  burns  in  a  Day, 
how  much  of  it  turns  to  Ames,  and  how  much  to  Cinders. 

Per.  To  Cinders  !  You  amaze  me,  Sir  ;  I  never  heard 
that  the  Sun  confumM  any  Thing.  —  Defcertts  tells  us  -  • 

Col.  Be/caries,  with  the  reft  of  his  Brethren,  both  An 
cient  and  Modern,  knew  nothing  of  the  Matter.  --  I  tell 
you,  Sir,  that  Nature  admits  an  annual  Decay,  tho*  im 
perceptible  to  vulgar  Eyes.  -  Sometimes  his  Rays  deftroy 
below,  fometimes  above  -  You  have  heard  of  blazing 
Comets,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Per.  Yes,  yes,  I  remember  to  have  feen  one,  and  our 
•A.lrelegers  tell  u?  of  another  which  mail  happen  very 
quickly. 

Ccl.  Thofe  Comets  are  little  Iflands  bordering  on  the 
Sun,  which  at  certain  Times  are  fet  on  fire  by  that  lumi 
nous  Body's  moving  over  them  perpendicular,  which  wilt 
cne  Day  occafion  a  general  Co  nflag  radon. 

Sack.  One  need  n3t  fcruple  the  Colonel's  Capacity,. 
faith;  [Afidt*. 

Per.  This  is  marvellous  ftrange  I  Thefe  Cinders  are 
what  I  never  read  of  in  any  of  our  learned  DifTertations. 

CcL  I  don't  know  how  die  Devil  you  mould,     [djitte. 

Sack.  He  has  it  at  his  Fingers  Ends;  one  would  fwear 
he  had  learn'd  to  lye  at  School,  he  dees  it  fo  cleverly. 


Per.  Well.!  you  Travellers  fee  ftrange  Things  !  Pray, 
Sir,  have  you  anv  of  thole  Cinders  ? 

Col.  I  have,  among  my  o'ier  Curiofities. 

Per.  Oh,  what  have  I  loft  for  want  of  Travelling  \. 
?ray,  what  have  you  elfe  ? 

Ccl.  £ev  ral  Things  worth  your  Attention  -  1  have  a 
Muff  made  of  the  Feathers.  of  thofs  Geefe  that  favfd  the. 
Rc;tf>n.  Capitol. 

Ptr.   Is't  poffible  ? 

Suck.  Yes,  if  you  are  ftch  a  Gander  as  to  believe  him. 


Col.  I  have  an  laa'ian  Leaf,  which  open,  will  cover  an 
Acre  of  Land,  yet  folds  up  in  fo  little  a  Coinpafs,  yx)u  may 
T)ut  it  into  your  Snuff-box. 

Humph  h  That's  a  Thunderer;  {4/i&. 

Per-*. 
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Per.  Amazing  !  ' 

Col.  Ah  !  mine  is  bat  a  little  one  ;  I  have  feen  fome  of 
them  that  would  cover  cne  of  the  Carr  bbee  ICands. 

Ptr.  Well,  if  I  don't  travel  before  Idle,  I  (han't  reft  in 
my  Grave. Pray,  what  do  the  Indians  with  them  ? 

Col.  Sir,  they  ufe  them  in  their  Wars  for  Tents,  the 
old  Women  for  Riding-hoods,  the  Young  for  Fans  and 
Umbrellas. 

Sack.  He  has  a  fruitful  Invention.  \4fde. 

Per.  I  admire  our  Eafl  India  Company  imports  none  of 
them  ;  they  would  certainly  fird  their  Account  in  them. 

Col.  Right,  if  they  could  find  the  Leaves. d/idc* — 

Look  ye,  Sir,  do  you  fee  this  little  Vial  ? 

Per.  Pray  you,  what  is  it  ? 

Col.  This  is  cali'd  Polujtcfab. 

Per.   Polufafooio  ! It  has  a  rumbling  Sound. 

Col.  Right,  Sir;  it  proceeds  from  a  rumbaing  Xature. 
——This  Water  was  Part  of  thofe  Waves  which  bore 
Cleopatra's  VefTel  when  (he  fail'd  to  meet  ^nthcty. 

Per.  Well,  of  all  that  ever  travell'd,  none  had  a  Tafte 
like  you. 

Col.  But  here's  the  Wonder  of  the  WorJJ— This,  S>, 
is  cali'd  Zona,  or  Mores  Mujpbcnoa,  the  Virtues  of  this  are 
ineflimable. 

Per.  Moras  Mufphonon  !  What  in  the  Name  of  Wifdom 
can  that  be  ? To  me  it  feems  a  plain  Belt. 

Col.  This  Girdle  has  carried  me  all  the  World  over. 

Per.  You  have  carried  it,  you  mean. 

Col.  I  mean  as  I  fay.  Sir: Whenever  I  am  girdod 

with  this,  I  am  Invifible  ;  and  by  turning  this  little  Screw, 
can  be  in  the  Court  of  the  Great  Mogul,  the  Grand 
Signior,  and  King  Gar.ge,  in  as  little  Time  as  your  Cook 
can  poach  an  Egg. 

Per.  You  muft  pardon  roe,  Sir,  I  can't  believe  it. 

Col.  If  my  Landlord  pleafes,  he  mail  try  the  Experi 
ment  immediately. 

Sack.  I  thank  you  kindly,  Sir,  but  I  have  no  InchnaT 
tion  to  i  ide  Poft  to  the  Devil. 

Col  No,  no,  you  ihar.'t  flir  a  Feet,  I'll  only  make  you 
invifible. 

Sack    But  if  yea  could  not  make  me  vifible  aga»» 

*  Per. 
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Per.  Come,  try  it  upon  me,  Sir,  I  am  not  afraid  of  the 
Devil,  nor  all  his  Tricks. 'Sbud,  I'll  ftand  'em  all. 

Col.  There,  Sir,  put  it  on Come,    Landlord,  you 

and  I  muft  face  the  Eaft.  (They  turn  about.)  Is  it  on,  Sir  ? 

Per.  'Tis  on.  [They  turn  about  again, 

Sack.  Heaven  protect:  me  !  Where  is  he  ? 

Per.  Why  here,  juft  where  I  was. 

Sack.    Where,   where,    in  the  Name  of  Virtue  ?  Ah, 

poor  Mr.  Periwinkle ! Egad,  look  to't,  you  had  beft, 

Sir ;  and  let  him  be  feen  again,  or  I  (hall  have  you  burnt 
for  a  Wizard. 

jCol.  Have  Patience,  good  Landlord. 

Per.  But  really  don't  you  fee  me  now  ? 

Sack.  No  more  than  I  fee  my  Grandmother,  that  dy'd 
forty  Years  ago. 

Per.  Are  you  fure  you  don't  lye;  methinks  I  ftand  juft' 
where  I  did,  and  fee  you  as  plain  as  I  did  before. 

Sack.  Ah  !  I  wifh  I  could  fee  you  once  again. 

Col.  Take  off  the  Girdle,  Sir.  [He  takes  it  off. 

Sack.  Ah,   Sir,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  with  all  my  Heart. 

[Embraces  him. 

Per.  This  is  very  odd ;  certainly  there  muft  be  fome 

-  Trick  in't. Pray,  Sir,  will  you  do  me  the  Favour  to 

put  it  on  yourfelf. 

Col.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Per.  But  firft  I'll  fecure  the  Door. 

Col.  You  know  how  to  turn  the  Screw,  Mr.  Sackbut  ? 

Sack.  Yes,  yes Come,  Mr.  Periwinkle,  we  muft  turn 

full  Eaft.      [They  turn,  the  Colonel  Jinks  down  a  Trap-door. 

Col.  'Tis  done,  now  turn.  [They  turn-. 

Per.  Ha  !  Mercy  upon  me ;  my  Flefh  creeps  upon  my 
Bones This  muft  be  a  Conjurer,  Mr.  Sackbut. 

Sack.  He  is  the  Devil,  I  think. 

Per.  Oh,  Mr.  Sackbut,  why  do  you  Name  the  Devil, 
when  perhaps  he  may  be  at  your  Elbow  ? 

Sack.  At  my  Elbow ;  marry,  Heaven  forbid. 

Col.  (Below.)  Are  you  fatisfied,  Sir  ? 

Per.  Yes,  Sir,  yes. How  hollow  his'Yoice  founds ! 

Sack.  Yours  feem'd  juft  the  fame Faith,  I  wilh  thi> 

Girdle  were  mine,  I'd   fell  Wine  no   more.     Hark  ye, 
Mr.  Periwinkle,    (takes  him  ajide,    'till  the  Colonel  rijes 

again.  J 
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again)  if  he  would  fell  this  Girdle,  you  might  travel  with 
great  Expedition. 

Col.  But  it  is  not  to  be  parted  with  for  Money. 

Per.  I  am  forry  for't,  Sir,  becaufe  I  think  it  the  great- 
eft  Curiofity  I  ever  heard  of. 

CoL  By  the  Advice  of  a  learned  Phyfiognomift  in  Grand 
Cairo,  who  confulted  the  Lines  in  my  Face,  I  returned  to 
England,  where  he  told  me  I  mould  find  a  Rarity  in  the 
Keeping  of  four  Men,  which  I  was  born  to  poffefs  for  the 
Benefit  of  Mankind  ;  and  theory?  of  the  four  that  gave 
me  his  Content,  I  mould  prefent  him  with  this  Girdle  — 
Till  I  have  found  this  Jewel,  I  mall  not  part  with  the 
Girdle. 

Per.  What  can  that  Rarity  be  ?  Didn't  he  name  it  to 
you? 

CoL  Yes,  Sir:  He  called  it  a  chafte,  beautiful,  unaffect 
ed  Woman. 

Per.  Pifti  !  Women  are  no  Rarities  -  1  never  had  any 
great  Tafte'that  Way;  I  married,  indeed,  to  pleafe  a  Fa 
ther,  and  I  got  a  Girl  to  pleafe  my  Wife  ;  but  me  and  the 
Child  (thank  Heav'n)  died  together  -  Women  are  the 
very  Geugaws  of  the  Creation  ;  Playthings  for  Boys,  who, 
when  they  write  Man,  they  ought  to  throw  afide. 

Sack.  A  fine  Lefture  to  be  read  to  a  Circle  of  Ladies  ! 


Per.  What  Woman  is  there,  died  in  all  the  Pride  and 
Foppery  of  the  Times,  can  boaft  of  fuch  a  Foretop  as 
the  Cockatoo  ? 

Col.  I  muft  humour  him  —  (afide)  —  Such  a  Skin  as  the 
iizzard  ? 
'  Per.  Such  a  fhiping  Breaft  as  the  Humming-  Bird?' 

Col.  Such  a  Shape  as  the  Antelope  ? 

Per.  Or  in  all  the  artful  Mixture  of  their  various  Drefles, 
have  they  half  the  Beauty  of  one  Box  of  Butterflies  ? 

CoL  No,  that  muft  be  allowed  —  For  my  Part,  if  it  were 
not  for  the  Benefit  of  Mankind,  I'd  have  nothing  to  do 
with  them,  for  they  are  as  indifferent  to  me  as  a  Sparrow, 
©r  a  Flefli  Fly. 

Per.  Pray,  Sir,  what  Benefit  is  the  World  to  reap  from 
this  Lady  ? 

Col  Why,  Sir,  me  is  to  bear  me  a  Son,  who  mail  re- 
vive  the  Art  of  embalming,  and  the  old  Roman  Manner  of 

burying 
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burying  the  Dead  ;  and  for  the  Benefit  of  Pofterity,  he  is 
to  difcover  the  Longitude,  fo  long  fought  for  in  vain. 

Per.   Od  !  thefe  are  valuable  Things,  Mr.  Sackbut. 

Sack.  He  hits  it  off  admirably,  and  t'other  fwallows  jt 
like  Sack  and  Sugar—  (Jlfide) — Certainly  this  Lady  muft 
"be  your  Ward,  Mr.  Periwinkle,  by  her  being  under  the 
Carp  of  four  Perlbns. 

Per.  By  the  Defcription  itfiiouKt Egad,  if  I  couM 

get  thatGirdlci  Tel  ride  with  the  Sun,  and  make,  the  7W 
of  the  World  in  four  and  twenty.  Hours.  (AJide)  And  are 
you  to  give  that  Girdle  to  the/Vy?  of  the  Four  Guardians 
that  (hall  give  his  Confent  to  marry  that  Lady,  fay  you, 
Sir? 

Col.  I'am  fo  order'd,  when  I  can  find  him. 

Per.  1  fancy,  I  know  the.  very  Woman*— her-  Name  is 
Anr.c  Lovely. 

Col.  Excellent ! He  faid,  indeed,  that  the  firft  Letter 

of  her  Name  was  'L. 

Per.  Did  he,  really  ?• Well,  that's  prodigioufly  a- 

rnazing,  that  a  Perfon  in  Grand  Cairo  fliould  know  any 
Thing  of  my  Ward. 

CcL  Your  Ward  ! 

Per.  To  be  plain  with  you,  Sir  ;  I  ara.one  of  thofe 
four  Guardians. 

CcL  Are  you  indeed,.  Sir  ?  I  am  transported  to  find  the 
Man  who  is  to  pofleis  this  Moros  Mufphoncn  is  aPerfon  of  fo 
curious  a  Tatle. — Here  is  a  Writing  drawn  up  by  that  fa 
mous  Egyptian,  which  if  you  will  p.eafe  to  fign,  you  muii 
turn  your  Face  full  North,  and  the  Girdle  is  your's. 

P«r,  If  I  live  till  this  Boy  is  born,  I'll  be  embaim'd,  and 
fent  to  the  Royal  Society  when  I  die. 

CcL  That  you  fhall  molt  certainly., 

Eater  Drawer. 

Draw.  Here's  Mi4.  Staytape  the  Taylor  enquires  foryou> 
Colonel. 

CcL   Who  cl'6you  fpeak  to;  you  Son  of  a  Whore. 
Per.   Ha!.  Colonel!  [Aji<te. 

Col.  Confound  the  blundering  Dog!  [djide. 

Draw.  Why,,  to  Colonel r- 

Sttck.  Get  you  out,  you  Rafcai. 

[Kicks  Ixm  out,  and 'goes  after  hTm. 
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Draw.  What  the  Devil  is  the  Matter  r 

Col.  This  Dog  has  ruin'd  all  my  Schemes,  I  fee  by 
Periwinkle's  Looks.  [Jlfide. 

Per.  How  finely  I  fhould  have  been  chous'd— Colonel, 
you'll  pardon  me  that  I  did  not  give  you  your  Title  before 

—  it  was  pure  Ignorance,  faith   it  was Pray  —  hem, 

hem!  Pray,  Colonel,  what  Poft  had  this  learned  Egyptian 
in  your  Regiment? 

CoL  A  Pox  of  your  Sneer,  (dfide.)  \  don't  underfland 
you,  Sir. 

Per.  No,  that's  ftrange !  I  underfland  you,  Colonel  — 
An  Egyptian  of  Grand  Cairo  !  ha,  ha,  lia — I  am  forry  fuch 

a  well  invented  Tale  fhould  do  you  no  more  Service 

We  eld  Fellows  can  fee  as  far  into  a  Milftone  as  them  that 

pick  it 1  am  not  to  be  trick'd  out  of  my  Truil 

mark  that. 

Col.  The  Devil !  I  mud  carry  it  off,  I  wifh  I  were 
fairly  cut.  (djide.)  Look  ye,  Sir,  you  may  make  what  Jeft 
you  pieafe — but  the  Stars  will  be  obey'd,  Sir,  and,  depend 
upon't,  I  fhall  have  the  Lady,  and  you  none  of  the  Girdle. 
—Now  for  Freeman's  Part  of  the  Plot.  (AJide.)  [Exit. 

Per.  The  Stars  !  ha,  ha — No  Star  has  favour'd  you,  it 
feems The  Girdle!  ha,  ha,  ha,  none  of  your  Leger 
demain  Tricks  can  pafs  upon  me Why,  what  a  Pack 

of  Trumpery  has  this  Rogue  pick'd  up  —His  Pagod,  Pclit» 
fo/loios,  his  Zonas,  Moros  Mujphcncns,  and  the  Devil  knows 

what — But  I'll  take  Care — Ha,  gone  ! Ay,  'twas  Time 

to  fneak  off— Soho  !  the  Houfe  !  [Enter  Sackbut.]  Where 
is  this  Trickfter  ?  Send  for  a  Conftable,  I'll  have  this  Raf- 
cal  before  the  Lord  Mayor ;  til  Grand  Cairo  him,  with  a 
Pox  to  him — I  believe  you  had  a  Hand  in  putting  this  Im- 
pofture  upon  me,  Sack&ut. 

Sack.  Who  I,  Mr.  Periwinkle  ?  I  fcorn  it ;  I  perceiv'd 
he  was  a  Cheat,  and  left  the  Room  on  purpofe  to  fend  for 
a  Conftable  to  apprehend  him,  and  endeavour'd  to  flop 
him  when  he  went  out— But  the  Rogue  made  but  one 
Step  from  the  Stairs  to  the  Door,  call'd  a  Coach,  leap'd 
into  it,  and  drove  away  like  the  Devil,  as  Mr.  Freeman 
can  witnefs,  who  is  at  the  Bar,  and  defires  to  fpeak  with 
you  ;  he  is  this  Minute  come  to  Town. 

Per.  Send  him  in.  [Exit  Sackbut.]  What  a  Scheme  this 
Rogue  has  laid  !  How  I  fhould  have  been  laugh'd  at,  had 

it 
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it  fucceeded  !  [Enter  Freeman  booted  andfpur'd.~\  Mr.  Free- 
many  your  Drefs  commands  your  Welcome  to  Town,  what 
will  you  drink  ?  I  had  like  to  have  been  impos'd  upon 
here  by  the  verieft  Rafcal— 

Tree.  I  am  {brry  to  hear  it.— The  Dog  flew  for't — he 
had  not  'fcap'd  me,  if  I  had  been  aware  of  him  ;  Sackbut 
ftruck  at  him,  but  mifs'd  his  Blow,  or  he  had  done  his 
Buiinefs  for  him. 

Per.  I  believe  you  never  heard  of  fuch  a  Contrivance, 
Mr.  Freeman,  as  this  Fellow  had  found  out. 

Free.  Mr.  Sackbut  has  told  me  the  whole  Story,  Mr.  Pe 
riwinkle  ;  but  now  I  have  fomething  to  tell  you  of  much 
more  Importance  to  yourfelf. — I  happen'd  to  lie  one  Night 
at  Coventry,  and  knowing  your  Uncle,  Sir  Toby  Periwin 
kle,  I  paid  him  a  Vifit,  and,,  to  my  great  Surprize,  found 
him  dying. 

Per.  Dying! 

Free.  Dying,  in  all  Appearance  ;  the  Servants  weeping,, 
the  Room  in  Darknefs ;  the  Tothecary  making  his  Head, 
told  me,  the  Doctors  had  given  him  over  ;  and  then  there 
is  fmall  Hopes,  you  know. 

Per.  I  hope  he  has  ma  te  his  V/ill — he  always  told  me,.. 
he  would  make  me  his  Heir. 

Free.  I  have  heard  you  fay  as  much,  and  therefore  re- 
folv'd  to  give  you  Notice.  I  mould  think,  it  would  not 
be  amifs  if  you  went  down  to-morrow  Morning. 

Per.  It  is  a  long  Journey,  and  the  Roads  very  bad. 

Free.  But  he  has  a  great  Eftate,  and  the  Land  very  good 
—Think  upon  that. 

Pen  Why  that's  true,  as  you  fay  ;  I'll  think  upon  it : 
In  the  mean  Time,  I  give  you  many  Thanks  for  your  Ci 
vility,  Mr.  Freeman,  and  mould  be  glad  of  your  Com 
pany  to  dine  with  me. 

Free.  I  am  oblig'd  to  be  at  Jonathan's  Coffee-Hbufe  by 
Two,  and  now  it  is  half  an  Hour  after  One  ;  if  I  difpatch 
my  Bufinefs,  I'll  wait  on  you ;  I  know  your  Hour. 

Per.  You  mall  be  very  welcome,  Mr.  Freeman,  and  fo 
your  humble  Servant.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Colonel  and  Sackbut. 

Free.  Ha,  ha,  ha, — I  have  done  your  Bufinefs,  Colonel,, 
he  has  fwallo  w'd  the  Bait. 

Col. 
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Col.  I  overheard  all,  though  I  am  a  little  in  the  Dark  ;  I 
am  to  perfonate  a  Highwayman,  I  fuppofe  —  That's  a  Pro. 
jecl:  I  am  not  fond  of;  for  though  I  may  fright  him  out 
of  his  Confent,  he  may  fright  me  out  of  my  Life,  when 
he  difcovers  me,  as  he  certainly  mud  in  the  End. 

Free.  No,  no,  I  have  a  Plot  for  you  without  Danger, 
but  firft  we  muft  manage  Tradelove  -  Has  the  Taylor 
brought  your  Clothes  ? 

Sack.  Yes,  Pox  take  the  Thief. 

Col   Well,  well,  no  Matter,  I  warrant  we  have 
now  you  muft  put  on  the  Dutch  Merchant. 

Col.  The  Duce  of  this  trading  Plot  I  wifti  he  had 
been  an  old  Soldier,  that  I  might  have  attacked  him  in  my 
own  Way,  heard  him  fight  over  all  the  Battles  of  the  civil 
War  —  But  for  Trade,  by  Jupiter  I  mail  never  do  it. 

Sack.  Never  fear,  Colonel,  Mr.  Freeman  will  inftruft  you. 

Free.  You'll  fee  what  others  do,  the  Coffee-houfe  will 
inftrucl  you. 

Col.  I  muft  venture,  however  —  But  I  have  a  farther  Plot 
in  my  Head  upon  Tradelove,  which  you  muft  affift  me  in, 
Freeman  ;  you  are  in  Credit  with  him,  I  heard  you  fay. 

Free.  I  am,  and  will  fcruple  nothing  to  ferve  you, 
Colonel. 

Col.  Come  along  then—  Now  for  the  Dutchman  —  Honeft 
Ptolemy.  By  your  Leave. 

Ncnv  muft  Bag  Wig  and  Btu'nefs  come  in  Play  ; 
A  Thirty-Thoufand  -Pound  Girl  leads  the  Way* 


A  C  T   IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE  Jonathan'*  Cofee-Houfe  in  Change-Alley.  A 
Crowd  of  People  nvith  Rolls  of  Paper  and  Parchment  in 
their  Hands  ;  a  Bar,  and  Coffee-Boys  waiting. 

Enter  Tradelove  and  Stock-jobbers,  with  Rolls  of  Paper 
and  Parchment. 

ill  Stock.    QOuth-Sea  at  feven  Eighths  ;  who  buys  ? 

0       2d  Stock.    South-Sea  Bonds  due  at  Michael 
mas,  1718.     Clafs  Lottery-Tickets. 
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3*T  Stock.  EaJl-India  Bonds  ? 

^.th  Stock.  What,  all  Sellers  and  no  Buyers?  Gentle 
men,  I'll  buy  a  thoufand  Pound  for  Titcfday  next,  at  three 
Fourths. 

Ccff.  Boy.  Frefli  Coffee,  Gentlemen,  frefh  Coffee  ? 

Trade.  Hark  }  e,  Gabriel,  you'll  pay  the  Difference  of 
that  Stock  we  tranfadled  for  t'other  Day. 

Gabr.  Ay,  Mr.  Tradelove,  here's  a  Note  for  the  Mo- 
Rry  upon  the  Sword- Blade  Company.  [Gives  him  a  Note. 

Cof.  Boy.  Bohea-Tea,  Gentlemen  ? 

Enter  a  Man. 

Man.  Is  Mr.  Smuggle  here  ? 

\ft  Co/I  Boy.  Mr.  Srntigglis  not  here,  Sir,  you'll  find 
him  at  the  Books. 

zd.  Stock.  Ho !  here  come  two  Sparks  from  t'other  End 
of  the  Town  ;  what  News  bring  they  ? 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Trade.  I  would  fain  bite  that  Spark  in  the  Brown 
Ccat ;  he  comes  very  often  into  the  Alley,  but  never  em 
ploys  a  Broker. 

Enter  Colonel  and  Freeman. 

id  StccL  Who  does  any  thing  in  the  Civil-Lift  Lottery  ? 
or  Caco  ?  Zounds,  where  are  all  the  Jews  this  Afternoon? 
Are  you  a  Bull  or  a  Bear  To-day,  Abraham  ? 

$d  Stock.  A  Bull,  Faith, but  I  have  a  good  Putt  for 

next  Week. 

Trade.  Mr,  Freeman,  your  Servant !  Who  is  that  Gen 
tleman.^- 

Free.  A  Dutch  Merchant,  juft  come  to  England ;  but 
hark  ye,  Mr.  Tradelo<ve> — I  have  a  Piece  of  News  will  get 
you  as  much  as  the  French  King's  Death  did,  if  you  are 
expeditious. 

Trade.  Say  you  fb,  Sir!  Pray,  what  is  it  ? 

Free.  (Shewing  him  a  Letter.)  Read  there,  I  received 
it  juft  now  from  one  that  belongs  to  the  Emperor's  Mi- 
nifter.  • 

Trade.  (Reads.)  Sir,  As  I  have  many  Obligations  to  you, 
I  cannot  mifs  any  Opportunity  to  Jhe<w  my  Gratitude  ;  this  Mo- 
mei.t  my  Lord  has  received  a  private  Exprefs,  that  the  Spa 
niards  ba-vs  raised  their  Siege  from  before  Cagliari ',  if  this 

proves. 
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proves  ar,y  Advantage  to  you,  it  'will  an/iver  both  the  Ends 
and  Wijhes  of,  Sir,  Tour  mojl  obliged  humble  Servant, 

Henricus  Dufleldorp. 
Poftfcript; 

In  t<u>o  or  three  Hours  the  Nevjs  <voill  be  publick. 
May  one  depend  upon  this,  Mr.  freeman  ? 

[Afide  to  Freeman. 

Free.  You  may. 1  never  knew  this  Perfon  fend  me  a 

falfe  Piece  of  News  in  my  Life. 

Trade.  Sir,  I  am  much  oblig'd  to  you,  'Egad,  'tis  rare 

News. Who  fells  South- Sea  for  next  Week. 

Stock  Job.  (All  together.)  I  fell;  I,  I,  I,  I,  I  fell, 
i/  Stock.  I'll  fell  5ooo/.  for  next  Week,  ^[five  Eighths. 

zd  Stock. I'll  fell  ten  thoufand,  ttfive  Eighths,  for 

the  fame  7'ime. 

Trade.  Nay,  nay,  hold,  hold,  not  altogether,  Gentle 
men,  I'll  be  no  Bull,  I'll  buy  no  more  than  I  can  take: 
Will  you  fell  ten  thoufand  Pounds  at  a  Half,  for  any  Day 
next  Week,  except  Saturday  ? 

I/?  Stock.  I'll  fell  it  you,  Mr.  Tradelove. 
Free.  (Whifpers  to  one  of  the  Gentlemen.) 
Gent,  (AJide.)  The  Spaniards  rais'd  the  Siege  of  Cagli- 
ari  !  I  don't  believe  one  Word  of  it. 

zd  Gent.  Rais'd  the  Siege ;  as  much  as  you  have  rais'd 
the  Monument. 

Free.  'Tis  rais'd  I  affure  you,  Sir. 
zd  Gent.  What  will  you  lay  on't. 
Free.  What  you  pleafe. 

i/?  Gent.  Why,  I  have  a  Brother  upon  the  Spot,  in  the 
Emperor's  Service ;  I  am  certain  if  there  were  any  fuch 
Thing,  I  mould  have  had  a  Letter. 

2.d  Stock.  How's  this  ?  The  Siege  of  Cagliari  rais'd  ? 
.  1  wim  it  may  be  true,  'twill  make  Bufmefs  ftir,  and 
Stocks  rife. 

>/  Stock.  Tradelove^  a  cunning  fat  B«r ;  if  this  News 
proves  true,  I  mall  repent  I  fold  him  the  ten  thoufand 

Pounds. Pray,  Sir,  what  Aflurance  have  you  that  the 

Siege  is  rais'd  ? 

free.  There  is  come  an  Exprefs  to  the  Emperor's  Mi- 
nifter. 

2d  Stock.  I'll  know  that  prefently.  [£*"• 

if  Gent. 
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\ft  Gent.  Let  it  come  where  it  will,  I'll  hold  you  fifty 
Pounds  'tis  falfe. 
Free.  'Tis  done. 

7.d  Gent.   I'll  lay  you  a  Brace  of  Hundreds  upon  the 
fame. 

Free.  I'll  take  you. 

4/£  Stock.  'Egad,  I'll  hold  twenty  Pieces  'tis  not  rais'd, 
Sir. 

Free.  Done  with  you  too. 

Trade.  I'll  lay  any  Man  a  Brace  of  Thoufands  the  Siege 
is  rais'd. 

Free.  The  Dutch  Merchant  is  your  Man  to  take  in. 

[./$£&>  Tradelove. 
Trade.  Does  not  he  know  the  News  ? 
Free.  Not  a  Syllable ;  if  he  did,  he  wou'd  bet  a  Hun 
dred  thoufand  Pound  as  foon  as  one  Penny ; — he's  plaguy 
rich,  and  a  mighty  Man  at  Wagers.  [To  Tradelove. 

Trade.  Say  you  fo, — 'Egad,  I'll  bite  him,  if  poffible  ; 

Arc  you  from  Holland t  Sir  ? 
Col.  Ya,  Mynheer. 

Trade.  Had  you  the  News  before  you  came  away  ? 
Col.  Wat  believe  you,  Mynheer  ? 
Trade.  What  do  I  believe  ?    Why,  I  believe  that  the 
Spaniards  have  actually  rais'd  the  Siege  of  Cagliari. 

Col.  Wat  Duyvel's  News  is  dat  ?  'Tis  niet  waer,  Myn 
heer, 'tis  no  true,  Sir. 

Trade.  'Tis  fo  true,   Mynheer,    that  I'll  lay  you  two 

thoufand  Pounds  upon  it. You  are  fure  the  Letter  may 

be  depended  upon,  Mr.  Freeman  ? 

Free.  Do  you  think  I  would  venture  my  Money,  if  I 
were  not  fure  of  the  Truth  of  it  ?         [Afide  to  Tradelove. 
Col.  Two  duyfend  Pound,  Mynheer,  'tis  gad aen  —  dis 
Gentleman  fal  hold  de  Gelt.  [Gives  Freeman  Money. 

Trade.  With  all  my  Heart — this  binds  the  Wager. 
Free.  You  have  certainly  loft,  Mynheer,  the  Siege  is 
rais'd  indeed. 

Col.  Ik  gelov't  niet,  Mynheer  Freeman,  ik  fal  ye  dub- 
bled  houden,  if  you  pleafe. 

Free.  I  am  let  into  the  Secret,  therefore  won't  win  your 
Money. 

Trade.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  have  fnapt  the  Dutchman,  Faith, 

ha, 
I 
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fca,  ha !  this  is  no  ill  Day's  Work,— pray,  may  I  crave 
your  Name,  Mynheer? 

Col.  Myn  Naem,  Mynheer !  myn  Name  is  Jan  van 
Timtamtirelereletta  Heer  Fainnuell. 

Trade.  Zounds,  'tis  a  damn'd  long  Name,  I  fhall  never 

remember  it. — Myn  Heer  van,  Tim,  Tim,  Tim> What 

the  Devil  is  it  ? 

Free.  Oh  !  never  heed,  I  know  the  Gentleman,  and 
will  pafs  my  Word  for  twice  the  Sum. 

Trade.  That's  enough. 

Col.  You'll  hear  of  me  fooner  than  you'll  wifh,  old 
Gentleman,  I  fancy.  (Afide.)  You'll  come  to  Sack&ut\ 
Freeman.  \Exit. 

Free.  Immediately.  [Afide  to  the  Colonel, 

ij}  Man.  Humphry  Hump  here  ? 

id  Boy.  Mr.  Humphry  Hump  is  not  here  ;  you'll  find  him 
upon  the  Dutch  Walk. 

Trade.  Mr.  Freeman,  I  give  you  many  Thanks  for  your 
Kindnefs. 

Free.  I  fear  you'll  repent  when  you  know  all.     [Afide. 

Trade.  Will  you  dine  with  me  ? 

Free.  I'm  engag'd  at  Sackbut's ;  adieu.  [Exit. 

Trade.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant.  Now  I'll  fee  what 
I  can  do  upon  'Change  with  my  News.  [Exit. 

SCENE    the  Tavern. 
Enter  Freeman  and  Colonel. 

Free.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  The  old  Fellow  fwallowed  the  Bait 
as  greedily  as  a  Gudgeon. 

Col.  I  have  him,  Faith,  ha,  ha,  ha !— His  two  thou- 

fand  Pounds  fecure. If  he  would  keep  his  Money,  he 

muft  part  with  the  Lady,  ha,  ha. What  came  of  your 

two  Friends  ?  They  perform'd  their  Part  very  well  j  you 
mould  have  brought  'em  to  take  a  Glafs  with  us. 

Free.  No  matter,  we'll  drink  a  Bottle  together  another 
Time.  — .  I  did  not  care  to  bring  them  hither ;  there's  no 
Neceflity  to  truft  them  with  the  main  Secret,  you  know, 
Colonel. 

Col.  Nay,  that's  right,  Freeman. 

Enter  Sackbut. 

Sack.  Toy,  Joy,  Colonel!  The  luckieft  Accident  in  the 
World !  M* 
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Col.  What  fay 'ft  thou  ? 
Sack.  This  Letter  does  yourBufmefs. 
Col.    (Reads.)    To  Obadiah  Primr    Hofier,    near  the 
Building  call'd  the  Monument,  in  London. 

Free.  A  Letter  to.  Prim!  How  came  you  by  it  ? 
Sack.  Looking  over  the  Letters  our  Poft- Woman  brought 
as  I  always  do,  to  fee  what  Letters  are  diredted  to  my 
Houfe,  (for  (he  can't  read,  you  muft  know)  I  fpy'd  this  to 
Prim,  fo  paid  for  it  among  the  Reft  ;  I  have  given  the  old 
Jade  a  Pint  of  Wine  on  purpofe  to  delay  Time,  till  you 
fee  if  the  Letter  be  of  any  Service ;  then  I'll  feal  it  up  a- 
gain,  and  tell  her  I  took  it  by  Miftake  ;  —  I  have  read  it, 
and  fancy  you'll  like  the  Project — Read,  read  Colonel. 

Col.  (Reads)  Friend  Prim,  there  is  arri<vd  from  Penfil- 
vania  one  Simon  Pure,  a  Leader  of  the  Faithful,  who  hath 
fojourrfd  'with  us  eleven  Days,  and  hath  been  of  great  Com 
fort  to  the  Brethren. — He  intendeth  for  the  Quarterly  Meetings 
in  London  ;  /  ha<ve  recommended  him  to  thy  tjoufe.  I  pray 
thee  treat  him  kindly,  and  let  thy  Wife  cherijh  him,  for  he's 

of  (weakly   Conjlitution he  ivill  depart  from  us  the  third 

Day  ',  which  is  all  from  thy  Friend  in  the  Faith. 

Aminadab  Holdfaft. 

Ha,   ha,  excellent!   I  underftand  you,  Landlord,  I  am  to 
pei  fonate  this  Simon  Pure,  am  I  not  ? 
Sack.  Don't  you  like  the  Hint  ? 
Col.  Admirably  well ! 
Free.  'Tis  the  beft  Contrivance  in   the  World,  if  the 

right  Simon  gets  not  there  before  you. 

Col.  No, -no,  the  Quakers  never  <ide  Poft;  he  can't  be 
here  before  To-morrow  at  fponeil :  Do  you  fend  and  buy 
me  a  Quaker's  Drefs,  Mr.  Sackbut ;  and  fuppofe  Freeman* 
you  mould'  wait  at  the  BriJIol  Coach,  that  if  you  fee  any 
fuch  Perfon,  you  might  contrive  to  give  me  Notice.  - — 
Fre.  I  will— the  Country  Drefs  and  Boots,  are  they  ready  ? 

Sack.  Yes,  yes,  every  Thing Sir. 

Free.  Bring  'em  in  then.— -[Exit  Sack.]  Thou  muft  dif- 
-  patch  Periwinkle  firft — remember  his  Uncle  Sir  Toby  Peri 
winkle  is  an  old  Batchelor  of  Seventy-five. — that  he  has 
Seven  hundred  a  Year,  moft  in  Abbey  Land,   that  he  was 
once  in  Love  with  your  Mother,  and  fhrewdly  fufpedted 

by  fome  to  be  your  Father, that  yon  have  been  thirty 

Years  his  Steward, — and  ten  Years  his  Gentleman,— re 
member  to  improve  thefe  Hints. 
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"Col.  Never  fear,  let  me  alone  for  that — but  what's  the 
Steward's  Name  ? 

Free,  His  Name  is  Pillage. 

Col.  Enough — [Eater  Sackbut  with  Clothes.}  Now  for 
the  Country  Put [Drefis. 

Free.  'Egad,  Landlord,  thou  deferveft  to  have  the  firft 
Night's  Lodging  with  the  Lady  for  thy  Fidelity ;  —  what 
fay  you,  Colonel,  mail  we  fettle  a  Club  here,  you'll  make 
one? 

Col.  Make  one ;  I'll  bring  a  Set  of honeft  Officers,  that 
will  fpend  their  Money  as  freely  to  the  King's  Health,  as 
they  would  their  Blood  in  his  Service, 

Sack.  I  thank  you,  Colonel ;  here,  here  !        [ Bell  rin«s. 

[tfw'/'Sackbut. 

Col.  So,  now  for  my  Boots.  [Puts  on  Boots.}  Shall  I 
find  you  here,  Freeman,  when  I  come  back  ? 

Free.  Yes,  —  or  I'll  leave  Word  with  SacMut,  where 
he  may  fend  for  me  —  Have  you  the  Writings,  the  Will, 
and  every  Thing  ? 

Col.  All,  all ! [Enter  Sackbut. 

Sack*  Zounds !  Mr.  Freeman !    yonder  is  *Tradelo<vt  in 

the  damned 'ft  Paflion  in  the  World         He  fwears  you  arr 

in  the  Houfe — he  fays  you  told  him  you  was  to  dine  here. 

Free.  I  did  fo,  ha,  ha,  ha  ?  he  has  found  himfelf  bit 

already. 

Col.  The  Devil !  he  muft  not  fee  me  in  this  Dfefs. 
Sack.  I  told  him  I  expefted  you  here,  but  you  were  not 

come  yet - 

Free.  Very  well, make  you  hafte  out,  Colonel,  and 

let  me  alone  to  deal  with  him  :  Where  is  he  ? 
SacL  In  the  Kings-Head. 
Cot  You  remember  what  I  told  you  ? 
Free.  Ay,  ay,  very  well.     Landlord,  let  him  know  I 
am  come  in, — and  now,  Mr.  Pillage,  Succefs  attend  you. 

[Exit  Sa^k. 
Col.  Mr.  Proteus  rather.- 

From  changing  Shape,  and  imitating  Jove, 

/  draw  the  happy  Omens  of  my  Love. 

Pm  not  thefrft  young  Brother  of  the  Blade, 

Who  made  his  Fortune  in  a  Mafquerade.    [Exit  Col. 

Enter  Tradelove. 
Frft.  Zounds !  Mr.  Tradelove,  we're  bit  it  feeras. 

L  'Trade. 
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Trade.  Bit  do  you  call  it,  Mr.  Freeman  ?  I  am  ruin'd. 
-. Pox  on  your  News. 

Free.  Pox  on  the  Rafcal  that  Tent  it  me. 

Trade.  Sent  it  you  !  Why  Gabriel  Skinflint  has  been  at 
the  Minifter's,  and  fpoke  with  him,  and  he  has  afiur'd 
him  'tis  every  Syllable  falfe ;  he  receiv'd  no  fuch  Exprefs. 

Free.  I  know  it :  I  this  Minute  parted  with  my  Friend, 
who  protefted  he  never  fent  me  any  fuch  Letter.  —  Some 
roguiih  Stockjobber  has  done  it  on  purpofe  to  make  me 
lofe  my  Money,  that's  certain ;  I  wifh  I  knew  who  he 
was,  I'd  make  him  repent  it — I  have  lort  3Oo/.  by  it. 

Trade.  What  Signifies  your  three  hundred  Pounds  to 
what  I  have  loft  ?  There's  two  thoufand  Pounds  to  that 
Dutchman  with  a  curfed  long  Name,  befides  the  Stock  I 
bought ;  the  Devil !  I  could  tear  my  Flefh 1  muft  ne 
ver  mew  my  Face  upon  'Change  more  j for,  by  my 

Soul,  I  can't  pay  it. 

Free.  I  am  heartily  forry  for  it !  What  can  I  ferve 
you  in  ?  Shall  I  fpeak  to  the  Dutch  Merchant,  and  try  to 
get  you  Time  for  the  Payment. 

Trade.  Time  !  Ads'heart ;  I  mall  never  be  able  to  look 
up  again. 

Free.  I  am  very  much  concern'd  that  I  was  the  Occa- 
fion,  and  wilh  I  could  be  an  Inftrument  of  retrieving  your 
Misfortune  ;  for  my  own,  I  value  it  not.  Adfo  !  a  Thought 
comes  into  my  Head,  that,  well  improved,  may  be  of 
Service. 

Trade.  Ah !  there's  no  Thought  can  be  of  any  Service 
to  me,  without  paying  the  Money,  or -running  away. 

Free.  How  do  you  know  ?  What  do  you  think  of  my 
propofing  Mrs.  Lovely  to  him  ?  He  is  a  fingle  Man — and 
I  heard  him  fay  he  had  a  Mind  to  marry  an  Englijh  Wo 
man nay,  more  than  that,  he  faid  fomebody  told  him, 

you  had  a  pretty  Ward he.wifh'd  you  had  betted  her 

inftead  of  your  Money. 

Trade.  Ay,  but  he'd  be  hang'd  before  he'd  take  her  in- 
flead  of  the  Money ;  the  Dutch  are  too  covetous  for  that ; 
befides,  he  did  not  know  that  there  were  three  more  of  us, 
I  fuppofe. 

Free.  So  much  the  better ;  you  may  venture  to  give 
him  your  Confent,  if  he'll  forgive  you  the  Wager  :  it  is 

not 
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not  your  Bufinefs  to  tell  him,  that  yoiir  Confent  will  fig- 
nify  nothing. 

Trade.    That's  right  as  you  fay ;    but  will  he  do  it, 
think  you  ? 

Free.  I  can't  tell  that ;    bat  I'll  try  what  I  can  do  with 

him He  has  promis'd  me  to  meet  me  here  an  Hour 

hence ;  I'll  feel  his  Pulfe,  and  let  you  know  :  If  I  find  it 
feafible,  I'll  fend  for  you  ;  if  not,  you  are  at  Liberty  to 
take  what  Meafures  you  pleafe. 

Trade.  You  muft  extol  her  Beauty,  double  her  Portion, 
and  tell  him  I  have  the  intire  Difpofal  of  her,  and  that 

me  can't  marry  without  my  Confent ; and  that  I  am  a 

covetous  Rogue,  and  will  never  part  with  her  without  a 
valuable  Confideration. 

Free.  Ay,  ay,  let  me  alone  for  a  Lye  at  a  Pinch. 
Trade.  'Egad,  if  you  can  bring  this  to  bear,  Mr.  Free 
man,  I'll  make  you  whole  again ;  I'll  pay  the  three  hun 
dred  Pounds  you  loft,  with  all  my  Soul. 

Free.  Well,  I'll  ufe  my  beft  Endeavours Where  will 

you  be  ? 

Trade.  At  Home  ;  pray  Heaven  you  profper— • If  f  were 
but  the  fole  Truftee  now,  I  mould  not  fear  it.  Who  the 
Devil  would  be  a  Guardian, 

If,  when  Cajb  runs  low,  our  Coffers  ?  enlarge, 

We  can't,  like  other  Stocks,  transfer  our  Charge?     [Exit. 

Free.  Ha,  ha,  ha he  has  it.  {Exit. 

SCENE    changes  to  Periwinkle'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Periwinkle  on  one  Side,  and  Footman  on  t'other. 

Foot.  A  Gentleman  from  Coventry  enquires  for  you,  Sir. 

Per.  From  my  Uncle,  I  warrant  you ;  bring  him  up — 
This  will  fave  me  the  Trouble,  as  well  as  the  Expence  of 
a  Journey. 

Enter  ColoneL 

Col.  Is  your  Name  Periwinkle,  Sir  ? 
Per.  It  is,  Sir. 

Col.  I  am  forry  for  the  Meflage  I  bring— My  old  Maf- 
ter,  whom  I  ferved  thefe  forty  Years,  claims  the  Sorrow 
<ke  from  a  faithful  Servant  to  an  indulgent  Matter. 

[  Wtefs. 
L  2  Per. 
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Per.  By  this  I  underft and,  Sir,  my  Uncle  Sir  Tofy  Pc- 
r'fwinkh  is  dead. 

Col.  He  is,  Sir,  and  he  has  left  you  Heir  to  feven  Hun 
dred  a  Year,  in  as  good  Abbey- Land  as  ever  paid  Peter- 

Penfe  to  Rome. 1  wifh  you  long  to  enjoy  it,  but  my 

Tears  will  flow  when  I  think  of  my  Benefactor — (Weeps.) 

Ah  1  he  was  a  good  Man he  has  not  left  tnany  of  his 

Fellows the  Poor  lament  him  forely. 

Per.  I  pray,  Sir,  what  Office  bore  you  ? 

Col.  I  was  his  Steward,  Sir. 

Per.  I  have  heard  him  mention  you  with  much  Reipeft ; 
your  Name  is 

Col.  Pillage,  Sir. 

Per.  Ay,  Pillage,  I  do  remember  he  called  you  Pillage 
Pray,  Mr.  Pillage,  when  did  my  Uncle  die  ? 

Col.  Monday  laft,  at  Four  in  the  Morning.  About  Two 
he  fign'd  his  Will,  and  gave  it  into  my  Hands,  and  ftricl- 
ly  charg'd  me  to  leave  Coventry  the  Moment  he  expir'd, 
snd  deliver  it  to  you  with  what  Speed  I  could ;  I  have 
obey'd  him,  Sir,  and  there  is  the  Will.  [Gives  it  to  Per. 

Per.  'Tis  very  well,  I'll  lodge  it  in  the  Commons. 

Col.  There  are  Two  Things  which  he  forgot  to  infert, 
but  charg'd  me  to  tell  you,  that  he  deiir'd  you'd  perform 
them  as  readily  as  if  you  had  found  them  written  in  the 
Will,  which  is  to  remove  his  Corpfe,  and  bury  him  by  his 
Father  at  St.  Paul's,  Cogent-Garden,  and  to  give,  all  his 
Servants  Mourning. 

Per.  That  will  be  a  considerable  Charge ;  a  Pox  of 
all  modern  Fafhions.  (dfide.)  Well!  it  ihall  be  done. 
Mr.  Pillage :  I  will  agree  with  one  of  Death's  Fafhion- 
Mongers,  call'd  an  Undertaker,  to  go  down,  and  bring 
up  the  Body. 

Cat.  I  hope,  Sir,  I  ihall  have  the  Honour  to  ferve  you 
in  the  fame  Station  I  did  your  worthy  Uncle ;  I  have  not 
many  Years  to  (lay  behind  him,  and  would  gladly  fpend 
them  in  the  Family^  where  I  was  brought  up  — (Weeps.} 
He  was  a  kind  and  tender  Matter  to  me. 

Per.  Pray  don't  grieve,  Mr.  Pillage,  you  mail  hold 
your  Place,  and  every  Thing  elfe  which  you  held  under 

my  Uncle You  make  me  weep  to  fee  you  fo  con- 

cern'd.  (Weeps.)  He  liv'd  to  a  good  old  Age,  and  we  arc 
all  mortal. 
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Col.  We  are  fo,  Sir,  and  therefore  I  muft  beg  you  to 
fign  this  Leafe  ;  You'll  find  Sir  Toby  has  taken  particular 
Notice  of  it  in  his  Will — I  could  not  get  it  Time  enough 
frcm  the  Lawyer,  or  he  had  fign'd  it  before  he  dy'd. 

[Gives  him  a  Paper. 

Per.  A  Leafe  !  for  what  ? 

Col.  I  rented  an  hundred  a  Year  of  Sir  Toby  upon 
Leafe,  which  Leafe  expires  at  Lady-Day  next.  I  defire  to 
renew  it  for  twenty  Years that's  all,  Sir. 

Per.  Let  me  fee.  [Looks  over  the  Leafe. 

Col.  Matters  go  fvvimmingly,  if  nothing  intervene. 


Per.  Very  well Let's  fee  what  he  fays  in  his  Will 

about  it.  [Lays  the  Leafe  upon  tie  Table*  and 

looks  on  the  Will. 

Ccl.  He's  very  wary,  yet  I  fancy  I  mail  be  too  cun 
ning  for  him.  [Ajtde. 

Per.  Ho,  here  it  is  — -  The  Farm  lying now  in  Pof- 

fejfion  of  Samuel  Pillage— -fuffer  him  to  renew  his  Leafe  • 
at  the  fame  Rent — Very  well,  Mr.  Pillage,  I  fee  my  Uncle 
does  mention  it,  and  I'll  perform  his  Will.  Give  me  the 
Leafe— (Col.  gives  it  him,  he  looks  upon  it,  and  lays  it  upon 
the  Table.)  Pray  you  ftep  to  the  Door,  and  call  for  a  Pen 
and  Ink,  Mr.  Pillage. 

Col.  I  have  Pen  and  Ink  in  my  Pocket,  Sir,  (Pulls  out 
an  Inkhorn.)  I  never  go  without  that. 

Per.  I  think  it  belongs  to  your  Profeffion— — — (He  looks 
upon  the  Pen,  while  the  Col.  changes  the  Leafe,  and  lays 
dovjn  the  Contract.}  I  doubt  this  is  but  a  forry  Pen,  tho'  it 
may  ferve  to  write  my  Name.  [Writes. 

Col.  Little  does  he  think  what  he  figns.  \_Afide. 

Per.  There  is  your  Leafe,  Mr.  Pillage,  (Gives  him  the 
Paper.}  Now  I  muft  defire  you  to  make  what  Hafte  you 
can  down  to  Coventry,  and  take  Care  of  every  Thing, 
and  I'll  fend  down  the  Undertaker  for  the  Body  ;  do  you 
attend  it  up,  and  whatever  Charge  you  are  at,  I  will  re 
pay  yeu. 

Col.  You  have  paid  me  already,  I  thank  you,  Sir.  [4fide. 

Per.  Will  you  dine  with  me  ? 

Col.  I  would  rather  not,  there  are  fome  of  my  Neigh 
bours  which  I  met  as  I  came  along,  who  leave  the  Town 

L,  3  this 
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this  Afternoon,  they  told  me,  and  I  ffiould  be  glad  o 
Company  down. 

Per.  Well,  well,  I  won't  detain  you. 

Col.  1  don't  care  how  foon  I  am  out.  [Afiik, 

Per.  I  will  give  Orders  about  Mourning. 

CoL  You  will  have  Caufe  to  mourn,  when  you  know- 
your  Eftate  imaginary  ©nly. 

ICoftll  find  your  Hopes  and  Caret  are  *vaint 

In  Spite  cf  all  the  Caution  you  have  ta'en, 

Fortune  rewards  tie  faithful  Louver's  Pain.  [Exito 

Per.  Seven  Hundred  a  Year  !  I  wilh  he  had  died  feven- 
teen  Years  ago  ; What  a  valuable  Collection  of  Rari 
ties  might  I  have  had  by  tftis  Time  !  —  I  might  have  tra~ 
vell'd  over  all  the  known  Parts  of  the  Globe,  and  made 
my  own  Ciofet  rival  the  Vatican  at  Rome, — Odfo,  I  have 
a  good  Mind  to  begin  my  Travels  now ;  .  let  me  fee. 
—I  am  but  Sixty  \  my  Father,  Grandfather,  and  Great 
Grandfather,  reach'd  Ninety  odd  ;  >  I  have  almoil  forty 

Years  gccd  : Let  me  confider  !  what  will  feven  hun-. 

dred  a  Year  amount  to  in         ay  !  in  thirty  Years,  I'll  fay 

but  Thirty Thirty  times  Seven,  is  feven  times  Thirty 

that  is— — juft  twenty-one  thoufand  Pounds, 'tis 

a  great  deal  of  Money. 1  may  very  well  referve  fixteen- 

Hundred  of  it  for  a  Collection  of  fuch  Rarities,  as  will- 
make  my  Name  famous  to  Pofterity; 1  would  not  die 

like  other  Mortals,    forgotten  in  a.  Year  or  two,  as  my 
Uncle  will  be No, 

With  Nature**  curious  Works  I'll  raife  my  Fame, 

'That  Men,  'till  Doom?  s-Day,  may  repeat  my  Name.    \Exit. 

SCENE    changes  to  a  Tavern  ;  Freeman  and  Tradelove. 
over  a  Bottle. 

Trade.  Come,  Mr.  Freeman,  here's  Mynheer  Jan,  Van*, 

Tim,   Tarn,  Tarn ; I  mail  never  think  of  that  Dutch" 

man's  Name 

Free.  Mynheer  Jan  Van  Timtaintirelirdetia  Heer  Van. 
Fainvjell. 

Trade.  Ay,  Heer  Van  Fainivell,  I  never  heard  fuch  a 
confounded  Name  in  my  Life— here's  his  Health,  I  fay. 

Free.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Trade.  Faith,  J  never  expelled  to  have  found  fb  gene 
rous  a  Thing  in  a  Dutchman. 

Free, 
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Free.  Oh,  he  has  nothing  of  the  Hollander  in  his  Tem« 

per except  an  Antipathy  to  Monarchy As  ibon  as 

I  told  him  your  Circumflances,  he  reply'd,  he  would  not 
be  the  Ruin  of  any  Man  for  the  World — and  immediately 
made  this  Propofal  hirnfelf—  Let  him  take  what  Time  he 
will  for  the  Payment,  laid  he ;  or  if  he'll  give  me  his 
Ward,  I'll  forgive  him  the  Debt. 

Trade.  Well,  Mr.  Freeman,  \  can  but  thank  you. — 'Egad, 
you  have  made  a  Man  of  me  again  ;  and  if  ever  I  lay  a 
Wager  more,  may  I  rot  in  a  Gaol. 

Free.  I  aflure  you,  Mr.  Tradehvey  I  was  very  much  con- 
cern'd,  becaufe  I  was  the  Occafion, tho*  very  inno 
cently,  I  proteft. 

Trade.  I  dare  fwear  you  was,  Mr.  Freeman. 

Enter  a  Fidler. 

fid.  Pleafe  to  have  a  Leffon  of  Mufick,  or  a  Song, 
Gentlemen  ? 

Free.  A  Song ;  ay,  with  all  our  Hearts ;  have  you  ever 
a  merry  one  ? 

fid.  Yes,  Sir,  my  Wife  and  I  can  give  you  a  merry 
Pialogue.  [Here  is  the  Song. 

Trade.  'Tis  very  pretty,  Faith. 

Free.  There's  fomething  for  you  to  drink,  Friend  ;  go, 
lofe  no  Time. 

Fid.  I  thank  you,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Drawer,  and  Colonel  drejl  for  the  Dutch  Merchant. 

Col.  Ha,  Mynheer  Tradelove,  Ik  been  forry  voor  your 
Troubles— maer  Ik  fal  you  eafie  macken,  Ik  will  de  gelt 
nie  hebben 

Trade.  I  (hall  for  ever  acknowledge  the  Obligation,  Sir. 

Free.  But  you  underftand  upon  what  Condition,  Mr. 
Tradelow,  Mrs.  Lovely. 

Col.  Ya,  de  Frow  fal  al  te  regt  fetten,  Mynheer. 

Trade.  With  all  my  Heart,  Mynheer ;  you  fhall  have 
my  Confent  to  marry  her  freely. 

Free.  Well  then,  as  I  am  a  Party  concern'*!  between 
you,  Mynheer  Jan  Van  Timtamtirdirelctta  Heer  Van  Fat*. 
<well  (hall  give  you  a  i^ifcharge  of  your  Wager  under  his 
own  Hand, and  you  (hall  give  him  your  Confent  to 
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marry  Mrs.  Lovely  under  yours — that  is  the  Way  to  avoid 
all  Manner  of  Difputes  hereafter. 

Col.  Ya,  Weeragtig. 

Trade.  Ay,  ay,  fo  it  is,  Mr.  Freeman,  I'll  give  it  un 
der  mine  this  Minute.  [Stfs  down  to  write, 

Ccl.   And  fo  Ik  fal.  [Sits  down  to  write. 

/>•?.  So  ho,    the  Houfe,    (Enter  Drawer.)    Bid  your 

Mailer  come  up I'll  fee  there  be  Witneffes  enough  to 

the  Bargain.  \AJide. 

Enter  Sackbat, 

Sack.  Do  you  call,  Gentlemen  ? 

Free.  Ay,  Mr.  Sackbut>  we  ihall  want  your  Hand  here— 

Trade,  There  Mynheer,  there's  my  C.onfent  as  amply 
as  you  can  defire  ;  but  you  mufl  infert  your  own  Name, 
K  r  I  know  not  how  to  fpell  it ;  I  have  left  a  Blank  for  it. 

[Gives  the  Colonel  a  Paper. 

Col.  Ya  Ik  fal  dat  well  doen 

Free.  Now,  Mr.  Sackbut,  you  and  I  will  witnefc  it- 

[They  write. 

Col.  Dacr,  Mynheer  Traddowe,  is  your  Difcharge. 

[Gives  hint  a  Paper. 

Trade.  Be  pleafed  to  witnefs  this  Receipt  too,  Gentle 
men.  [Freeman  and  Sackbut/*/  their  Hands. 

Ffve,  Ay,  ay,  that  we  will. 

Ccl.  Well  Mynheer,  ye  moft  meer  doen,  ye  moft  Myn 
voorfprach  to  de  Frow  Syn. 

Free.  He  means  you  mull  recommend  him  to  the  Lady— 

Trade.  That  I  will,  and  to  the  reft  of  my  Brother 
Guardians. 

CoL  Wat  voor,  de  Duyvel  heb  you  meer  Guardians  ? 

Trade.  Only  Three,  Mynheer. 

Ccl.  Wat  donder  heb  ye  Myn  betrocken  Mynheer  ?— 
Had  Ik  dat  gewoeten,  Ik  foude  eaven  met  you  geweeft  Syn. 

Sack.  But  Mr.  Tradelow  is  the  Principal,  and  he  can 
do  a  great  deal  with  the  reft,  Sir. 

Free.  And  he  mail  ufe  his  Intereft,  I  promife  you* 
Mynheer. 

Trade.  I  will  fay  all  that  ever  I  can  think  on  to  recom 
mend  you,  Mynheer;  and  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  introduce 
you  to  the  Lady. 

CoL  Well,  dat  is  waer. — Maer  ye  muft  firft  fpreken  of 
Myn.  to  de  Frow,  and  to  de  oudere  Gentlemen. 

Free. 
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Free.  Ay,  that's  the  beft  Way,—  and  then  I  and  the 
fleer  Van  Fainwell  will  meet  you  there. 

Trade.  I  will  go  this  Moment,  upon  Honour,  —  Your 
moil  obedient  humble  Servant.  -  My  fpeaking  will  do 
you  little  Good,  Mynheer,  ha,  ha  ;  we  have  bit  you,  faith, 
ha,  ha. 

Well,  —  my  Delft's  difcharged,  and  for  the  Man, 
He  'as  my  Confent  —  to  get  her,  if  he  can.  [Exit. 

Col.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  this  was  a  Mafter-Piece  of  Contri 
vance,  Freeman. 

Free.  He  hugs  himfelf  with  his  fuppofed  good  Fortune, 
and  little  thinks  the  Luck's  on  our  Side;  -  but  come, 
purfue  the  fickle  Goddefs  while  fhe's  in  the  Mood.—  Now 
for  the  Quaker. 

Col.  That's  the  hardeft  Tafk. 

Of  all  the  Counterfeits  performed  by  Man, 

A  Soldier  makes  thejimpleil  Puritan.  [Exit. 


A  C  T    V.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE    Prim'j  Houj*. 
Enter  Mrs.  Prim  ana1  Mrs.  Lovely  in  Quaker's  DreJJes,  meeting  „ 

Mrs.  Pr.  Qj  O,  now  I  like  thee,  Anne  ;  art  thou  not  bet- 
i^   ter  without  thy  moaftrous  Hoop-  Coat  and 
Patches  ?—  If  Heaven  mould  make  thee  fo  many  black  Spots 
upon  thy  Face,  wou'd  it  not  fright  thee,  Anne  ? 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  If  it  mould  turn  your  Inilde  outward,  and 
fhew  all  the  Spots  of  your  Hypocrify,  'twould  fright  me 
worfe  ! 

Mrs.  Pr.  My  Hypocrify  !  I  fcorn  thy  Words,  Anne,  I 
lay  no  Baits. 

Mrs.  Lov.  If  you  did  you'd  catch  no  Fiftu- 
Mrs.  Pr.  Well,  well,  make  thy  Jefts  -  but  Ird  hare 
thee  to  know,  Anne,  that  I  cou'd  have  caflch'd  as  many  Fim 
fcis  thou  call'ft  them)  in  my  Time,  as  ever  thou  did'ft  with 
all  thy  Fool-Traps  about  thee  —  If  Admirers  be  thy  Aim, 
thou  wilt  have  more  of  them  in  this  Drefs  than  the  other. 
—  The  Men,  take  my  Word  for't,  are  more  defirous  to 
iiee  what  we-  are  moH  careful  to  conceal. 

L  5  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Lev.  Is  that  the  Reafon  of  your  Formality,  Mrs. 
Prim  ?  Truth  will  out :  I  ever  thought,  indeed,  there  was 
more  Defign  than  Godlinefs  in  the  pinch'd  Cap. 

Mrs../V.  Go,  thou  art  corrupted  with  reading  lewd. 
"Plays,,  and  filthy  Romances, — good  for  nothing  but  to 
lead  Youth  into  the  high  Road  of  Fornication. — Ah  1  I 
\viih  thou  art  not  already  too  familiar  with  the  wicked 
Ones, 

Mrs.  Lew.  Too  familiar  with  the  wicked  Ones  !  Pray 
310  more  of  thofe  Freedoms,  Madam,' — I  am  familiar  with 

none  fo  wicked  as  yourfelf ; How  dare  you  thus  talk  to 

3ne !  you,  you,  you,  unworthy  Woman  you. 

-        \Burfts  into  Tears. 
Enter  Tradelove. 

'trade.  What  in  Tears,  Nancy  ?  What  have  you  done 
to  her,  Mrs.  Prim,  to  make  her  weep  ? 

Mrs.  Low.  Done  to  me  1  I  admire  I  keep  my  Senfes  a- 
isnong  you  ; — but  I  will  rid  myfelf  of  your  Tyranny,  if 
ffogre  be  either  Law  or  Juftics  to  be  had; — I'll  force  you, 
w  give  me  up  my  Liberty. 

Mrs*  Pr.  Thou  haft  more  need  to  weep  for  thy  Sins, 
jftvig: Yea,,  for  thy  manifold  Sins. 

Mrs.  Lev*  Don't  think  that  Til  be  ftill  the  Fool  which 
you.  have  made  me — No,  I'll  wear  what  I  pleafe — go  when 
and  where  I  pleafe — and  keep  what  Company  I  think  fit, 
and  not  what  you  (hall  direct — I  will. 

Trade.  For  my  Part,  I  do  think  all  this  very  reafonable9 
Mrs.  Lovely. — 'Tis  fit  you  mould  have  your  Liberty,  and 
for  that  very  Purpofe  I  am  come. 

Enter  Mr.  Periwinkle,  and  Obadjah  Prim,  whb  a  Letter 
in  his  Hand. 

Per.  I  have  bought  fome  black  Stockings  of  your  Huf- 
band,  Mrs.  Prim,  but  he  tells  me  the  Glover's  Trade  be 
longs  to  you  ;  therefore  I  pray  you  look  me  out  five  or 
fix  Dozen  of  mourning  Gloves,  fuch  as  are  given  at  Fu 
nerals,  and  fend  them  to  my  Houfe. 

01,  Pr.  My  Friend  Periwinkle  has  got  a  good  Wind 
fall  to  Day — feven  hundred  a  Year. 

Mrs.  f'r.  I  wifh  thee  Joy  of  it,  Neighbour. 

Trade.  What,  is  Sir  Toby  dead,  then  ? 

j°<r.  He  is !  You'll  take  care^  Mrs.  Prim; 

Mis, 
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Mrs.  Pr.    Yea,  I  will,  Neighbour. 

Ob.  Pr,  This  Letter  recommendeth  a  Speaker;  'tis 
from  Aminadab  Holdfaft  of  Briftoi\  peradventure  he  will  be 
here  this  Night ;  therefore,  Sarab,  do  thou  take  Care  for 
his  Reception.  [Gives  her  the  Letter. 

Mrs.  Pr.  I  will  obey  thee.  [Exit. 

Ob.  Pr.  What  art  thou  in  the  Dumps  for,  Anne? 

Trade.  We  muft  marry  her,  Mr.  Prim. 

Ob.  Pr.  Why  truly,  if  we  could  find  a  Hufband  worth 
having,  I  mould  be  as  glad  to  fee  her  married  as  thou 
would'ft,  Neighbour. 

Per.  Well  faid  ;  there  are  but  few  worth  having. 

Trade.  I  can  recommend  you  a  Man  now,  that  I  think 
you  can  none  of  you  have  an  Objection  to  ! 

Enter  Sir  Philip  Modelove. 

Per.  You  recommend  ?  Nay,  whenever  Ihe  marries,  Fll 
recommend  the  Hufband. 

Sir  Phil.  What  mud  it  be,  a  Whale  or  a  Rhinoceros, 
Mr.  Periwinkle^  ha,  ha,  ha?  Mr.  TraddoW)  I  have  a  Bill 
upon  you  (gives  him  a  Paper)  and  have  been  feeking  for 
you  all  over  the  Town. 

Trade.  I'll  accept  it,  Sir  Philip,  and  pay  it  when  due— • 

Per.  He  fhall  be  none  of  the  Fops  at  your  End  of  the 
Town,  with  full  Perukes  and  empty  Skulls, — nor  yet  none 
of  your  trading  Gentry,  who  puzzle  the  Heralds  to  find 
Arms  for  their  Coaches. No,  he  fhall  be  a  Man  fa 
mous  for  Travels,  Solidity,  and  Curiofity one  who  has 

fearch'd  into  the  Profoundity  of  Nature !  When  Heaven 
fhall  direcl  fuch  a  One,  he  fhall  have  my  Confent,  bw- 
caufe  it  may  turn  to  the  Benefit  of  Mankind. 

Mrs.  Lov.  The  Benefit  of  Mankind !  What,  would  you- 
anatomize  me? 

Sir  Phil.  Ay,  ay,  Madanv,  he  would  diflecl  you. 

Trade.  Or,  pore  over  you  through  a  Microfcope,  to  fee 
how  your  Blood  circulates  from  the  Crown  of  your  Head 

to  the  Sole  of  your  Foot ha,  ha !  But  I  have  a  Hufband 

for  you,  a  Man  that  knows  how  to  improve  your  Fortune; 
one  that  trades  to  the  four  Corners  of  the  Globe. 

Mrs.  '  ov.  And  would  fend  me  for  a  Venture  perhaps. 

Trade.  One  that  will  drefs  you  in  all  the  Pride  of  Eu- 

rope,  A&h  Africa  and  America a  Dutch  Merchant,  ray 

Girl.  k  6  Sir 
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Sir  Phil.  A  Dutchman  !  ha,  ha,  there's  a  Hufband  for  a: 
fine  Lady.  -  Ya  Frovv,  will  you  meet  myn  Slagen-—  ha, 
ha  ;  he'll  learn  you  to  talk  the  Language  of  the  Hogs, 
Madam,  ha-,  ha  !". 

Trade.  He'll  learn  you  that  one  Merchant  is  of  more 
Service  to  a  Nation  than  fifty  Coxcombs.  —  The  Dutch' 
know  the  trading  Intereft  to  be  of  more  Benefit  to  the 
.State,,  than  the  landed. 

Sir  Phil.  But  what  is  either  Intereft  to  a  Lady  .? 

Vrade.  *Tis  the  Merchant  makes  the  Belle—  How  would 
tihe  Ladies  fparkle  in  the  Box  without  the  Merchant  !  The 
Indian  Diamond  !  The  French  Brocade  I  The  Italian  Fan  !- 
Ths  Flanders  Lace  !  The  fine  Dutch  Holland  !  How  would 
they  v.ent  their  Scandal  over  their  Tea-Tables  ?  And  where 
would  your  Beaus  have  Champagne  to  toaft  your  MiftrefTes, 
were  it  not  for  the  Merchant  •? 

G&  Pr.  Verily,  Neighbour  Vradefcvc,  thou  doft'  wafte 
thy  Breath  about  nothing  —  All  that  thou  haft  iaid  tendeth 
only  to  debauch  Youth,  and  fill  their  Heads  with  the  Pride 
and  Luxury  of  this  World—  The  Merchant  is  a  very  great 
Friend  to  Satan,  and  fendetKas  many  to  his  Dominions  as 


the 


ope. 


Right;  I  fay  Knowledge  makes  the  Man. 

O#.  Pr.  Yea,  but  not  thy  Kind  of  Knowledge  —  it  is 
the  Knowledge  of  Truth  —  Search  thou  for  the  Light  with 
in,  and  not  for  Bawbles^  Friend. 

Mrs.  Ea<v.  Ay,  ftudy  your  Country's  Good,  Mr.  Peri- 
nuinkls^  and  not  heir  Infe&s  —  Rid  you  of  your  homebred 
Monfters,  before  you  fetch  any  from'  abroad  —  I  dare  fwear 
you  have  Maggots  enough  in  your  own  Brain  to  ftock  all 
the  Vlrtuofos  in  Europe  with  Butterflies. 

Sir  Phil.  By  my  Soul,  Mifs  Nancy*  a  Wit,. 

Off.  Pr..  That  is  more  than  me  can  fay  by  thee,  Friend 
—  —  Look  ye>  it  is  in  vain  to  talk,  when  I  meet  a  Man;. 
worthy  of  her,,  me  mall  have  my  Leave  to  marry  him. 

Mrs.  LO--U.  Provided  he  be  of  the  Faithful  -  Was  there 
aver  fuch  a  Swarm  of  Caterpiiiars  to  blaft  the  Hopes  of  a 
''Wdman  !  (Afide.)  Know  this,  that  you  contend  in  vain  : 


I'll  have  no  Hufband  of  your  chufmg,  nor  (hall  you  lord 
it  over  me  long.  .  Til  try  the  Power  of  an  Englijh  Se 
nate  -  Orplfcuis  have  been  redrefs'd,  and  Wills  fet  afide 
—And  none  did  ever  deferye  their  Pity  mow—  *  Oh 
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tvell !  where  are  thy  Promifes  to  free  me  from  thefe  Ver 
min  ?  Alas !  the  Tafk  was  more  difficult  thanheimagin'd-! 
A  harder  Tajk  than  what  the  Pcets  tell 
Of  Tore y  the  fair  Andromeda  befel; 
She  but  one  Monjler  feared;  T<ve  four  to  fear ', 
And  fee  no  Perfeus,  no  Deliverer  near.  [Exit1. 

Enter  Servant,  and imhifpen.  to  Prim.. 

Ser<v.  One  Simon.  Pure  enquireth  for  thee. 

Per.  The  Woman  is  mad.  [Exit, 

Sir  Phil,  Soi  you  are  all  in  my  Opinion..  [Exit. 

Ob.  Pr.  Friend  Tradelove,  Bufinefs  requireth  my  Pre- 
fence. 

Trade.  Oh,  I  flian't  trouble  you — Pox  take  him  for  an 
unmannerly  Dog — However,  I  have  kept  my  Word  with 
my  Dutchman,  and  will  introduce  him  too  for  all  you. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Colonel  in  a  Quaker's  Haiti. 

Ob.  Pr.  Friend  Pure,  thou  art  welcome  ;  how  is  it  with 
Friend  Hotifaft,  and  all  Friends  in  Brijiol?  Timothy  Lit  tie- 
tivoith,  John  Slenderbrain,  and  Chriftopher  Kef  faith  ? 

Col.  A  goodly  Company !  (AJide.)  They  are  all  in 
Health,  I  thank  thee  for  them. 

Ob.  Pr.  Friend  Hcldfaft  writes  me  Word,  that  thc» 
eamefl  lately  from  Pen/il<vania,.  how  do  all  Friends  there  ? — 

Col.  What  the  Devil  mall  I  fay  ?  I  know  juft  as  muck 
of  Penfilvania  as  I  do  of  Brijiol.  {Afide- 

Ob.  Pr.  Do  they  thrive  ? 

Col.  Yea,  Friend,  the  Blcffing  of  their  good  Works  fall 
upon  them* 

Enter  Mrs*  Prim  and  Mrs.  Lovely. 

Ob.  Pr.  Sarah,  know  Oiir  Friend  Pure. 

Mrs.  Pr.  Thou  art  welcome,.  \Hefalutes  her. 

Col.  Here  comes  the  Sum  of  all  my  Wiflies How 

charming  (he  appears,  even  in  that  Difguife  ?  [^f/ft/t. 

Ob.  Pr.  Why  doft  thou  confider  the  Maiden  fo  inten 
sively,  Friend  ? 

Col.  I  will  tell  thee  r  About  four  Days  agd  I  faw  a  Vi- 
fion.  This  very  Maiden,  bat  in  vain  Attire,,  ftanding  on 
a  Precipice,  and  heard  a  Voice,  which  called  me  by  my 
Name— and  bid  me  put  forth  my  Hand  and  fave  her  from 
the  Pit— I  did  fo,  and  methought  0$  Pamfcl  gw  to  my 
Side, 
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Mrs.  Pr.  What  can  that  portend  ? 

Ob.  Pr.   The  Damfei's  Converfion — I  am  perfuaded. 

Mrs.  Lov.  That's  falfe,  I'm  fure \Aftde~ 

Ob.  Pr.  Wilt  thou  ufe  the  Means,  Friend  Pure? 

Col.  Means !  what  Means  ?  Is  me  not  thy  Daughter,  al 
ready  one  of  the  Faithful  ? 

Mrs.  Pr.  No,  alas !  fhe's  one  of  the  Ungodly. 

Ob.  Pr.  Pray  thee  mind  what  this  good  Man  will  fay 
unto  thee  ;  he  will  teach  thee  the  Way  that  thou  moulded 
walk,  Anne. 

Mrs.  Lev.  I  know  my  Way  without  his  Inflru&ions  :  I. 
hop'd  to  have  been  quiet,,  when  once  I  had  put  on  your 
odious  Formality  here, 

Col.  Then  thou  wear-efl  it  out  of  Compulfion,  not 
Choice,  Friend  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Thou  art  in  the  Right  of  it,  Friend. 

Mrs.  Pr.  Art  thou  not  afliamed  to  rnimick  the  good 
Man  ?  Ah  !  thou  art  a  ftubborn  Girl. 

Col.  Mind  her  not;  me  hurteth  not  me — If  thou  wilt 
leave  her  alone  with  me>:  I  will  difcufs  a  few  Points  with 
her,  that  may  perchance  foften  her  Stiibbornefs-,  and  melt 
her  into  Compliance. 

Ob.  Pr.  Content:  I ;- pray  thee /a//'/  home  to  her — Come, 
Sarah,  let  us  leave  the  good  Man  with  her. 

Mrs.  Lo'v.  (Catching  hold  of  Prim,  he  breaks  foofe,  and 
Exit.^l  What  do  you  mean — to  leave  me  with  this  old  En- 
flhufiaftical  Canter?  Don't  think,  becaufe  I  comply'd 
with  your  Formality,,  to  impofe  your  ridiculous  Dodrine 
upon  me. 

Col.  I  pray  thee,  young  Woman,  moderate  thy  Paffion. 

Mrs.  Lov.  I  pray  thee  walk  after  thy  Leader,  you  will- 
but  lofe  your  Labour  upon  me Thefe  Wretches  will 

certainly  make  me  mad. 

Col.  I  am  of  another  Opinion ;  the  Spirit  telleth  me  T 
jfhall  convert  thee,  Anne. 

Mrs.  Lov.  'Tis  a  lying  Spirit,  don't  believe  it. 

Col.  Say 'ft  thou  fo  ?  Why  then  thou  malt  convert  me, 
jny  Angel.  [Catching  her.  in  his  Arms. 

Mrs.  L*v<  (Shrieks.)  Ah  \  Monfter  hold  off,  or  I'll  tear 
thy  Eyes  out. 

Col.  Hufh  !  for  Heaven's  fake— doft  tkou  not  know 
»e  ?  3  am  Fainwelk 
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Mrs.  Lov.  Fainwell!  [Enter  old  Prim.]  Oh  I'm  un 
done  !  Prim  here -I  wifh  with  all  my  Soul  I  had  been 

dumb. 

Ob.  Pr.  What  is  the  Matter  ?  Why  didft  thou  mrielt 
out,  Anne? 

Mrs.  Lov..  Shriek  out!  Ill  fhriekand  mriek  again,  cry 
Murder,  Thieves,,  or  any  Thing,  to  drown  the  Noife  of 
that  eternal  Babbler,  if  you  leave  me  with  him  any 
longer. 

Ob.  Pr.  Was  that  all  ?  Fie,  fie,  Anne. 
Col.  No  Matter,  I'll  bring  down  her  Stomach,  I'll  war 
rant  thee. Leave  us>  Ipraythee. 

Ob.  Pr.  Fare  thee  well.  [Exit. 

Col.  My  charming  lovely  Woman  !  [Embraces  her. 

Mrs.  Lo-v.  What  rnean'lt  thou  by  this  Difguife,  Fain* 
•well? 

Col.  To  fet  thee  free,  if  thou  wilt  perform  thy  Promife. 
Mrs.  Lov.  Make  me  Miftrefs  of  my  Fortune,  and  make 
thy  own  Conditions. 

Col.  This  Night  mail  anfwer  all  my  Wiflies— See  here , 
I  have  the  Confent  of  three  of  thy  Guardians  already,  and 
doubt  not  but  Prim  will  make  ti&e- fourth.     [Prim  listening. 
Ob.  Pr.  I  would  gladly  hear  what  Arguments  the  good 
Man  ufeth  to  bend  her.  \Afide. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Thy  Words  give  me  new  Life,  methinks. 
Ob.  Pr.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Thou  befl  of  Men,  Heaven  meant  to  blefs 
me  fure,  when  firft  I  faw  thee. 

Ob.  Pr.  He  hath  mollified  her. Oh  wonderful  Con- 

verfion ! 

Col.  Ha!1  Prim  liftening. — No  more,  my  Love,  we  arc 
obferv'd ;  feem  to  be  edified,  and  give  "em  Hopes  that 
thou  wilt  turn  Quaker,,  and  leave  the  Reft  to  me.  (Aloud.) 
I  am  glad  to  find  that  thou  art  touch't  with  what  I  faid  un 
to  thee,  Anne-,  another  Time  I  will  explain  the  other 
Article  unto  thee ;  in  the  mean-while,  be  thou  dutiful  to 
our  Friend  Prim. 

Mrs.  Lev.  I  mail  obey  thee  in  every  Thing. 

Enter  Obadiah  Prim. 

Ob.  Pr.  O  what  a  prodigious  Change  is  here  !  Thou  haft 
wrought  a  Miracle,  Friend  !  Anne,  how  doft  thou  like  the 
lie  hath  preached  ?  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Lov.  So  well,  that  I  could  talk  to  him  for  ever, 
methinks  —  I  am  afhamed  of  my  former  Folly,  and  aft 
your  Pardon,  Mr.  Prim. 

Col.  Enough,  enough,  that  thou  art  forry  ;  he  is  na 
Pope,  Anne. 

Ob.  Pr.  Verily,  thou  doft  rejoice  me  exceedingly,Friend  ; 
will  it  pleafe  thee  to  walk  into  the  next  Room,  and  re- 
frefh  thyfelf  —  —  Come,  take  the  Maiden  by  the  Hand. 

Col.  We  will  follow  thee. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  There  is  another  Simon  Pure  enquireth  for  theer 
Mailer. 

Col.  The  Devil  there  is.  [A/ide* 

Ob.  Pr.  Another  Simon  Pure  /  1  do  not  know  him,  is  he 
any  Relation  of  thine  .* 

Col.  No  Friend,  I  know  him  not  —  Pox  take  him,  I  wifh 
he  were  in  Pejifil<vania  again,,  with  all  my  Blood.  \Afide* 

Mrs.  Low.  What  fhall-  1-  do  I  \Afidt. 

Ob.  Pr.  Bring  him  up. 

Col.  Humph  !  then  one  of  us  muft  go  down,  that's  cer 
tain.  —  Now  Impudence  afTift  me. 

Enter  Simon  Pure. 

Oh.  Pr.  What  is  thy  Will  with  me,  Friend1? 

S.  Pu.  Didft  thou  not  receive  a  Letter  from  Aminadah 
Molf/faft  of£ri/?ol,  concerning  one  Simon  Pure? 

Ob.  Pr.  Yea,  and  Simon  Pure  is  already  here,  Friend* 

Colt.  And  Simon  Pure  will  ftay  here,  Friend,   ifpoffible. 


S.  Pu.  That's  an  Untruth,  for  Tam  he. 

Col.  Take  thou  heed,  Friend,  what  thou  doft  fay  ;  I  do 
affirm  that  I  am  Simon  Pure. 

S.  Pu.  Thy  Name  may  be  Pure,  FrientT,  but  not  that  Purr. 

Col..  Yea,  that  Pure,  which  my  good  Friend  Aminadab 
Holdfajl  wrote  to  my  Friend-  Prim  about,  the  fame  Simon 
Pure  that  came  from  Penjifaania,  and  fojourned  in  Briftol 
eleven  Days;  thou^would'ft  not  take  my  Name  from  me, 
would'ft  thou  ?  —  'till  I  have  done  with  it.  [AJttk. 

S.  Pu.  Thy  Name!  I;  am  aftonifh'd  ! 

Col.  At  what  ?  at  thy  own  Affurance  f 

[Going  up  to  him)  S.  Parejtarts  lack. 

S.  Pu.  Avant,  Satan,  approach  m^  not,  I  defy  thee  and 
all  thy  Works. 
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Mr.  Lev.  Oh,  he'll  out-cant  him — Undone,  undone  for 
ever.  [Aftde. 

Col.  Hark  thee,  Friend,  thy  Sham  will  not  take — Don't 
exert  thy  Voice,  thou  art  too  well  acquainted  with  Satan  to 
flart  at  him,  thou  wicked  Reprobate — What  can  thy  De- 
fign  be  here  ? 

Enter  a.  Servant  and  gives  Prim  a  Letter. 

Ob.  Pr.  One  of  thefe  muft  be  a  Counterfeit,  but  which 
I  cannot  fay. 

Ccl.  What  can  that  Letter  be  ?  [Jfide. 

,    S.  Pu.  Thou  muft  be  the  Devil,  Friend,  that's  certain, 
for  no  human  Power  can  Hock  fo  great  a  Falfhood. 

Ol.  Pr.  This  Letter  fayeth  that  thou  art  better  acquaint 
ed  with  that  Prince  ofDarknefs,  than  any  here — Read  that 
J  pray  thee,  Simon.  [Gives  it  the  Col. 

Col.  'Tis  Freeman's  Hand.  (Reads)  There  is  a  Defign 
formed  to  rob  your  Houfe  this  Night,  and  cut  your  throat ;  and 
for  that  Purpofe  there  is  a  Man  difguifed  like  a  Quaker,  who 
is  to  pafsfor  one  Simon  Pure  ;  the  Gang,  whereof  I  am  one, 
though  now  refolded  to  rob  no  more,  has  been  at  Briftol,  one 
tfthem  came  in  the  Coach  with  the  Quaker,  whofe  Uamt  he 
hath  taken ;  and  from  what  he  hath  gathered  from  him,  form 
ed  that  Dejign,  and  did  not  doubt  but  he  Jhould  impofe  fofar 
upon  you,  as  to  make  you  turn  out  the  real  Simon  Pure ;  and 
keep  him  with  you.  Make  the  right  Ufe  cf  this.  Adieu 
Excellent  well !  [AJMe. 

Ob.  Pr.  Doft  thou  hear  this  ?  [To  S.  Pure. 

S.  Pu.  Yea,  but  it  moveth  me  not;  that,  doubtlefs,  is 
the  Impoltor.  [Pointing  to  Me  Col. 

Col.  Ah !  thou  wicked  One— now  I  confider  thy  Face, 
I  remember  thou  didft  come  up  in  the  Leathern  Conveni- 
ency  with  me — thou  hadft  a  black  Bob- wig  on,  and  a  brown 
Camblet  Coat  with  Brafs  Buttons — Can'ft  thou  deny  it,  ha  ? 

S.  Pu.  Yea,  I  can,  and  with  a  fafe  Confcience  too.  Friend. 

Ob.  Pr.  Verily,  Friend,  thou  art  the  inoH  impudent  Vil 
lain  I  ever  faw. 

Mrs.  Lev.  Nay,  then  I'll  have  a  Fling  at  him.  [Afide. 
I  remember  the  Face  of  this  Fellow  at  Bath—hy  this  is  he 
that  picked  my  Lady  Raffle's  Pocket  in  the  Grove — Don't 
you  remember  that  the  Mob  pump'd  you  Friend  ?  —  This 
is  the  moft  notorious  Rogue. 

S.  Pu.  What  doft  provoke  thee  to  feek  my  Life  ?  Thou 
wilt  not  hang  me,  wilt  thou,  wrongfully  ?  0£» 
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Ob.  Pr.  She  will  do  thee  no  Hurt,  nor  thou  (halt  do  me 
none ;  therefore  get  thee  about  thy  Bufmefs,  Friend,  and' 
leave  thy  wicked  Courfe  of  Life,  or  thou  may'fl  not  come 
cfF  fo  favourably  every  where. 

Col.  Go,  Friend,  I  would  advife  thee,  and  tempt  thy 
Fate  no  more. 

S.  Pu.   Yea,  I  will  go,  but  it  fhall  be  to  thy  Confufion  ; 

for  I  /hall  clear  myfelf :  I  will  return  with  feme  Proofs  that 

fhall  convince  thee,  Qbadifih,  that  thou  art  highly  impofecf 

wpon.  [Exit. 

Col.  Then  there  will  be  no  flaying  for  me,  that's  certain 

. What  the  Devil  fhall  I  do  ?  [^fito 

Ob.  Pr.  What  monftrous  Works  of  Iniquity  are  there  ia 
this  World,  Simon  ! 

Col.  Yea,  the  Age  is  full  of  Vice Z'death,  I  am  {o 

confounded,  I  know  not  what  to  fay.  \Afide. 
Q6.  Pr.  Thou  art  dfforder'tf,  Friend — art  thou  not  well  ? 
Col.  My  Spirit  is  greatly  troubled,  and  fomething  telleth, 
me,  that  tho'  I  have  wrought  a  good  Work  in  converting 
this  Maiden,  this  tender  Maiden,  yet  my  Labour  will  be 
in  vain  ;  for  the  evil  Spirit  fighteth  againft  her ;  and  I  fee,, 
yea,  I  fee  with  the  Eye  of  my  inward  Man,  that  Satan  will 
re-buffet  her  again,  whenever  I  withdraw  myfelf  from  her  j 
and  me  will,  yea,  this  very  Damfel  will,  return  again  to 
that  Abomination  from  whence  I  have  retriev'd  her,  as  if  it 
were,  yea,  as  if  it  were  out  of  the  Jaws  of  the  Fiend.— 
Ob.  Pr.  Good  lack,  thinkeft  thou  fo  ? 
Mrs.  Lov.  I  muft  fecond  him.  (Afide.)  What  meaneth 
this  Haggling  within  me  ?  I  feel  the  Spirit  refifleth  the 
Vanities  of  this  World,  but  the  Flefti  is  rebellious,  yea  the 
Flefh 1  greatly  fear  the  Flefh  and  the  Weaknefs  there 
of hum 

Ob.  Pr.  The  Maid  is  infpirU                               \Afide. 
Col.  Behold,  her  Light  begins  to  mine  forth Excel 
lent  Woman ! 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  This  good  Man  hath  fpoken  Comfort  unto 
me,  yea  Comfort,  I  fay;  becaufe  the  Words  which  he  hath 
breathed  into  my  outward  Ears,  are  gone  thro'  and  fix'd  in 

mine  Heart,  yea  verily  in  mine  Heart,  I  fay ; and  I  feel 

the  Spirit  doth  love  him  exceedingly,  hum. 

Col.  She  afts  it  to  the  Life.  [Afide.. 

Ob.  Pr.  Prodigious  !  The  Damfel  is  filled  with  the  Spi 
rit.  Sar/ih. 
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Enter  Mrs.  Prim. 

Mrs.  Pr.  I  am  greatly  rejoiced  to  fee  fuch  a  Change  in 
cur  beloved  Anne. 

Col.  I  am  not  difpofed  for  thy  Food,  my  Spirit  longeth 
for  more  delicious  Meat ; — fain  would  I  redeem  this  Mai 
den  from  the  Tribe  of  Sinners,  and  break  thofe  Cords  a- 
funder  wherewith  fhe  is  bound, — hum 

Mrs.  Lov.  Something  whifpers  in  my  Ears,  methinks— • 
that  I  muft  be  fubjecl:  to  the  Will  of  this  good  Man,  and 
from  him  only  muft  hope  for  Con/elation,-- — hum.-* — 
Jt  alfo  tellcth  me,  that  I  am  a  chofcn  Veflel  to  raife  up 
Seed  to  the  Faithful,  and  that  thou  muft  confent  that  we 
two  be  one  Flefh  according  to  the  Word, hum. 

Ob.  Pr.  What  a  Revelation  is  here  !  This  is  certainly 
Part  of  thy  Vifion,  Friend,  this  is  the  Maiden's  growing 
to  thy  Side ;  Ah  !  with  what  Willingnefs  fhould  J  give  thec 
my  Confent,  could  I  give  thee  her  Fortune  too, — but  thou 
wilt  never  get  the  Confent  of  the  wicked  Ones. 

Co!.  1  wifti  I  was  fure  of  yours.  [jtfide. 

Ob.  Pr.  My  Soul  rejoiceth ;  yea,  rejoiceth,  I  fay,  to 
find  the  Spirit  within  thee ;  for  lo,  it  moveth  thee  with 
natural  Agitation, — yea,  with  natural  Agitation,  towards 
this  good  Man— yea,  it  Jiirretb,  as  one  may  fay,  —  yea, 
verily  I  fay  it  fiirretb  up  thy  Inclination,— yea,  as  one 
would  Jiir  a  Pudding. 

Mrs.  Lov.  I  fee,  I  fee  !  the  Spirit  guiding  of  thy  Hand, 
good  Obadiab  Prim*  and  now  behold  thou  art  figning  thy 
Confent;  —  and  now  I  fee  myfelf  within  thy  Arms,  my 
Friend  and  Brother,  yea,  I  am  become  Bone  of  thy  Bone, 
and  Flejh  of  thy  Flefi.  (Embracing  him.) hum 

CcL  Admirably  perform'd.  (AJide.) And  I  will  take 

thee  in  all  Spiritual  Love  for  an  Helpmate,  yea,  for  the 

Wife  of  my  Bofom, ancl  now  methinks 1  feel  a 

Longing, yea,  a  Longing,  I  fay,  for  the  Confummation 

of  thy  Love,—' — yea,  I  do  long  exceedingly. 

Mrs.  Low.  And,  verily,  verily,  my  Spirit  feeleth  the 
fame  Longing. 

Mrs.  Prim.  The  Spirit  hath  greatly  moved  them  both, 

Friend  Prim,  thou  muft  confent,  there's  no  refitting 

of  the  Spirit! 

Ob.  Pr.  Yea,  the  Light  within  ftieweth  me,  that  I  fhall 
fight  a  good  Fight,— —and  wreftie  thro*  thofe  reprobate 

Friends, 
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Friends,  thy  other  Guardians ;  —  yea,  I  perceive  the 
Spirit  will  hedge  thee  into  the  Flock  of  the  Righteous. — 

Thou  art  a  chofen  Lamb, yea,  a  chofen  Lamb,  and  I 

will  not  pufh  thee  back. — No,  I  will  not,  I  fay  ; no, 

thou  (halt  leap-a,  and  frifk  a,  and  ikip-a  and  bound,  and 
bound>  I  fay, yea,  bound  within  the  Fold  of  the  Righ 
teous,  yea,  even  within  thy  Fold,  my  Brother. — Fetch 

me  the  Pen  and  Ink,  Sarah and  my  Hand  mall  con- 

fefs  its  Obedience  to  the'  Spirit. 
Col.  I  wiih  it  were  over. 


Enter  Mrs.  Prim  nvitb  Pen  and  Ink. 

Mrs.  Lov.  I  tremble  left  this  quaking  Rogue  fliould  re- 
turn  and  fpoil  all.  \dfide. 

Ob.  Pr.  Here,  Friend,  do  thou  write  what  the  Spirit 
prompteth,  and  I  will  %n  it.  [Col.  ft s  down. 

Mrs.  Pr.  Verily,  Anne,  it  greatly  rejoiceth  me,  to  fee 
ffiee  reformed  from  that  original  Wickednefs  whetein  I 
found  thee. 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  I  do  believe  thou  art,  and  I  thank  thee.— 

Col.  (Reads.)  7 bis  is  to  certify  all  whom  it  may  concern, 
that  I  dofrtety  gi<ve  all  my  Right  and  Title  in  Anne  Lovely, 
to  Simon  Pure,  and  my  full  Ccnfent  that  Jhe  Jhall  become  bis 
Wife,  according  to  the  Form  of  Marriage.  Witnefs  my  Hand. 

Qt>.  Pr.  That's  enough,  give  me  the  Pen.       [Signs  if. 

Enter  Betty  running  to  Mrs.  Lovely. 

Betty.  Oh  I  Madam,.  Madam,  here's  the  quaking  Man 
again,  he  has  brought  a  Coachman  and  two  or  three  more* 

Mrs.  Lov.  Ruin'd  paft  Redemption  1  [Aftde  to  Col. 

Col.  No,  no,  one  Minute  fooner  had  fpoiPd  all,  but 
now  —  here's  Company  coming,  Friend,  give  me  the  Pa 
per.  [Going  up  to  Prim  haftily. 

Ob.  Pr.  Here  it  is,  Simon ;  and  I  wifh  thee  happy  with 
the  Maiden. 

Mrs.  Lov.  'Tis  done,  and  no<w  Devil  do  thy  ivor/i. 

Enter  Simon  Pure,  and  Coachman,  &c, 
£  Pu.  Look,  thee,  Friend,  I  have  brought  thefe  Peo 
ple  to  fatisfy  thee  that  I  am  not  that  Impoftor  which  thou 
did'it  take  me  for,  this  is  the  Man  that  did  drive  the  Lea 
thern  Conveniency,  and  brought  me  from  .ffn/?0/,-«—  and 
this  is—  Col.. 
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Col.  Look  ye,  Friend,  to  fave  the  Court  the  Trouble 

of  examining  Witnefies — I  plead  guilty, ha,  ha! 

Ob.  Pr.  How's  this  I  Is  not  thy  Name  Pure,  then  ? 
Col.  No  really,  Sir,  I  only  made  bold  with  this  Gen 
tleman's  Name but  I  here  give  it  up  fafe  and  found  ; 

it  has  done  the  Bufmefs  which  I  had  Occafion  for,  and 
now  I  intend  to  wear  my  own,  which  fhall  be  at  his  Ser 
vice  upon  the  fame  Occafion  at  any  Time. — Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
S.  Pu.  Oh  !  the  Wickednefs  of  the  Age  ! 
Coachman.  Then  you  have  no  further  Need  of  us.  [Exit. 
Col.  No,  honeft  Man,  you  may  go  about  your  Bufmefs. 
Qb.  Pr.  I  am  (truck  dumb  with  thy  Impudence,  Anne, 

thou  haft  deceived  me, and  perchance  undone  thyfelf. 

Mrs.  Pr.  Thou  art  a  diffembling  Baggage,  and  Shame 

will  overtake  thee.  [Exit. 

S.  Pu.  I  am  grieved  to  fee  thy  Wife  fo  much  troubled  : 

I  will  follow  and  confole  her.  [Exit. 

Enter   Servant. 

Serv.  Thy  Brother  Guardians  enquire  for  thee ;  here  is 
another  Man  with  them. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Who  can  that  other  Man  be  ?     [To  the  Col. 
Col.  'Tis  one  Freeman,  a  Friend  of  mine,  whom  I  or 
dered  to  bring  the  reft  of  the  Guardians  here. 

Enter  Sir  Philip,  Tradelove,  Periwinkle,  and  Freeman. 

Free.  (To  the  Col)  Is  all  fafe  ?  did  my  Letter  do  you 
Service  ? 

Col.  All,  all's  fafe  !  ample  Service.  \Aftdt* 

Sir  Phil.  Mifs  Nancy,  how  do'ft  do,  Child  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Don't  call  me  Mifs,  Friend  Philip,  my  Name 
is  Anne?  thou  knoweft.'  •  •  — 

Sir  Phil.  What,  is  the  Girl  metamorphos'd  ? 

Mrs.  Lo<v.  I  wifh  thou  wert  fo  metamorphos'd  ?  Ah ! 
Philip,  throw  off  that  gaudy  Attire,  and  wear  the  Cloaths 
becoming  thy  Age. 

Ob.  Pr.  I  am  amamed  to  fee  thefe  Men.  [AfiJt. 

Sir  Phil.   My  Age !  the  Woman  is  poflefs'd. 

Col.   No,  thou  art  poflefs'd  rather,  Friend. 

Trade.  Hark  ye,  Mrs;  Lovely,  one  Word  with  you. 

[Takes  hold  of  her  Hand. 

Col.  This  Maiden  is  my  Wife,  Thanks  to  Friend  Prim, 
and  thou  haft  no  Bufmefs  with  her.  [Takes  t*rf 
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Trade.  His  Wife !  hark  ye,  Mr.  Freeman. 
Per.  Why,  you  have  made  a  very  fine  Piece  of  Work 
of  it,  Mr.  Prim-. 

Sir  Phil.  Married  to  a  Quaker !  thou  art  a  fine  Fellow 
to  be  left  Guardian  to  an  Orphan,  truly  —  there's  a  Huf- 
band  for  a  young  Lady  ! 

Col,  When  I  have  put  on  my  Beau  Cloaths,  Sir  Philip^ 

you'll  like  me  better. 

Sir  Phil.  Thou  wilt  make  a  very  fcurvy  Beau — Friend—- 

Col.  I  believe  I  can  prove  it  under  your  Hand  that  you 

thought  me  a  very  fine  Gentleman  in  the  Park  t'other 

Day,  about  thirty-fix  Minutes  after  Eleven  ;  will  you  take 

-a .Pinch,  Sir  Philip One  of  the  fineil  Snuff-boxes  you 

«ver  faw.  [Offers  him  Snuff. 

Sir  Phil.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  am  overjoyed,  Faith  I  am,  if 

thou  be'fl  the  Gentleman. 1  own  I  did  give  my  Con- 

fent  to  the  Gentleman  I  brought  here  To-day  ;— but  whe 
ther  this  is  he,  I  can't  be  pofitive. 

Qb.  Pr.  Can'ft  thou  not  -? Now  I  think  thou  art  a 

fine  Fellow  tofbeleft  Guardian  to  an  Orphan. — Thou  fhal- 
low-brain'd  Shuttlecock,  he  may  be  a  Pick-pocket  for 
ought  thou  do 'ft  know. 

Per.  You  would  have  been  two  rare  Fellows  to  have 
been  trufted  with  the  fole  Management  of  her  Fortune, 
would  ye  not,  think  ye  ?  But  Mr.  Tradelove  and  myfelf 

ftall  take  care  of  her  Portion. 

Trade.  Ay,  ay,  fo  we  will — Didn't  you  tell  me  the  Dutch 
Merchant  defired  me  to  meet  him  here,  Mr.  Freeman  ? 

Free.  I  did  fo,  and  I  am  fure  he  will  be  here,  if  you'll 
have  a  little  Patience. 

Co!.  What,  is  Mr.  Tradehve  impatient  ?  Nay  then,  ik 
been  gereet  voor  you,  heb  be,  Jan  Van  Timtamtirelirektta 
Hcer  Van  Fainwell,  vergeeten  ? 

Trade.  Oh!  pox  of  the  Name!  what  have  you  trick'd 
me  too,  Mr.  Freeman  ? 

Col.  Trick'd,  Mr.  Traddow  /  did  not  I  give  you  two 
Thoufand  Pounds  for  your  Confent  fairly  ?  And  now  do 
you  tell  a  Gentleman  he  has  tricked  you  ? 

Per.  So,  fo,  you  are  a  pretty  Guardian,  Faith,  to  fell 
.your  Charge  ;  what,  did  you  look  upon  her  as  a  Part  of 
your  Stock  ? 

Ob.  Pr.  Ha,  ha>  ha }  I  am  glad  thy  Knavery  is  found 

out, 
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out,  however— 1  confefs  this  Maiden  over-reached  me, 

and  no  fmifter  End  at  all. 

Per.  Ay,  ay,  one  Thing  or  other  over-reach'd  you  all, 
—but  I'll  take  care  he  mall  never  finger  a  Penny  of  her 

Money,  I  warrant  you, over-reach'd  quoth'a  !  Why  I 

might  have  been  over-reach'd  too,  if  I  had  had  no  more 
Wit :  I  don't  know  but  this  very  Fellow  may  be  him  that 
was  directed  to  me  from  Grand  Cairo  t'other  Day.  Ha, 
ha,  ha ! 

Col.  The  very  fame. 

Per.  Are  you  fo,  Sir  ?  but  your  Trick  would  not  pafs 

upon  me. 

Col.  No,  as  you  fay,  at  that  Time  it  did  not,  that  was 

not  my  lucky  Hour ; but  hark  ye,    Sir,    I  mutt  let 

you  into  one  Secret you  may  keep  honeft  John  Trade- 

jcant's  Coat  on,  for  your  Uncle  Sir  Toby  Periwinkle  is  not 
dead, — fo  the  Charge  of  Mourning  will  be  faved,  ha,  ha, 

ha  ! Don't  you  remember  Mr.  Pillage,  your  Uncle's 

Steward,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Per.  Not  dead  !  I  begin  to  fear  I  am  trick'd  too. 
Col.  Don't  you  remember  the  figning  of  a  Leafe,  Mr. 
Periwinkle  ? 

Per.  Well,  and  what  fignifies  that  Leafe,  if  my  Uncle 

is  not  dead  ?- Ha  !  I  am  fure  it  was  a  Leafe  I  figned.— 

Pol.  Ay,  "but  it  was  a  Leafe  for  Life,  Sir,  and  of  this 
beautiful  Tenement,  I  thank  you.  [Taking  bold  of 

Mrs.  Lovely. 

Qmnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Neighbours  Fare. 
Free.  So  then,  I  find  you  are  all  trick'd,  ha,  ha ! 
Per.  I  am  certain  I  read  as  plain  a  Leafe,  as  ever  I  read 
in  my  Life. 

Col.  You  read  a  Leafe,  I  grant  you,  but  you  fign'd 
this  Contract.  [Shewing  a  Paper. 

Per.  How  durft  you  put  this  Trick  upon  me,  Mr.  Free 
man  ?  Didn't  you  tell  me  my  Uncle  was  dying  ? 

Free.  And  would  tell  you  twice  as  much  to  ferve  my 
Friend,  ha.  ha ! 

Sir  Phil.  What  the  learned  and  famous  Mr.  Periwinkle 

chous'd  too  ! Ha,  ha,  ha!— I  mail  die  with  Laughing, 

lia,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ob.  Pr.   It  had  been  well  if  her  Father  had  left  her  to 
wiier  Heads  than  thine  and  mine,  Friends,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Trade* 
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Trade.  Well,  fince  you  have  outwitted  us  all,  pray  you 
what  and  who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Phil.  Sir,  the  Gentleman  is  a  fine  Gentleman  • 
I  am  glad  you  have  got  a  Perfon,  Madam,  who  tind^r- 

ftands  -Drefs  and  good  Breeding. 1  was  refolved  flic 

(hould  have  a  Hufband  of  my  chuling. 

Ob.  Pr.  I  am  forry  the  Maiden  is  fallen  into  fuch  Hands. 

Trade.  A  Beau!  nay,  then  me  is  finely  help'd  up. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Why,  Beaus  are  great  Encouragers  of  Trade, 
Sir,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Col.  Look  ye,  Gentlemen 1  am  the  Perfon  who  can 

give  the  beft  Account  of  myfelf,  and  I  muft  beg  Sir  Phi- 
lip\  Pardon,  when  I  tell  him,  that  I  have  as  much  Aver- 
fion  to  what  he  calls  Drefs  and  Breeding,  as  I  have  to  the 
Enemies  of  my  Religion.  1  have  had  the  Honour  to  ferve 
his  Majefty,  and  headed  a  Regiment  of  the  braveft  Fel 
lows  that  ever  pufhed  Bayonet  in  the  Throat  of  a  French* 
tnan ;  and  notwithftanding  the  Fortune  this  Lady  brings 
me,  whenever  my  Country  wants  my  Aid,  my  Sword  and 
Arm  are  at  her  Service. 

Therefore,  my  Dear,  if  though  but  deign  tofmile^ 

I  meet  a  Recommence  for  all  my  Toil: 

Lo<ve  and  Religion  ne'er  admit  Reftraint, 

And  Force  makes  many  Sinners,  not  one  Saint ; 

Still  free  as  Air  the  Afti've  Mind  does  rove, 

Andfearches  proper  Objects  for  its  Love; 

But  that  once  fix* d,  'tis  pajl  the  Ponvr  of  Art 

To  chafe  the  dear  Idea  from  the  Heart : 

9Tis  Liberty  of  Choice  tbatfweetens  Life,  / 

Makes  the  glad  Hufband  and  the  happy  Wife.    • 
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FARCE. 


M 


To  the  Magnificent  Company  of 

UPHOLDERS, 


CUftom  has  madefome  Things  abfolutely  necejjary,  and  three 
Sheets  without  a  Dedication,  or  a  Preface,  by  Way  of 
Excufe,  would  be  an  unpardonable  Indecency  :  To  avoid 
which,  I  was  confedering  at  whafe  Feet  to  lay  thcfe  following 
Scenes.  Firft  I  thought  of  offering  it  to  all  thofe  young  Wives 
who  had  fold  themje foes  for  Money,  and  betn  inter* d  with 
Mifery,  from  thefirft  Day  of  their  Marriage  ;  but  fuppopng 
their  chief  Pleafure  to  confeft  in  Pride,  and  that  they  had  ra 
ther  gratify  their  Ambition  in  the  Arms  of  a  Foci,  of  Four- 
Jcore,  then  wed  a  Man  of  Senfe  of  narrower  Fortunes,  I  con 
cluded  'em  unworthy  of  my  Notice. 

Then  the  Rdcc  of  Old  Men  prefentcd  themfel-ves  in  my  Mind, 
who,  dejpifing  Women  of  their  own  Tears,  marry  Girls  of  fif 
teen,  by  which  they  keep  open  Houfe  for  all  the  young  Fellows 
in  Town,  in  order  to  encreafe  their  Families,  and  make  their 
Tables  Jlourijh  like  the  Vine  :  But  my  Aver/ton  to  Fools  of  all 
Kinds,  made  me  decline  them  too. 

At  laft,  cajling  my  Eyes  upon  the  Title  of  the  Farce,  I  found 
it  could  jujlly  belong  to  none  but  the  Magnificent  Company  of 
Upholders,  whom  the  judicious  Cenfor  of  Great  Britain  has 
Jo  often  condefcended  to  mention ;  to  you  then,  worthy  Sirs, 
whofe  fole?nn  Train  keeps  up  the  pompous  State  of  Beauty,  be 
yond  the  Limits  of  a  Gafp  of  Breath,  and  draws  the  gazing 
World  to  admire,  even  after  Death',  to  you  this  Piece  I  dedi 
cate  ;  'tzs  but  Reafon  that  you  Jhould  receive  fome  Tribute  from 
us  living,  who  fo  truly  mourn  us  dead.  What  does  not  Man 
kind  owe  to  you  ?  All  Ranks  and  Conditions  are  obliged  to 
you ;  the  Aged  and  the  Toung,  the  Generous  and  the  Mifer9 
the  well  defcended  and  the  bafer  born.  The  Efcutcheons  gar- 
mjh  out  the  Hearfe,  the  Streamers  and  Wax  Lights,  let  us  into 
the  Name  of  a  Man,  which,  all  his  Life  had  been  hid  in 
Obfcurity  ;  and  many  a  Right  Honourable  would  fall  unla- 
were  it  not  for  your  decent  Cloaks,  and  ctifmal  Faces, 

that 


DEDICATION. 

that  look  as  forrowfully  as  the  Creditors  they  leave  unpaid. 
Whqt  an  immenfe  Sum  might  be  rats' d  from  your  Art  to  carry 
on  the  War,  would  you,  like  true  Britons,  exert  your  Power  ? 
The  People  being  fond  of  Sights,  'what  might  not  be  gat  her*  d 
at  a  Funeral,  'when  the  Rooms  are  clad  in  Sable,  the  Body 
drefs'd  out  'with  all  your  Jkilful  Care,  the  Tapers  burning  in 
their  Silver- Sockets,  the  weeping  Virgins  jixt  like  Statues  round, 
and  aromatic  Gums  perfume  the  Chambers,  I  think  it  prefer 
able  to  the  Puppet -/how,  and  a  P'enny  a  Head  for  all  the  Cu 
rious,  would,  I  dare  be  pofetive,  amount  to  more  than  the 
Candle-  Tax  ;  andfo  make  Death  fubfervient  to  the  Living. 

But  this,  Gentlemen,  I  leave  to  your  fuperior  'Judgment  in 
Politick  Principles  ;  and  only  leg  leave  to  remind  you,  that  in. 
this  crcuded  Town,  there  are  a  prodigious  Number  of  Mi  - 
BickerftafFV  dead  Men,  that  fwarm  about  Streets",  therefore, 
for  the  Sakes  of  the  moft  ingenious  Part  of  Mankind,  you  ought 
to  take  Care  to  inter  them  out  of  the  Way,  fence  he  that  does 
no  Good  in  his  Generation,  Jhould  not  be  reckoned  among  tht 
.  Living. 

And  now  to  conclude,  Gentlemen,  I  hope  you1  II  pardon  this 
Liberty  I  have  taken,  and  accept  this  as  a  Token  of  the  Re* 
fpett  I  bear  your  noble  Society  :  I  honour  you  tbo*  I  have  no 
Defer  e  of  falling  into  your  Hands,  but  I  think  we  Pcets  are  in 
no  Danger  of  that,  fence  our  real  EJi&te  lies  in  the  Brain,  and 
our  perfonal  confefts  in  two  or  three  looje  Scenes,  afenv  Couplets 
for  the  Tag  of  an  Aft,  and  ajlight  Sketch  for  a  Seng,  and  as 
I  take  it,  you  are  not  over-fond  of  Paper-Credit,  where  ther* 
is  no  Probability  of  recovering  the  Debt :  So  wijhing^  ymi 
better  Cujlomers,  I  expeft  no  Return,  but  am  proud  of  fub- 
fcribing  myfelf, 

GENTLEMEN, 

Tour  moft  obediext  bumble  Servant. 


M  2  Dramatip 


Dramatis   Perfonae. 


MEN. 


Mezrc,  — 

Captain,     —       —       —          —       —  Mr.  Btckerjlaff. 

Boatswain,  —  "  —      —  Mr.  Spitter. 

Fir/}  Sailor,  —          —  -  Mr.  Pack. 

Second  Sailor,        -         —         —  Mr.  Miller. 


W  O  M  EN. 

Lady  Mexro,  Mrs- 

Vatinfcr  her  Niece,  Mrs.  Cox. 

A  Lady,         —         —  -  —        —  Mrs'  &**• 

Oficeri         Mr.  Carnaly. 

Servants, ——  -      Mr.  C*/f,  &c. 

Lucy,,      «—        —        —  Mrs,%7/*r. 
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SCENE    I. 

working  Sea  feen  at  a  Diflance,  with  the  Appearance 
of  a  Head  of  a  Ship  bulging  again/?  a  Rock  :  Mer 
maids  rife  and  (ing  :  Thunder  and  Lightning  :  Then 
the  Scene  Jhuts. 


Enter  Lady  Mezro,  and  ler  Xiece  Ifabinda 
Ifal.  j&liSSS&b  H  Y  don't  you  tell  me  whither  you  are 
going,  Aunt,  this  Morning  ?  1  can 
fcarce  keep  Pace  with  you.  What  is  ic 
that  tranfports  you  fo  ?  you  do  not  ufe 
to  be  fo  gay. 

Lady  M.  Oh,  my  Girl,  juft  now,  from  my  Chamber- 
Window,  I  beheld  a  Ship,  by  Strefs  of  Weather,  driven 
on  our  Coafl  ;  which,  iince  the  laft  unhappy  one  that 
brought  me  here,  I  have  never  feen  ;  pray  Heav'n  it  be 
Engltjh  ! 

IJab.  So  fay  I,  then  I  mail  fee  the  fine  Men  you  have 
fo  often  talk'd  of,  Aunt. 

Lady  M.  Ay,  and  the  Country  that  breeds  thofe  Men, 
Child,  if  we  can  handfomly  get  off. 

IJab.  With  all  my  Heart  ;  for  I  hate  this  Ifle  of  Co/gar, 
and  all  its  barbarous  Laws,  fince  you  have  inform'd  me  of 
thofe  of  Great  Britain. 

Lady  M.  Hum,  here's  feme  of  the  Ship's  Crew  ;  let's 
flep  a-  fide  and  obferve  them.  [Exeunt  * 

Enter  Captain,  Boatfwain,  and  Sailors. 
Capt.  Well,  how  fares  the  Ship,  has  flic  any  Damage  ? 
M  3  Boat. 
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Boat.  Only  the  Leak,  which  the  Carpenter  has  flop'cl, 
Gnptain. 

Capt.  That's  well  :  I  can't  imagine  what  this  Iflanrl 
produces  ! 

Beat.  Monfters,  I  think  ;  for  they  flare  as  if  they  never 
had  any  Commerce  with  Mankind,  or  ever  law  a  Ship  in 
their  Lives. 

Capt.  I  queflicn  if  ever  they  did,  and  wi(h  it  had  not 
been  our  Fortune  to  have  improv'd  their  Knowledge. 

ijl  Sail.  I  wifh  io  too  ;  I  hate  making  ilrange  Land  : 
Who  the  Devil  knows  where  to  find  a  Wench  now  ? 

iBcaf.  Here's  a  Dog-,  that  two  Hours  ago,  drown'd  his 
neceflary  Orders  with  his  Prayers,  and  now  is  roaring  as 
loud  for  a  Whore. 

ij#  Sail.  Mis  our  Cuflom,  you  know;  out  of  Danger 
the  Sailor  muft  be  merry,  i'Faith  ;  ha,  ha. 

2d  Sail.  Nelly  at  the  Ship  at  Chatham,  mall  know  this. 

?/  Sail.  I  care  not  a  Rope's-End  if  me  does  :  Why, 
what  the  Devil  do  you  think  Til  come  into  a  ftrange  Land, 
and  not  examine  what  Commodity  it  produces?  No,  no, 
Faith  ;  Nick  muft  know  if  the  Females  here  be  Fifh  or 
Flefh,  before  he  puts  off  again. 

Capt.  Ha,  ha ;  Well,  well,  take  Care  you  han't  your 
Brains  beat  out:  Go,  difperfe  yourfelves,  and  fee  what 
Provifions  you  can  get.  I  juft  now  met  a  Native  of  the 
Country ;  who  tells  me,  that  the  Prince  is  coming  this 
Way:  He  uflderftands  a  little  of  the  Arabian  Tongue, 
and  has  promis'd  to  introduce  me  to  him  ;  that  I  may  en 
deavour,  by  fome  Prefents,  to  gain  his  Leave  to  refit  our 
Ship,  and  fupply  our  Wants. 

Boat.  Where  mall  we  find  you,  Matter  ? 

[Exeunt  Boatfvvain  and  Sailors. 

Capt.  Here,  or  hereabouts.  Now  for  this  Cabbacuca. 
Adfheart,  what  a  Name's  there!  If  the  Prince  be  as  bar 
barous  as  his  Name,  we  had  as  good  periiVd  in  the  Storm  : 
But  I  wonder  the  Fellow  comes  not,  that  is  to  conduct  me 
to  Court;  that  is,  I  fuppofe,  to  a  King  fitting  under  a 
Palm-tree  ;  What  would  I  give  for  a  Friend  there  ? 

Enter  Lady  Mezro  and  Ifabinda. 

Lady  M.  (Clapping  him  en  the  SkovU.er.J  What  would 
you  give,  Cap  lain  ,? 

Capt. 
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Capt,  Ha  !  EngUJb  f  Nay,  then  I  am  not  fo  far  out  of 
Knowledge  as  I  imagin'd. 

'  Lady  M.  You  are  a  great  Way  from'the  Rofc  in  Coveni- 
Gardcn,  I  promife  you. 

Cetpt.  The  Rofe  in  C event-Garden  !  Let  me  fee  thy  Face, 
thou  dear  Angel,  or  I  die.  [Embraces  her. 

Lady  M.  Die  !  Nay,  then  you  have  chang'd  your  In 
clination  with  the  Clime  ;  you  never  us'd  to  die  for  an  old 
.Acquaintance. 

Capt.  Ah !  an  old  Acquaintance,  here,  Child,  is  wel- 
comer  than  old  Wine,  and  the  Accident  will  give  it  a 
new  Relifh. 

Lady  M.  Say  you  fo  ?  well,  whether  you  fpeak  Truth 
or  not,  I  proteft  this  Sight  of  you  pleafes  me  better  than 
the  firft ;  and  now,  Sir,  I  am  your  humble  Servant. 

[Turns  np  her  Veil. 

Cetpt.  Ha  !  Mrs.  Take-it  !  Why,  what  Wind  blew  you 
hither  ? 

Lady  M.  Juft  fuch  another  as  brought  you,  I  fancy ; 
our  Ship  was  bound  to  Madtafs. 

Capt.  So  was  mine. 

Lady  M.  After  three  Days  tempeftuous  Weather,  hav 
ing  loft  our  Main-man:,  and  all  our  Tackl^  expedling 
nothing  but  Death,  when  by  a  fudden  Guft  our  Veffel  was 
driven  upon  yon  dreadful  Rock,  which  fplit  her  into  a 
thoufand  Pieces,  and  only  I  by  Providence  was  fav'd. 

Capt.  Thank  Heav'n,  I've'  not  loft  one  Man ;  I  pity 
your  Misfortune,  and  yet,  by  your  Appearance,  'tis  a 
Fault  to  pity  you,  for  it  has  turn'd  to  your,  Advantage. 
Prithee  what  Bufmefs  had  you  in  the  Indies? 

Lady  M.  To  get  a  Hufband  ;  you  know  few  Women 
go  there  but  to  make  their  Fortunes. 

Capt.  Which  I  fuppofe  you  have  done  here,  Madam. 

Lady  M.  An  Emir,  which  is  a  Lord,  you  muft  under- 
ftand,  walking  by  the  Sea- fide,  fpiecl  me  on  the  Rock,  and 
kindly  help'd  me  down,  fell  in  Love,  and  married  me  ; 
and  1  am  now  one  of  the  greateft  Women  upon  the  Place, 

Capt.  I  am  glad  on't,  with  all  my  Soul.  Who  is  this 
Lady  ?  another  of  my  old  Acquaintance  too  ? 

Lady  M.  No,  I  pfcmife  you  ;  there's  a  Face  never  fa\v 
Covtnt-Gardcn.  She's  my  Hufband's  Niece,  the  beft  hu- 
inour'd  Woman  in  the  World-;  and  for  her  Beauty,  let 

M  4  lhat 
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that  fpeak  for  itfelf,  (turns  up  her  Veil)  fo,  I  fee  by  yoor 
Eyes  you  like  her. 

Ifab.  Grant,  great  Prophet,  that  he  may  !  for  I  like 
him,  I'm  fare.  [djide. 

Capt.  Like  her!  I'Gad,  if  your  Ifland's  peopled  with  iuch 
Angels,  'tis  certainly  the  Land  of  Promife,  and  every 
Skip  will  put  in  here  for  Provifion. 

Lady  Al.  She's  the  only  handfome  one  in  it,  I  promife 
you  ;  her  Mother  was  Englljb^  and  call  hither  by  fuch  an 
other  Accident  as  myfelf. 

Ij'ab.  And  do  you  think  this  Face  will  do  in  Covent-  • 
Garden,   Captain  ? 

Capt.  In  Covent-Gurden,  Madam  !  Where  would  it  not 
do  ?  Ha !  your  Skin's  as  fmooth  as  the  Sea  in  a  Calm, 
and  your  Eyes  outihine  the  Sun  after  a  Storm  ;  your  Voice 
as  fweet  as  Syrens  Songs ;  and  'tis  greater  Pleafure  to  be 
hold  you,  than  Land  after  a  dangerous  Voyage.  I'll  fettle* 
Here,  I'm  refolv'd. 

Lady  M.   Ah,,  the  right  London  Strain.  [Afide. 

Ifab.  And  Tde  rather  go  with  him.  \dflele. 

Capt.  Where  the  Devil  is  my  Ship's  Crew  ?  I'll  have 
the  Bottom  of  my  Veflel  beat  out  immediately,  that  I  may 
never  put  to  Sea  again. 

Jfab.  I'm  afraid,  yoang  Gentleman,  you'll  change  your 
Note  if  you  knew  the  Cuftom  of  this  Country. 

Lady  M.  Indeed,  my  quondam  Spark,  you'd  be  glad  to 
get  oft  in  a  Cock- Boat  if  you  do,  by  that  Time  you  have 

been  married  half  fo  long  as  I  have  been Fin  fure  I 

would. 

Capt.  Ay  !  why  fo  ?  you  mine  in  Jewels. 

Lady  M.  1  once,  thought  Riches  the  greatefl,  but  now 
find  them  the  leaft  Part  of  Happinefs. 

Capt.  Oh,  you  want  to  fee  dear  England  again,  and  da- 
zle  the  Eyes  of  your  old  Acquaintance. 

Lady  M.  That's  not  the  Caufe. 

Capi.  Your  Hu/band  is  old,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Lady  M.True. 

;  Capt.  What  is  that  to  my  Repentance  ?   This  Lady  is 
young. 

Lady  M.  1  hen  he  is  as  ugly  as  a  Baboon. 

Capt.  Yet  wide  ;  this  Lady's  as  handfome  as  a  Cherubin. 

Lady  M.  He's  as  jealous  as  a  Spaniard,  as  barbarous  as 


Work  for  the  UPHOLDERS.          273 

a  Turk,  and  as  ill-natur'd  as  an  old  Woman  ;  and  I  liate 
him  as  heartily  as  one  Beauty  does  another;  yet  fear  him 
f(S  much  as  you  Merchant-Men  do  a  French  Privateer. 

.Capt.  Why  there's  nothing  fuper-natural  in  all  this; 
Wdmen  hate  their  Hufbands  all  the  World  over. 

Tfab,  I'm  fure  I  mould  never  hate  you,  if  I  had  you 
once,   (jlfide.)  And  are  not  you  even  with  us,  Captain  ? 
Capt.  I  won't  anfvver  for  the  whole  Sex  ;  but  I'll  en 
gage  for  myfelf,  if  thou'lt  but  try  me,  Child. 

Jfab.  Firft  hear  the  Conditions  annext  to  Matrimony  ; 
then,  if  you'll  venture  - 

Capt.  Venture  !  What  the  Devil  doft  think  I  that  have 
fac'd  ib  many  Dangers,  mould  be  afraid  of  freih  Water  ? 
Lady  M.  Have  a  care  what  you  fay,  Captain  ;  for  fix 
to  four  but  you'll  wilh  yourielf  unmarried  again,  as  hear 
tily  as  1  do. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Oh  Madam!  undone!  undone!  my  Lord's  juft 
dying. 

Lady  M.  Ah  I 

Capt.  Undone  !  Pirn,  Pox,  'tis  the  bed  News  thou  ever 
broiight'ft  in  thy  Life,  Wench. 

-   LadyM  Ruln'd  !  part  Redemption!    Oh,    that  ever  I 
was  born  ! 

Capt.  Ha  !  what's  the  Meaning  of  this  ? 
Ijab.  Oh  unhappy  Woman  ! 

Capt.  Unhappy  !  Ad  (heart,  I  fhou'd  have  guefcM  her  the 
happieft  Woman  in  the  World,  now. 

Lady  M  Fly,  call  Phyficians  ftrait,  here,  bribe  _  'em 
with  Jewels,  (tears  off  the  Jewels}  give  'em  a  King's 
Ranfom,  if  they  can  but  fave  his  Life,  load  'em  with 
Wealth  'till  they  link  beneath  the  Weight.  Oh  !  my  lateft 
Hour  is  come  ! 

Capt.  What  the  Devil  can  be  the  Matter  I  why  all  this 
Noife  ?  Here's  none  but  Friends  ;  I  don't  apprehend  that 
any  body  can  over-hear  you  ;  this  is  fomething  like  the 
Irijh  Cry  ;  I  fuppofe  it  is  the  Cuftom  of  the  Country 


Lady  M.  Oh  no  !  Neither  Heaven  nor  Earth  will  hear 
me  now  !  I'm  loft,  for  ever  loft  !  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Capt.  Humph  !  now  I  have  found  it  ;  all  the  Eftata 
goes  with  him,  I  warrant. 
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Lady  M.  Eftate  S  fink  the  Eilate  !  my  Life  goes  with 
him  ! 

Ifab.  Oh  cruel,  oh  inhuman  Law  ! 

Capt.  What  a-pox,  me  wont  die  for  the  Man  me  hates, 
will  me  ?  Did  you  not  wifh  to  be  unmarried  juft  now  I 
and  are  you  forry  that  your  Hufband's  a-dying  ?  The  Wo* 
man's  diffracted  fure  ! 

Lady  M.  Oh,  I  muil  be  buried  with  him  alive !  O 
dreadful  Thought.  [Runs  ojf. 

Capt.  Ha !  how's  that  ?  Buried  alive  !  Tm  Thunder- 
ftruck !  Stay,  I  conjure  you,  Madam,  (To  Ifublnda)  and 
explain  to  me  this  Riddle. 

Ifab.  It  is,  Sir,  the  barbarous  Cuftom  of  our  Country  j 
firlt  ordain'd  from  frequent  Poifoning  hoe,  that  which  fo- 
ever  of  the  married  Pair  died  firft,  the  Survivor  is  buried 
with  alive,  dreft,  and  adorn'd,  for  a  fecond  Nuptial. 

Capt.  E'gad,  it  has  turn'd  my  Stomach  againft  the  firft. 
(dfide.)  Unheard  of  Barbarity  !  Is  none  exempt  the  Pain 
of  the  Country  ? 

Ifab.  None ;  all  let  down  a  deep  hollow  Mountain,  with 
fome  Loaves  of  Bread,  and  forne  Bottles  of  Water,  on 
which  they  may  feed  for  fome  time,  and  then  expire  with 
in  the  loathfome  Dungeon.  My  Mother  in  her  Bloom 
was  with  my  P'ather  buried  :  I  was  but  thrice  three  Moons 
old  ;  yet  I  remember  even  then  it  rais'd  a  Horror  in  me, 
and  as  I  grew  up,  fixt  a  Refolution  in  me,  never  to  wed 
in  this  curft  Place. 

Capt.  Faith,  you  had  Reafon,  Madam,  and  I  admire 
that  any  body  does. 

Ifab.  Cuflom  has  made  it  eafy  to  the  true  Cofgarian  Race, 
but  I  have  a  Britijh  Soul. 

Capt.  You  muft  be  refcued  from  this  Impofition  ;  your 
Aunt  too  muft  be  fav'd. 

Ifab.  But  how  ?  If  he  dies,  the  Officers  of  Juftice  feize 
her  ;  nay,  'tis  Death  for  ^all  the  Houihold  if  Information 
be  not  given  ftrait.  Upon  the  V/edding-day,  two  Coffins 
are  always  brought  into  the  Bride- Chamber,  as  part  of  the 
Ceremony. 

Capt.  E'gad,  I  mould  have  fmall  Appetite  to  finifh  the 
Ceremony  at  the  Sight  of  'em. 

Ifab.  This  is  the  deplorable  State  of  Matrimony  in  our 
Country. 
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Capt.  If  it  were  the  Cuftom  all  over  the  World,  we 
young  Fellows  mould  live  deliciouflv;  Women  would  be 
as  plenty  as  Blackberries ;  we  might  put  forth  our  Hands 
and  take  them  without  Jointures,  Settlements,  Pin-money, 
Parfon,  and  fo  forth.  [Noi/e.] 

Ifab.  Hark  !  I  hear  a  Noife  !  Oh,  my  poor  Aunt !  I 
mult  in,  and  fee  the  Event. 

Capt.  Firfl  prcrnife  me  that  if  I  contrive  a  Way  to  bear 
you  hence,  you'll  confent  to  go  with  me  ? 

Ifab.  With  all  my  Heart,  there's  my  Hand  upon  it;  we 
have  no  Time  for  Coui  tlhip  ;  I'll  meet  you  here  again  in 
an  Hour.  [Exit. 

Capt.  Now  if  I  can  but  handfomly  carry  offthefe  Wo 
men,  their  Jewels  will  turn  to  better  Account  than  an 
Eaft-  India  Voyage. 

Enter  Boatfvvain  and  Sailors. 

Well,  what  Cheer,  my  Lade  ?  I  have  feen  the  Prince, 
and  obtain'd  his  Leave  for  every  Thing  I  afk'd. 

\ft.  Sail.  Cheer  !  why  Faith,  Captain,  we  fail  dire&'y 
before  the  Wind ;  and  1  want  but  your  Confent  to  make 
the  richefl  Port  in  the  Univerfe. 

Capt.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

ij}  Sail.  What !  why  I  can  have  a  fine  Lady  here,  with 
as  many  Jewels  about  her  as  will  ballaft  a  Ship,  if  you'll 
but  give  me  my  Difcharge  j  nay,  I  won't  be  ungrateful 
for  it  neither,  you  mall  have  all  my  Pay  :  What  fay  you, 
Matter,  will  you  lend  me  your  Hand  ;o  heave  me  iuto 
good  Fortune  ? 

2dSail.  Will  you  be  falfe-hearted  then,  Nick?  Nell 
will  hang  herfelf  in  her  Garters  when  ihe  hears  it. 

ifl  Sail.  Let  her,  let  her,  what  care  I :  Odsfifh  !  do  you 
think  I'd  leave  a  firft  Rate  for  a  Frigate  ;  forfake  a  fine 
Lady  for  Ndl?  That's  quitting  a  Bowl  of  Punch  for  a 
Draught  of  Sea- water.  [Setting. 

fioaf.  1  wonder  what  me  faw  in  that  ugly  Phiz  ot  thine, 
that's  always  as  dirty  as  the  Hammock  you  fwing  in  ;  and 
as  feldorn  waih  d  as  your  Shirt,  which  is  not  once  a  Quarter. 

zd  Sail.  Ha,  ha !  Oh,  me  fell  in  Love  with  his  Nofe 
or  his  Legs. 

iji  Sail.  Why,  what  Fault  can  you  find  with  my  Nofe  ? 
Bob.  Ha!  'tis  found,  and  perhaps  that's  more  than 
yours  is.  M  6 
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Beat.  Nay,  nay,  don't  find  Fault  with  his  Nofe,  ie  is 
like  the  Bowfprit,  and  his  Legs  would  ferve  for  a  Mam- 
mall  ;  I  warrant  the  Jade  underilands  Sailing,  and  fo 
wifely  provides  againft  Strefs  of  Weather,  ha,  ha. 

17?  Sail.  I'faith,  flic's  a  tite  Vefiel,  and  I'll  man  her  as 
titely,  I  warrant  ye,  my  Lads. 

Capt.  Ha,  ha;  hark  ye,  Sirrah;  there's  fuch  Condi-* 
tions  entail'd  upon  this  Woman,  you  are  fo  fond  of,  that 
will,  make  you  as  Wife-fick,  as  the  Sea  did  in  your  firft 
Voyage. 

ifi  Sail.  Aye,  it's  no  Matter  for  that,  Captain ;  you 
mult  not  think  to  ferve  me  as  you  do  a  Whale,  fling  out 
an  empty  Ca{k  till  the  Subilance  gets  by.  Look  ye,  Maf- 
ter,  to  fetch  up  half  her  Wealth,  I'd  dive  to  the  Bottom 
of  the  Sea,  and  venture  being  fwallow'd  by  a  Shark,  Nick 
would,  I'faith,  Mailer. 

id  Sail.  Well  faid,  Nick\  E'gad,  I  warrant  you  think 
to  be  an  Ambral  now. 

ly?  Sail.  Why,  why  not,  if  I  have  Money  enough  to 
buy  it  ?  And  I  will  be  an  Ambral  too,  for  all  you,  and  my 
Mailer  here,  mall  be  my  Rear-Ambral. 

Capt.  Oh,  your  very  humble  Servant,  Mr.  Admiral%- 
but  Cuppofe  your  Wife  fliould  die,  Nick  ? 

ijl  Sail.  Better  and  better  Hill ;  her  Gold,  and  precious 
Stones,  won't  die  too ;  and  E'gad,  I'll  drink  to  her  good 
Voyage  in  a  Bowl  of  Punch,  clap  my  Riches  aboard,  and 
hoift  Sail  for  merry  England. 

Capt.  Ha,  ha,  Do  you  know  that  the  Law  of  this  Ifland 
buries  the  living  Hufband  with  the  dead  Wife. 

i ft  Sail.  Ha !  the  Devil  it  does  1 

Capt.  'Tis  even  fo. 

£oaf.  Ambral,  I  wifh  you  much  Joy. 

ij!  Sail.  Alive! 

*d  Sail.  What,  is  the  Wind  chop'd  full  in  your  Teeth, 
Mid  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

ifl  Sail.  Ay,  Faith,  and  blows  fo  hard,  that  it  mall  blow 
my  Head  off  e're  I  make  the  Port  of  Matrimony  in  this 
I/land.  Buried  with  her?  quotha  !  E'gad,  I  always  thought 
the  Wedding-flieet  the  Winding-fheet  of  Pleafure,  after  a 
Month  ;  but  to  have  no  Hopes  beyond  her ;  Zounds  !  I  had 
rather  fit  in  the  Bilboes  all  Days  of  my  Life.  I'll  aboard  this 

Minute.  Boatfwain,  you  grumbl'dat  my  good  Fortune  juft 
«rn«    f»k«  ko..  ,,«,,../vn:  :r  ,,.      .,,:n  &»„* 
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Soot.  The  Devil  take  me  if  I  do. 

Capt.  I  told  you  I  fhould  take  off  the  Edge  of  your  Ap 
petite  :  Go,  go,  try  and  get  the  Ship  off:  I'll  be  aboard 
immediately.  Have  you  got  any  Provifions  ? 

Boat.  That  we  have,  good  Store. 

Capt.  Well,  well,  be  gone  then. 

\Jl  Sail.  Ay,  with  all  rny  Heart;  if  I  get  once  aboard, 
I'll  flick  as  clofe  to  the  Ship  as  Pitch  to  a  Rope  ;  and  fink 
with  her  rather  than  come  afhore  again.  Buried  with  a 
Wife  !  the  Devil  1  [Exeunt  Sailors. 

Capt.  Let  me  confider  ;  what  Stratagem  fhall  I  life  to 
carry  off  the  Women. 

Enter  Ifabinda. 

Ifab.  There's  a  fad  Houfe  within  ;  but  hang  me  if  I 
don't  fancy  my  Uncle  counterfeits ;  for  in  my  Mind  his 
Pulfe  beats  as  regular  as  mine. 

Capt.  Ha  !  Say  you  fo  ?  Then  I  have  it.  Convey  rae 
into  the  Houfe,  where  Til  tell  you  the  Plot,,  to  free  you. 
from  thefe  Apprehenfions. 

Ifab.  If  you  cfftft  it  you  are  a  Deity.  Come  along  with 
me ;  in  this  Confufion  I  can  preferve  you  undifcover'd. 

Capt.  Along  then.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE      II. 
The  Emir  on  a  Couch,  with  his  Wife  weeping  by  him,  and 

Attendants  round  about.     Table,  Couch,  2  Chairs,   Gal- 

lypots,  &c. 

Lady.  Oh  Diftraaion  !  Look  up  my  Lord,  my  Love, 
my  Hufband !  Oh,  you  will  break  iny  Heart,  and  I  (hall 
go  before  you  !  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Emir.  The  Stars  forbid !  Oh,  oh  !  <  \Groans. 

Lady.  Ah  !  Help  ye  Slaves Gently  bear  him  up  — 

Rub  his  Temples Apply  the  Hartmorn  to  his  Nofe— 

Oh  fpeak  and  tell  me  how  you  do,  my  Dear  ! Oh,  oh, 

oh  I  [Rears  out. 

.    Emir.  Very  bad Oh,  oh! 

Lady.  Are  you  very  bad,  my  Love  ?  What  \vill  become 
of  me?  14*. 

Em.  Very  bad  indeed,  Wife Oh,  I  fhall  not  live 

this  Day,   I  doubt. 

Lady.  Ah!  What  do  I  hear  ? Oh,  ye  cruel  Powers, 

—Why  was  I  cajt  upon  this  Shoar  ?  Curfe  oa  thefe  glitter 
ing 
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ing  Bawbles,  vvhofe  bewitching  Luftre  cheats  us  of  true 
Happinefs.  (Tears  off  her  yetveh,}  A  Thirft  of  Riches  drew 
me  from  that  Land  where  Widow-hood  is  happy  —  to  die 
within  a  loathfome  Dungeon,  unpitied  arid  forlorn. 

Em.  What  does  me  fay  now  ? » Prithee,  my  Dear, 

don't  afflict  yourfelf  fo  much— You'll  be  fick,  my  Love- — 

Lady.  But  you'll  die,  my  Love Sick,  quotha  !  Good 

Heaven  !  Can  I  be  well  when  you  are  dying  ? 

Em.  Oh,  you  think  of  the  Cultom  of  our  Country, 
Wife  ;  you  fear  to  be  buried  with  me,  that's  all. 

Lady.  All  does  he  call  it [dfide. 

Em.  Now,  if  it  had  pleas'd  Great  Mahomet,  that  thou- 
flrculdft  have  gone  firll,  I  mould  have  accompanied  thee 
with  Pleafure -» 

Lady.  That's  more  than  I  mall  do  you,  I'm  fare.  [Afide. 
So  ihail  I  you-,  my  Dear,  as  to  any  Bufmefs  I  have  with 
Life,  when  thou'rt  gone  :  but  the  Pain  to  fee  thee  die,  to 
part  with  thee  for  ever,  is  the  Shock  that  Nature  feels — - 
bnt  'tis  unkindly  urg'd  to  think  I  fear  the  Cuftom  of  the 
Ifland— -for  what  Joy  could  I  have  when  thou  art  gone  ? 

Em.  I  doubt  fhe  lies — But  this  is  the  only  Way  I  could 
ever  find  to  keep  her  in  Subjection ;  for  as  foon  as  I  am  well, 
whip!  ihe's  fcamper'd,  and  I  have  no  more  Comfort  of  a 
Wife  than  I  ftiould  have  in  her  Grave:  If  all.  Engl>jb 
Wives  are  fueh  Gadders,  Heaven  help  their  Hufbnnds,  I 

Lady.  How  doft  thou  do,  Jewel  ? 

Em.  I  think  I  am  a  little  better ;  I  believe  I  could  eat 
a  Leg  of  that  Chicken  within  . 

Lady.  Fly  ye  Slaves,  and  fetch  it  inftantly.  Oh,  all  ye 
Powers,  that  protect  our  Lives,  I  thank  ye ;  I  feel  the 
Springs  of  Joy  recruit ;  thy  Words  run  thro'  my  Soul  with 

fuch  exulting  Pleafure,  that  'tis  all  one  Rapture Oh, 

let  me  hold  thee  ever  in  my  Arms Oh  \  that  (ingle 

Word,  Better has  more  Harmony  in  it  than  the  Mufic 

of  the  Spheres- Thus  let  me  kifs  it  from  thy  Lips,  'tis 

the  rich'.-ft  Cordial  Nature  could  produce  to  raiie  my  fink 
ing  Hopes.  (Embraces  and  kiffis  him  in  an  Extajy.)  ^Vhere 
dre  you,  Slaves,  why  do  you  Hay  fo  long. 

Enter  Servants. 

Em,  Ah,  this  Wife  of  jnine  does  but  counterfeit  this 

Love 
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Love  to  me,  I  fear If  our  Law  did  not  bury  the  Liv 
ing  with  the  Dead,  here  would  be  no  Joy  for  my  Recovery, 
Lady.  Come,  my  Dear,  mall  I  cut  k  for  thee  ? 

Em.  No,   I'll  not  trouble  thee.   [He  cuts  and  eats  greedily. 
*Tis  very  good  :  Won':  you  eat  a  Bit  of  it,  Deary  ? 

Lady.  No,  thou  fhalt  eat  it  all He  feeds  heartily  : 

Ah,  if  I  had  him  in  Old  England,  I  (hould  wifh  it  were  his 

laft Oh,  the  vaft  Difference  between  a  Widow's  Weed 

and  a  Winding-Sheet,  between  the  civil  Ceremonies  of 
fhedding  Tears  at  the  Grave,  and  the,  barbarous  CuJlom 
of  making  one's  Bed  there. 

Em.  How  pleas'd  me  is  ?  Ah,  wou'd  me  be  in  this  good 
Humour  always 

Lady.  Much  good  may  do  you,  my  Dear.     [Kffis  him* 

Em.  I  thank  you,  my  Love Ah,  you  little  Rogue, 

how  warm  your  BufTes  are (Rifesfrom  the  Table)   Od, 

they  infufe  new  Life  into  me  j  and  methinks  I  feel  Health 

pop  into  my  Heart,  like  a  Pop-gun Another  Kifs,  my 

Deareft ( '  KiJJcs  her.)    So,   fo,  thou  hail  done  it,  thou 

haft  done  it,  thou  dear  Rogue Go,  what  do  you  flare 

at  ?  be  gone  and  leave  your  Lady  and  I  alone       - 

[To  the  Servant i. 

Lady.  Say  you  fo         alone  !  alas,  are  you  fit  to  be  left 

alone leave  a  dying  Man  alone Let  them  ftir  if  they 

dare I  fhall  take  better  Care  of  you  than  that  comes 

to,  my  Dear. 

Em.  Pifli,  Pirn,  I  tell  thee  I  am  out  of  Danger. 

Lady.  I  wifh  thou  wert- 

Ev.  Indeed  1  am,  and  thou  (halt  find  it  fo  ;  therefore, 
prithee  let  them  go  ~  [Winking  at  her. 

Lady.  Alas,  I  fear  you  are  light-headed,  my  Dear ;  Aye, 
your  Pulfe  is  upon  the  Galop  ;  you  are  in  a  raging  Fever 

Oh,  woe  is  me!    Oh,  oh,  oh!    Away,  fome  of  ye, 

and  fetch  a  Doctor. 

Em.  Plha,  pfha;  T  tell  thee  thou  art  miftaken  ;  I  am  in 
ho  Fever  but  what  proceeds  from  thy  pretty  pouting  L:ps, 
nnd  thou  art  the  beft  Phyfician,  let  me  kifs  them  again  5 
ye,  ye,  ye,  ye,  dear  ibft  Charmer,  ye,  ye. 

Lady.  Are  you  fure  you  are  well  ? 

Em.  Very  fure  on't,  my  Dear Come,  let  us  take  a 

Nap  together. 

.  You  know  I  can't  fleep  in  the  Day-time :  befides, 

you 
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you  ought  to  return  your  Prophet  Thanks  for  your  Reco 
very 

Em.  Oh,  that  I'll  do  To  morrow. 

Lady.  To-morrow  !  A  Man  of  your  Years  might  to  be 
afham'd  of  deferring  Things  of  that  Kind  till  To-morrow. 

Em.  Why,  Child,  upon  Occafion  one  may 

Lady.  Occafion  !  What  Occafions  have  People  of  your 
Age  for  Life,  bat  to  pray 

Em.  Have  Women  in  your  Country  no  other  Bufmef* 
for  their  Hufbands,  my  Dear  ? 

Lady.    No 

Em.  Humpth  !    That  was  the  Reafon  you-  left  it,    I 
doubt 

Lady.  Ah  !  would  I  had  never  left  it 

Em.  But  come,    come,    you  jeft  but  with  me.     Lacy, 

fetch  your  Lady's  Night  gown 1  love  to  fee  her  in  he» 

Night-gown Ah,  thofe  roguilh  Eyes !  Another  Ki£> 

and  then 

Lady.  You  love  to  fee  me  in  my  Night-gown,  I  think 

I    (han't  confult  your  Fancy  much Prithee  no  more 

S!eeping ;    your  Breath's  ready  to  flrike  one  down,    and 
your  Beard's  as  rough  as  a  Hedge-hog.     Lucy,  fetch  me 
my  Veil,  I  have  a  Vifit  to  make. 
'Lucy.  Yes,  Madam.  [Exit. 

Em,  So,  (he's  no  Changeling,  I  find;   never  Man  had 

fuch  a  Wife,  certainly 1  muft  always  be  fick,  or  ihe'll 

always  be  out  of  Humour.  (A/ide.)  Sure  you'll  not  leave 
me,  Wife. 

Lady.  Indeed  but  I  £hall,.  Hufband..  [Enter  Lucy, 

Lucy.  Here's  the  Veil,  Madam.  [She  puts  it  en: 

Em.  Well,  go  then,.  I  won't  hinder  you Sbadock, 

give  me  my  Cloak ;  I'll  go  fee  the  Grand  Emir,  and  pafs 
away  the  Time  a  little  till  your  Lady's  Return. 

Lady.  Well,  now  I  like  your  Humour.  You  fhou'd  aI-» 
•ways  let  your  Wife  go,  when  and  where  me  pleafcs. 

Em.  That  I  refolve  for  the  future Ha!  what  ails 

me Blefs  me,  I'm  very  fick  o'rh'  Sudden ;  oh,  oh  1 

pray  lead  me  to  my  Bed,  or  I  (hall  die  this  Moment 

Lady.  Ha  !  what's  that,  die  fay  you  ?  [throws  off  her  Veil. 
Oh  wretched  me  !  here,  here,  here,,  here,  take  a  little  of 
this,  my  Lord.  Judgment  is  pronounc'd  againft  my  Life,. 

and 
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and  I  muft.  die  at  laft.  (Aftde,) Away,  and  call  the 

Phyficians :  Hafte,  fly,  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Em.  No,  no,  'twill  off  again  ;  'tis  only  a  Fit thy 

Kindnefs  is  my  beft  Cordial.  I'll  try  to  reft  a  little. 

Lady.  Withdraw  all  of  you,  and  feparate  into  Silence. 
I'll  watch  by  thee.  Heaven  fend  my  Love  a  comfortable 

Nap What  Diftraftions  tear  my  Breaft  —  Now  Hope, 

then  Defpair,  with  alternate  Sway,  exercife  their  Power, 
and  no  kind  Glimpfe  of  Safety  offers  me  Relief. 

Enter    Ifabinda. 

If.  Oh  Aunt,  the  Captain  is  without,  and  has  a  Secret 
to  deliver  us  from  this  Place  if  you'll  but  help  the  Defign. 

Lady.  Bring  him  in:  If  your  Uncle  wakes  I'll  tell  him 
it  is  a  Doclor. 

Enter  Captain  and 'whifpers  the  Lady. 

Jfal.  Here  he  is. 

Capt.  Do  you  this,  and  I'll  be  ready  to  finifh  it.    [Exit. 

Lady.  I'll  venture.  Oh  Fortune,  be  this  once  propi 
tious,  and  I'll  fubmit  my  future  Life,  without  the  leaft 
Complaint.  Ah  !  my  Head  turns  round  !  Oh,  I  faint,  I 
<die !  [Swoons. 

Ifab.  Ah  Help  !  Help !  Where  are  you  ?  My  Aunt's 
dead.  Help!  Help!  [TkJLvai rifest  runs,  and 

catches  Md  of  his  Wife* 

Em.  I'm  Thunder-flruck Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Serv.  Ha  !  Dead  !  Nay  then,  where  are  the  Coffins  ? 

[Exeunt  Servants. 

Emrr.  Oh,  woe  is  me  !  Speak  to  me,  my  Dear ;  fpeak 
to  me  ;  fpeak  to  rne. 

IJab.  As  I  fufpeded:  See  how  nimble  he  is  at  the  Ap- 
prehenficn  of  being  buried  with  her.  What  (hall  I  <do  ? 
me*s  breathlefs  quite 

Emir.  Oh,  oh,  oh  !  (Roars  out.)  Undone,  undone,  for 
ever 

Jfab.  Ay,  it  is  you  have  been  the  Caufe,  oh,  wretched 
Man!  Prophet,  thouartjuft. 

Emir.  Wretched  indeed.     I  confefs  I  did  but  counter- 

fat Oh  Alia,  (kneels)  pardon  my  Deceit,  and  give  me 

back  her  Life,  and  let  her  cuckold  me  with  every  Thing 
fhe  meets  5  let  her  be  the  verieft  Wife  that  ever  England 

bredj 
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bred,  I  never  will  be  jealous  more  !  oh,  oh  !  (Gets  up  ar.d 
runs  to  her ^  and  feels  bar  Pulfe,  then  rubs  her  Temples,  and 
prays  again — : — )  Is  there  any  Hopes,  Niece  ? 

Ifab.  No,  none.  Oh  diffracting  Thought !  This  comes' 
of  your  frighting  her  fo. 

Emir.  Oh  forgive  me,  Niece,  for  I  truly  repent :  Alas  \ 
I  did  it  only  to  keep  her  in  Subjection.  Oh  fetch  the  Cor 
dial  which  I,  like  a  falfe  Wretch,  had  no  Occafion  for  ! 
Oh !  I  do  believe  me  lov'd  rne  now  !  Oh  Niece,  try,  try, 
to  pour  fome  down  her  Throat ;  for  I  tremble  fo,  I  can 
not  guide  it  to  her  Lips. 

Ifab.  Alas  \  her  Teeth  are  fet :  She's  gone  !  forever  gone ! 

Emir.  Then  Fm  gone  too !  \Burfts  cut  arain  Into  Tears. 
Oh,  oh,  oh! 

Enter  Servants  with  two  Coffins. 

Ifab.  Oh  killing  Sight !  (kneels}  Thou  glorious  Sun  af- 
fift  us  now  and  we  are  happy.  [Afide* 

Emir.  Ay  do,  do  pray  for  thy  Uncle,  Child  :  Oh, 
oh,  oh  ! 

Ifab.  I  have  Occafion  for  my  Prayers  myfelf,  at  this 
Time,  I  thank  ye,  for  I'm  afraid  we  are  in  the  greater 
Banger  at  prefent.  [AJule. 

Emir.  (Turns  and  fees  the  Coffins.)  Oh,  oh,  oh, -that  ever  ' 
I  married  !  Where  mail  I  hide  myfelf?  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

[Runs  of. 

Serv.  Stop  him,  flop  him.  [Exeunt  Servants. 

Ifab.  Call  the  Officers  of  Juflice  ftrait ;  I  mufl  be  cruet 
here.  So,  he's  gone,  Captain,  come  forth. 

Enter  Captain. 

Lady.  I'm  almoft  choak'd  with  holding  my  Breath  fo 
long ;  what's  to  be  done  now  ?  Pray  Heaven  we  prpfper  ! 

Capt.  I  warrant  you,  Madam,  come,  come,  be  quick, 
you  muft  aboard  this  Minute.  Have  you  any  Thing  you 
would  take  with  you  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  pack'd  up  all  your  Jewels,  and  every  Thing 
of  Value,-  here,  Madam  :  Mercy  on  me,  how  I  tremble  ! 

Lady.  And  I'm  ready  to  fink  with  Fear:  If  we  are 
taken  we  are  undone,  and  you  lofe  your  Lives. 

Capt.  Nothing  like  a  good  Courage  :  Come,  let's  not 
Hand  difputing,  and  lofe  the  lucky  Minute. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  From  thefe<:urft  Laws,  oh  let  me  'fcape  with  Life. 
Ifab.  And  make  me  any  Creature  but  a  Wife. 
Capt.  Your  Wealth  at  any  Time  decides  the  Strife. 

[ExeueK 
SCENE    III. 

./f  Cofgarian  Lady,  dragging  in  thefrjl  Sailor. 

Lady.  Nay,  don't  think  to  leave  me,  Sir,  did  you  not 
promife  to  ft  ay  here  ? 

\Jl  Sail  But  will  you  promife  not  to  die  before  me 
then  ?  Anfwer  me  that :  Adfbud,  who  do  you  think  to 
choufe?  ha  ! 

Lady,  What  are  you  afraid  to  die  with  her  you  love  ? 

iy?  Sail  Love  r  Zounds !  does  any  body  love  a  Woman 
well  enough  to  die  with  her  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  certainly,  with  their  Wives. 

\ftSail.  That's  a  Miftake,  d'ye  fee  ;  for  of  all  tfce  Wo- 
men  in  the  World  we  care  the  leaft  for  our  Wives,  in  my 
Country. 

Lady.  That's  ftrange.  Why,  I  ihould  rejoice  to  die  with" 
you,  pretty  Englijhman. 

\ftSail.  Aye,  pneWay,  perhaps,  pretty  Devil!  But  to 
Jbe  plain  with  you,  I  defire  to  die  no  Way  with  you  at  all  ; 
and  fo  I  fheaf  off.  [Going* 

Lady*  Stay.     Cannot  Gold  and  Jewels  tempt  you  ? 

[Shews  Gold  and  Jewels^ 

ift  Sail.  No. 

Lady.  What  are  you  Englifimcn  made  on  ? 

\Ji  Sail.  Flefli  and  Blood,  Child  :  If  I  can  find  one  of 
Iron  and  Steel,  I'll  recommend  him  to  you. 

Lady.  Iron  and  Steel !  What  kind  of  Men  are  they  ? 

i/?  Sail.  Oh,  Things  that  are  fo  well  acquainted  with 
the  Earth,  that  they'll  lie  twenty  Years  in  it  and  take  no 
Hurt :  Now  for  my  Part,  I  have  as  much  Antipathy  to 
frefti  Mould  as  frefli  Water;  and  had  rather  eat  Sea-Biiket 
than  a  green  Sod ;  and  the  Wind  will  as  foon  l^Iow  North 
and  by  South,  as  I  be  prevail'd  upon  to  turn  in  with  you. 

Lady.  Faint-hearted  Wretch  !  Take  me  with  you,  then, 
to  your  World. 

\fi  Sail.  Look  ye,  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  with  you  at 
all  ;  and  there's  your  Anfwer ;  and  if  you  offer  to  ftop  me,  § 
I  /hall  make  ufe  of  my  Cat  cf  Nine  Tail?,  in  troth  I  ihall.' 

Zounds ! 
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Zounds !  I  never  had  fu:h  an  Averfion  for  a  Woman  in  my 
^fe-  [Exit  Sailor. 

Lady.  Sure  this  is  fome  Sea-Monfter,  it  cannot  be  a 
Man,  and  Proof  againft  Gold  and  Jewels. 

The  European's  God  is  Gold,  we  Indians  fay, 
Then  dare  they  fly  from  that  to  which  they  pray  ? 

When  next 

To  th'  mining  Ore  thou  doft  for  Mercy  fue, 
As  you've  been  deaf  to  me,  may  that  be  deaf  to  you. 

.       \Exit. 
Enter  fecovd  Sailor. 

2</  Sail.  Ha !  the  Woman  here  that  Nick  mould  have 
had  ;  a  faint- hearted  Dog!  Now  have  I  a  Mind  to  knock 
her  Brains  out,  and  carry  off  her  Jewels. 

Lady.  What's  here another  of  the  puny  Knaves  ? 

[A  Wbijlle  within. 

2d  Sat/.  Ha  !  the  Bofon's  Whittle  f  nay  then  I  muft  be 
fpeedy ;  and  yet  I  can't  find  in  my  Heart  to  kill  her. 

\Wbijlle  again. 

Adfheart,  I  mail  be  left  amoar  ;  I  muft  away, 
Lady.  You  look  diforder'd,  Sir  ;  are  you  in  Love  ? 
2d  SaiL  With  your  rare  glift'ning  Stones  I  am  ;  and  if 
your  damn'd  Fafhion  did  not  heave  the  living  Hufband  o'xe 
board  with  the  dead  Wife,  I  did  not  care  if  I  faid  I  was 
in  love  with  you- 

•Lady.  Then  take  me  where  we  may  live  for  ever;  for 
indeed  I  don't  like  this  Cuftom  amongft  us,  but  muft  obey 
it.  Come,  bear  me  hence,  and  I  will  load  thee  with 
Wealth  enough  to  buy  thy  Country. 

\Whiftle  and  hollow  within, 

2d  Sail.  Ha !  I  have  no  Time  to  think  ;  come  along 
then  ;  I'll  venture  to  fwing  in  a  Hammock  with  you  for 
once. 

Blow  gently,  Boreas,  Neptune's  Rage  confound, 
And  fet  us  fafely  upon  Britijh  Ground, 
Where  we  will  drink  and  fing  till  the  whole  World  goes 
round.  ,  [Exeunt + 

SCENE    IV. 

The  Emir  draggd  in  ly  Officers,  ivith  Servants  bringing  in 

Loa-ues  of  Bread  and  Bottles  of  Water. 
Of.    What,'  a  Native  of  Co/gar,   and  tremble  at  its 
*  Laws  I 
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Laws !   when  even  our  Kings  are  fubjeft  to  'em.     For 

Shame,  Emir,  bear  yourfelf  like  a  Man Come,  open 

the  Coffin,  and  put  in  the  Loaves  and  Water. 

Emir.  Ah,  I  (hall  have  but  fmall  Stomach  'to  eat.  [afiJe. 
Confound  our  Laws;  I'm  inform'd  that  no  Part  of  the 
World  is  curft  with  fuch,  but  only  us,  the  reft  live  as  lone  as 

they  can  :  To  be  buried  alive Oh  curs'd  Cuitom !  Oh 

oh,  oh  !  In  perfed  Health  too  !  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Off.  In  Health  !  nay  my  Lord,  that  you  are  not ;  every 
body  expedled  your  Death  this  Morning;  the  Fright  of 
which,  I  fuppofe,  has  caus'd  your  Lady's  :  I'm  fure  every 
body  thought  you  very  ill. 

Emir.  Aye,  and  may  be  every  body  thought  me  wil 
ling  to  die,  but  every  body  was  iniihken. 

Of.  My  Lord,  we  have  no  Time  for  Talking ;  it  is  not 
in  our  Powers  to  prevent  your  Fate.  Here,  lift  him  into 
the  Coffin.  Where  are  your  Cords  to  let  the  Coffins 
dov/n  the  Mountain  ?  [Theyfeizc  him. 

Emir.  I  will  not  go  down  the  Mountain  :  Onconfcion- 
able  Rogues!  (ftruggles  with  them.)  I  hope  your  Wives 
will  die  To-morrow — . — Hold,  hold,  let  me  fee  my  Wife 
£rft  ;  (he  died  fuddenly,  and  may  come  to  Life  again. 

Of.  Pifh !  Pirn !  This  is  Trifling,  in  with  him,  I  fay. 

Emir.  I  tell  you  my  Wife  was  an  Englijh  Wife,  and 
troubled  with  Vapours,  as  all  that  Country  Wives  are ; 
fhe  us'd  to  die  and  come  to  Life  again  ten  Times  in  an  Hour, 
therefore  I  will  fee  her.  [Struggling  to  reach  at  her  Coffin. 

id  Off'.  Shall  he  fee  her,  Brother  ? 

ly?  Of  No,  no. 

Emir.  Ye  Dogs,  I  will.  (Gets  hold  on't,  and  pulls  off  the 
Lid.)  By  Alia,  Sun,  Moon  and  Stars,  here's  no  body ! 
Huzza,  here's  no  body,  (he's  alive.  [Jumps  and  dance*  about. 

Off'.  Alive  !  bring  her  out  then. 

Emir.  Nay,  do  you  bring  her  out,  if  you  will,-  for  you 
ftiall  never  bring  me  in. 


have 
ferve 
Ceremony  of  Burial  with  you :  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Emir.   Sir,  I  told  you  before  (he  was  an  Englijh  Wife, 
and  I  believe  few  Huj(bands  know  where  to  find  them. 

Off.  This  flian't  fcrve :    Where's  Mrs.  Ifabinda,  your 
Niece.? 
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Emir.  With  her  Aunt,  for  ought  1  know. 

Enter   a  Servant. 

Ser<v.  Oh,  my  Lord,  the  Ship  that  was  caft  here,  yefter- 
day,  is  gone  off,  and  with  it  your  Lady,  Niece  and  Mai J, 
with  all  your  Jewels. 

Emir.  With  all  my  Scul ;  and  there's  fomething  for  thy 
News ;  a  boon  Voyage,  and  a  merry  Gale  to  them,  fay  I ; 
it  is  the  moft  comfortable  Lofs  that  ever  Man  had. 

Off'.  Why,  what  a  Misfortune's  this  ?  Here's  our  Fees 
loft.  [Jfide. 

Emir.  And  if  ever  you  catch  me  marrying  again,  I'll 
give  you  leave  to  ufe  your  Cords.  Dogs !  get  out  of  my 
Houfe,  go ;  troop,  Vermin,  no  going  down  the  Moun 
tain  now — Here,  kick  the  Coffins  after  them,  with  their 
Loaves  and  Water ;  for  there  mail  never  be  more  Occafion 

for  'em  in  this  Houfe,  I  promife  you Come,  where 

are  my  Servants  ?  Here,  let  me  have  Mufick  and  Danc 
ing,  to  cheer  my  Spirits. 

The  Laws  of  Wedlock  all  Men  think  fevere  ; 
But  'tis  Damnation  fure  to  marry  here. 
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COMEDY. 

\ 

As  it  is  ACTED 
At  the  THEATRE-ROYAL  in  Drury-Lane< 


PROLOGUE.     Written  by  Mr.  B  o  N  D. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  MILLS. 

SJUR  Wit 3  of  late,  grown  wond'rous  Weather-wife, 

Change,  like  the  'various  Scafons  of  the  Skies, 
7"%',  each  dull  Winter •,  ftdlen  andfevere 
And  cloudy,  as  its  glcomiejl  Days  appear  : 
Yawn  o'er  their  Dejks,  Jigh  forth  fo me  Tragic- Scene, 
Then  treat  the  Town  with  Produfts  of  their  Spleen. 

Our  Author  takes  a  different  Way  to  pleafe  ; 
Heals  injur'd  Love,  and  cures  its  Jealouiies. 
You  tender  Virgins,  and  negletted  Wives, 
For  You,  She  all  her  ARTIFICE  contrives. 

You  carft  deny  her Your  Protettion  furely, 

She  hides  your  Slips,  and  brings  you  off ~fo  purely  ! 

Bold  in  her  Sex'.;  Caufe,   She  always  rouzes 

'Gainjl  their  worfl  Foes,  falfe  Lovers,  and  dull  Spoufes. 

But,  O  !  ye  Critics  !  Comic-Bards  are  few, 

And  we've  m  Wit  beneath  the  Sun,  that's  New  : 

AJk  not,  infuch  a  General  Dearth,  much  Wit, 

If  jheyour  Tafte  in  Plot,  and  Humor  hit : 

Plot,  Humor,  Bufinefs,  form  the  Comic  Feaft, 

Wit'*  but  a  higher-rel  iih'd  Sauce,  at  bejl ; 

And  where  too  much,  like  Spice.,  dejlroys  the  Tajle. 

You  Sparks  in  Red,  Jhe  knows,  will  all  befriend  her  ; 
Nay,  Faith,  you1  re  bound  in  Honour  to  defend  her. 
You,  in  her  Plays,  her  choicejl  Favours  Jbare  ; 
She  never  fails  to  raife  her  Men  of  War. 
9Tis  feldom  known,  you  Brothers  of  the  Blade, 
Let  Women  make  Advances  un-repaid. 
YOU  Chiefs  in  War,  who  Monarch <s  canfubdue, 

Yet  own The  Ladies  V idlers  over  You. 

A  Jingle  Helen,  once  divinely  Fair, 
Summoned  a  Croud  of  Heroes  to  the  War  : 
And  brighter  Helens  raife  your  Courage — 
You,  while  our  Author  pleads  in  Beauty's  Caufe. 
Join  on  her  Side,   and  Arm  in  her  Applaufe  : 
Be  Heroes  in  a  WOMAN'J  Caufe  to  Day, 
And  as  you  Love  the  Sex,  Defend  the  PLAY, 

EPI, 
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EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  Dr.  SEWELL,   1723. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  OLD  FIELD. 

CINCE  Plotting  is  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Age, 

Our  Bard  has  paid  it  off  upon  the  Stage. 
And  ftrongly  laboured  in  thefe  Scenes,  tojhevj  Tet 
How  WOMAN  can  in  ARTIFICE   out-do  Te. 
You  bungle  fadly,  and  are  always  caught 
'Ere  half  your  Work. is  to  Perfection  brought. 
Did  our  Town-Wives  their  Schemes  no  better  lay, 
What  jnonftrous  Plots  vjoud  break  out  ev'ry  Day  ? 
Ladies  i  1  hope,  I've  a  fled  to  your  Mind, 
And fer^ d  my  Jealous  Monfter  in  his  Kind. 
To  play  the  Prieft,  andjhal  a  Wives  Confcjfio*  ; 
What  Man  can  make  amends  for  fuch  Tranjgrejfion  ? 
Should  all  our  Englifh  Hujbands  jhrive  their  Wive:, 
Women  vjoiid  lead  moft  comfortable  Lives. 
For  of  all  Slavery ',   'tis  the  worji  Condition, 
To  live  beneath  a  Marriage  Inquifition. 

What  think  you  of  our  Hogan-Mogan  Belle  ? 
Didn't  Jhe  trick  the  Trickjler  nicely  well? 
The  Whipfter  thought,  f erf  cot  h  'twas  fmart  and  clever, 
To  jwell  the  young  Vrovv  up,  and  then  to  leave  her. 
But  on  the  Tonnker  a  Dutch  Trick  flie  palms  ; 
Poifon/cr  Poifon  gives,  and  Qualms  for  Qualms. 
What  Rake  among  you,  lut,  in^is  Condition \ 
Worfd  even  think  a  Wife  a  good  Phyfician  ? 
Did  this  Dutch  Law  our  roving  Gentry  bind, 
HOVJ  c harming  <wou *d  it  be  for  Woman-kind! 
Then  ev'ry  Nymph  who  has  vouchjaf'd  the  Favour t 
Might  tye  her  Lover  up  to  gccd  Behaviour  ; 
And  after  Jhe  has  put  him  to  the  Teft, 
Might  tabp,  cr  leave  torn, '-as  Jhe  likM  it  bed. 

flut,  who  are  noos'd^  let  me  advife ;  bewart, 
Give  o'er  your  Jealous  Frea&s,  and  trujl  the  Fair  : 
For,  look  ye,  you  may  rent,  and  play  the  Devil ; 
There's  nought. but  Patience  cures  the  Marriage-Evil. 
The  Thing  is  plain,  and  Inftances  are  common  ; 
No  MAN  u  half  a  Match  for  any  WOMAN. 

Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfpnae. 

.]f%    "'.^yf   '  ;  '  nf 

MEN. 

Sir  Philip  Moneylove,  Father  to  Olivia,  1 
a  Man  whofe  Morals  are  only  fubfervient  V  Mr,  Miller. 
to  his  Intereft.     ------.      J 

Sir  John  Freeman,  Heir  to  4OOO/.  per  1 
annum,  but  difmherited.     In  Love  with  t  Mr.  Wilks, 
Olivia.     ---------      } 

Ned  Freeman,    his  Younger  Brother;  )  ,,     „,.,, 
poflefi'd  of  the  Eitate.          -    -    -     .  '  f  Mr.  M&. 

Fainwett't  an  Enfign  under  the  Name  1 
of  Jeffery  ;  in  Difguife,  Footman  to  the  >  Mr.  W.  Wilks. 
Widow  'Htedlefs.      ......      3 

Mr.  Watchity  A  Country-Gentleman,  7  ,.» 
very  jealous  of  his  Wife.     -     ---      JM 

7<7/^;,  One  belonging  to  a  Pbaroak-~\ 
Bank  ;    an  humble  Servant  to    Widow  /  ,  * 
Heedlejs,    under  the  Character  of  Lord  f  M 
Pbaroab-Bank.     -------J 

Demur,  a  Dodor  of  the  Civil  Law. 


WOMEN. 


Olivia,  Daughter  of  Sir  Philip  Money-  \  .. 
tf.     J  n  love  with  Sir  >£»  Frfmaw.       J  Mrs< 
Louifa,  a  Z>«/r/^  Lady,  formerly  con- 


1 
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Mrs.  Wat  chit  9  Wife  to  Mr.,  Wauhit*  -    Mrs.  Oldfeld. 

Widow  Heedlefs,  worth  20,000  /.  af- 
fe6led,  vain,  and  an  Admirer  of  Quality, 
and  refolved  never  to  marry  ben?ath  a 
Lord.  -  - 

Lucy,  Servant  to  Mrs.  Wat  chit. 

Flora*  Servant  to  Louifa. 

Judith,  Servant  to  Mrs.  HeeJlefs. 

Conflable,  Watch,  and  other  Attendants. 
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ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

St.  James's   PARK. 

Enter  Fainwell  in  a  Livery,  meeting  Sir  John  Freeman 
in  Mourning. 

Fain.    \fat?&/*&£  A  !  Freeman  in  Black  j5  Dear  Jack  how 
muft  I  diflinguifh  thee  ? 

Sir  John,  Dear  Jack  !  -  How 
came  you  and  I  fo  well  acquainted, 
Fellow  ! 

Fain.  O  !  -  that's  too  long  a  Story  at  prefent. 

Sir  John.  What  the  Devil  is  this  Mctanicrphcfis  for, 
Fainwell. 

Fain.  Love  !  Almighty  Love  !  Copying  of  the  Gcds* 
you  know. 

Sir  John.  What  Game  are  you  in  purfuit  of? 

Fain.  The  old  (landing  Dim,  a  WIFE!  There's  no 
Hopes  of  War,  no  Rifing  in  View  !  and  Subaltern's  Pay 
will  make  a  Man  rub  but  /lowly  thro'  the  World.  I  have 
got  Leave  of  my  Colonel  to  be  abfent  from  my  Port  for 
Two  Months,  in  which  Time,  I  intend  to  make  my  For 
tune.  -  You  know  the  Widow  Heedlefs  ! 

Sir  John.  Very  well  !  Ha  !  -  is  not  that  her  Livery  ? 

Fain.  Yes,  Faith,  I  march  in  the  Number  of  her  Re 
tinue. 

Sir  John.  To  what  End  ? 

Fain.  That's  uncertain.  If  you  know  the  Widow,  you 
are  no  Stranger  to  her  Tafte  in  Servants. 

Sir  John.  1  know  me  keeps  none  but  awkward  Country 


Fain.  Ay  !  and  is  a  perfect  Jockey  in  her  Family,  and 
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takes  as  much  Pains  to  polifli  her  Train,  as  they  do  to 
break  their  young  Colts.  Now,  you  muft  know  t  pafs 
with  her  for  as  arrant  z.RqfticJk,  as  ever  weilded  Cudgel 
at  a  Country  Wake,  or  tumbled  Girl  upon  a  Hay  mow. 

Sir  John.  But  wherein  can  this  advance  your  Defign  ? 

Fain.  Why,  you  muft  know,  I  make  Love  to  her. 

Sir  John.  Make  Love  to  her !  what,  under  the  Charac 
ter  of  a  Footman  ? 

Fain.  No,  no,  under  the  Character  of  a  Gentleman  of 
Fifteen  hundred  Pounds  a  Year  in  Glouccfterjhire,  of  which 
Country  I  pretend  to  be  ;  for  having  quartered  heretofore 
in  that  Shire,  I  counterfeit  the  Dialed  very  well. 

Sir  John.  But  what  Service  can  this  be  to  you  ? 

Fain.  Why,  I  write  to  her  as  from  Mr.  Worthy ;  my 
Man  brings  the  Letters ;  and  I  deliver  them  as  Jeffrey, 
her  Footman  ;  and  when  I  find  her  in  Humour,  I  intend 
to  give  her  my  Picture,  in  fo  fimple  a  manner,  that  me 
fhall  take  it  all  for  Gofpel. 

Sir  John.  But  what  ilgnifies  the  Copy  ?  How  will  you 
introduce  the  Original  ? 

Fain.  That  has  been  done  already.  I  have  made  her 
feveral  Vifits.  My  Man  is  now  gone  to  her  with  a  Letter. 

Sir  John.  But  fuppofe  me  mould  inquire  after  this  Mr. 
Worthy  ?  It  is  an  eafy  Matter  to  know  all  the  Gentlemen 
in  Gloucefierjkire,  and  what  Eftates  they  are  poffefs'd  of  too. 

Fain.  She  can't  trap  me  there,  if  me  does :  For,  be 
tween  you  and  I,  there  is  fuch  a  Perfon  as  Mr.  Worthy, 
Mafter  of  the  very  Eftate  I  mention,  who  has  given  me 

Leave  to  take  his  Name. But  I  have  difcoverd  fmce  I 

have  been  in  her  Houfe,  that  an  Irijb  Baron  is  my  Rival. 

Sir  John.  Then  you  are  undone ;  for  I  am  told,  me  de 
clares  againft  Matrimony  without  a  Title.  But  who  is  he  ? 

Fain.  My  Lord  Pkaroah-Bank*  I  think  they  call  him, 
of  the  County  of  Tipperary. 

Sir  John.  I  don't  remember  ever  to  have  heard  of  any 
fuch  Nobleman., 

Fain.  Recommended,  they  fay,  by  Sir  Philip  MM ey love. 

Sir  John.  For  which  he  is  to  have  a  valuable  Confider- 
ation;  for  I  am  fure,  he  does  nothing  out  of  Honour  or 
Honefty.  I  wifli  thee  Succefs  with  all  my  Heart. 

Fain.  I  thank  you,  Freeman ;  but  prithee,  who  are  you 

in 
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in  Mourning  for  ?  Is  the  old  Knight  at  Reft  Six  Foot  deeo  ' 
ha,  Jack? 

Sir  John.  He  has  been  dead  to  me  thefe  Seven  years ; 
but  is  now  fo  to  all  the  World,  Faiuweti. 

Fain.  Sir  John!  I  give  thee  joy  of  Four  thoufand 
Pounds  per  annum.  [Embracing  him. 

Sir  John.  I  hope  you'll  give  me  the  Eitate  too,  Ftua- 
nve// ;  for,  I  allure  you,  I  have  not  one  Foot  of  Land  by 
the  Death  of  my  Father. 

Enter  Sam. 

Tain.  He  did  not  difinherit  thce,  fure. 

Sir  John.  Neither  better  nor  worfe. 

Sam.  I  ever  thought  my  old  Matter  would  dye  hard, 
and  take  the  Left-hand  Road. 

Sir  John.  Ha  !  what  is  Sam  with  you  fHll  I 

Sam.  You  know,  Sir,  I  always  flick  as  clofe  to  my 
Matters,  as  their  Breeches. 

Sir  John.  Ay  !  whiltt  there  is  any  Money  in  them  ; 
but,  I  remember,  you  left  me  for  fear  of  ftarving. 

Sam.  Starving,  Oh,  no,  no  !— Nat  ttarving,  Sir;  the', 
I  mutt  confefs,  my  Waiit-band  was  Three  Inches  too  wide 
for  me. 

fain.  You  faucy  Rafcal !  ha,  ha?  Well,  did  you  deli 
ver  my  Letter  ? 

Sam.  Yes,  I  did,  Sir ;  and  into  the  Widow's  own 
Hands  ;  and,  truly,  by  what  I  can  find,  Sir,  you  have 
nothing  to  hope  for,  if  I  have  any  Judgment. 

Fain.  Why  !  What  have  you  difcover'd  ? 

Sam.   Why,    I  obferv'd  when   flie  read  your  Epittle, 

(he  fmil'd  fcornfully,  thus tofs'd  your  Letter  upon  her 

Toylet  ;  turn'd  upon  her  Heel ;  tipp'd  her  Maid  a  Box 
o'  the  Ear  for  grinning,  and  bid  me  tell  you,  it  required 
no  Anfwer. 

Sir  John.  Cold  Comfort ! 

fain.  Not  a  Jot  the  lefs,  for  giving  herfelf  that  Air. 
But  is  it  poffible,  that  pure  Party-Rage  could  make  thy 
Father  fo  unkind,  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John.  Add  to  that  fome  little  Wildnefles.  But  the 
main  thing  that  did  my  Bufmefs,  was  this ;  When  I  found 
nothing  wou'd  open  his  Purfe-ftrings,  I  pretended  to  em 
brace  his  Principles. 
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Sam.  I  remember,  that  Time,  Sir  :  We  Jived  in  Clover 
then  !  Many  a  delicious  Morfel  of  Flem  have  I  ferv'd  up* 
and  fupp'd  luxurioufiy  out  of  your  Leavings,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  But,  as  the  Devil  wou'd  have  it,  one  Day,  in 
my  Cup?,  I  chanced  to  ftumble  into  a  Non-juring-Meet- 
ing,  with  half  a  Dozen  honed:  Officers  at  my  Back,  drove 
out  the  Congregation,  ty'd  the  Parfon'Neck  and  Heels, 
lock'd  the  Door,  and  took  the  Key  in  my  Pocket. 

Tain.  Good  !  And  what  became  of  Old  Sedition  ? 

Sir  John.  Some  of  his  Flock  returning  to  Evening  Pray 
er,  broke  open  the  Door,  and  freed  him  from  Durance ; 
amongft  which  Number  was  my  natural  Father. 

Vain.  Rather  Unnatural  !    That  was  very  unlucky,  Sir 

7«*».  , 

Sir  John.  Ay  ;  for  that  Adion  not  only  loft  me  a  pa 
ternal  Bleffing,  but  a  paternal  Eftate. 

Fain.  Which  would  have  afforded  thee  many  Bleflings, 
Wine  and  Women,  Sir  John,  the  only  Bleffings  in  this 
World  !  So  your  younger  Brother  Ned  has  the  Eftate,  I 
fuppofe. 

Sir  John,  Every  Acre!  my  Fortune  is  cramm'd  into 
fuch  a  narrow  Circumference,  I  can  cover  it  with  my 
Thumb.  .Only — • — a  Angle  Shilling. 

Fain.  Dam n'd  Barbarity  !  'S' Death!  were  he  my  Bro 
ther,  I'd  cut  his  Throat. 

Sam.  There's  the  Infide  of  a  Soldier  for  you  !      [4/iJe. 

Sir  John.  So  fay  Paffion  and  Neceflity  ;  but  Conscience 
and  Humanity  offer  to  my  cooler  Thoughts  a  brown  Muf- 
quet  rather.  I  confefs,  I  long  to  exert  the  elder  Brother, 
and  beat  him  .a  little  ;  in  order  to  which,  I  have  done  all 
I  could  to  provoke  him  to  give  me  Occasion;  but  he  a- 
voids  me  as  carefully  as  if  he  durlt  not  fight,  though  I 
know  he's  no  Coward. 

Fain.  Well !  Heaven  be  prais'd,  I  am  not  afraid  of  be 
ing  difmherited.  I  wear  my  Fortune  with  my  Red-Coat ; 
and  whilft  there  is  oneMifchief  making  Prieft  in  the  World, 
Soldiers  will  never  want  Bread. 

Sam.  Ay,  the  Prieifo  have  ever  been  faft  Friends  to  the 
Soldiers.  Nothing  like  a  Pulpit  Drum. — But  it  ruins  the 
Surgeons  Bufmefs  quite. 

Sir  John.  Ay  !  how  fo  I 

Sam.  Why,  where's  the  Occafion  for  their  retailing 

Lancet, 
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I-ancet,  when  the  other  lets  the  Nation  -Blood  by  Whole- 
fale  ? 

Fain.  My  Rafcal  has  a  Kind  of  fmattering  after  Wit, 
ha,  ha.  No  more  of  your  Impertinence. 

Sam.  Impertinence  !  thefe  Gentlemen  will  allow  no  body 
to  fay  a  good  Thing  but  themfelves.  [Jf.de. 

Sir  John.  Ha!  yonder's  my  Brother  coming  -this  Way. 
How  itately  the  Rogue  walks,  with  three  Footmen  at  his 
Heels. 

Fain.  Whilft  thou  haft  not  fo  much  as  one  Scoundrel 
to  pick  up  a  Wench  for  thee. 

Sam.  Oh,  for  that,  Sir  !  with  your  Leave,  he  may  al 
ways  command  his  humble  Servant. 

Pain.  He  ftruts  like  an  elder  Brother.  He  wants  no 
thing  but  your  Title,  Sir  John* 

Sir  John.  I  wifti  I  could  transfer  it  ;  for  it  is  of  no 
Ufe  to  me.  Honour's  a  Commodity  not  vendable  among 
the  Merchants  ;  there  is  no  Draw-back  upon't. 

fain.  That's  a  Miftake,  Sir  John-,  I  have  known  a 
Statefman  pawn  his  Honour  as  often  as  Merchants  enter 
the  fame  Commodity  for  Exportation  ;  and  like  then  , 
draw  it  back  fo  cleverly,  that  thofe  who  give  him  Credit 
upon't,  never  perceiv'd  it  'till  the  Great  Man  was  out  of 


Sir  John.  Honour's  a  ftale  Cheat. 
Fain.    It  may  pafs  at  Court,  or  the  Groom-Porter's; 
but  no  Citizen  will  lend  a  Shilling  upon  it. 

Enter  Ned  Freeman. 

Red.  Brother  !  Your  Servant.  If  this  young  Fellow 
had  not  been  in  a  JUivery,  I  mould  have  fworn  it  had  been 
Enfjgn  Fainwell  ! 

Fain.  The  very  Numerical  Perfbn  you  mention,  is  as 
you  fee,  at  your  Service,  Mr.  Freeman.  I  believe  you  are 
furpriz'd  at  the  Figure  I  make  ;  but  there  are  Re^fons, 
which  another  Time  mall  be  yours.  In  the  mean  while, 
Lmufl  intreat,  that  wherever  you  fee  me,  you  know  me 
for  nothing  above  my  prefent  Appearance. 

Ned.  Whatever  Defign  you  may  have  in  View,  it  mall 
never  mifcarry  through  any  Fault  of  mine.—  Well  !  how 
go  Matters  in  the  North,  Captain  ? 

Sir  John.  Your  Party  perform  'd  no  Woncers  there. 
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Ned.  Nay,  if  you  are  entring  upon  Party  Matters, 
good  by-t'ye  -,  You  know  I  always  decline  Politics  in  your 
Company. 

Sir  John.  'Tis  the  Sign  of  an  ill  Caufe. 

Ned.  Then  Difputes  won't  mend  it.     Here which 

Colour  would  you  advife  rne  to  for  a.  Wedding  Suit  ? 

Fain.  What;  juft  upon  the  Brink  of  Matrimony  ?  Is  it 
with  the  Dutch  Lady  you  wrote  fuch  Panegyrics  on,  when 
you  was  in  Holland? 

Ned.  What,  the  old  Burgo  matter's  Daughter  of  Haer- 
le.-K?  No,  no!  that  AiFair's  ended  long  fince.  She  was  a 
good-natured  fond  Fool,  and,  to  .fay  Truth,  I  did  love 
her  ;  but  the  old  Carl  her  Father,  did  not  like  a  younger 
Brother  for  a  Son-in-Law  then,  and  Pm  a  better  Friend  to 
my  Country,  than  to  take  a  Dutch  Wife  now,  I  did  him 
one  Piece  of  Service  ;  I  left  fome  Englifly  Blood  in  his  Fa 
mily.  I  met  a  Gentleman  at  Paris,  who  told  me,  flic' 
was  brought  to  Bed  of  a  fine  Boy. 

Sir  John.  If  I  miftake  not,  you  made  that  Lady  a  Pro* 
mife  of  Marriage,  Brother, 

Ned.  Cou'd  I  do  lefs  for  a  Maidenhead  ? 

Fain.  It  is  the  Cuftom  in  Holland,  after  fuch  a  Promi/e, 
the  Girl  never  fcrupks  to  go  to  Bed,  and  thinks  herfelf 
as  much  your  Wife,  as  if  the  Parfon  had  faid  Grace;  and, 
if  ever  you  are  found  in  that  Country,  their  Laws  will 
oblige  you  to  perform  Articles. 

Ned.  Ay,  if  they  catch  me  in  the  Corn,  let  *em  put  me 
in  the  Pound. 

Sir  John.  Whatever  you  think  of  fuch  Proceedings,  I 
afTure  you,  I  mould  have  very  little  Confidence  in  that 
Man  who  forfeited  his  Faith  and  Honour  to  a  Woman. 

Ned.  Preferve  your  Opinion,  Brother ;  the  Ladies  will 
like  you  never  the  better  for't.  Every  Female  has  Vani 
ty  enough  to  believe  her  Charms  fufficient  to  fecure  what 
another  loft. 

Fain.  But  who  is  the  Objedl:  of  your  prefent  Paflion  ? 

Sir  John.  Pray  Heaven,  it  proves  not  where  I  guefs !  \aflde* 

Fain.  Who  is  the  Beauty  that  infiaves  you  now  ? 

Ned.  Nay,  I'm  not  fo  prodigiouily  inflav'd  as  you  ima 
gine. 

Sirjobn.  What !  and  juft  a  going  to  be  married. 

Sam.  Mr.  freeman  fpeaks  like  an  experieoc'd  Travel 
ler; 
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ler;  he  is  entring  upon  a  Journey  for  Life  ;  the  Whip  and 
Spur  are  for  the  fhort  Stages  of  Love.  It  would  kill  the 
Devil  to  ride  full  Speed  down  a  Lane  that  has  neither  End 
nor  Turning. 

Ned.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Sam  has  a  right  Notion  of  Matri 
mony. 

Sir  John.  A  Lady  muft  be  extremely  happy  with  fuch 
a  Hufband.  But  may  we  not  know  the  Lady  ? 

Ned.  Yes,  yes,  Brother,  I'm  not  afham'd  of  the  Lady ; 
fhe  has  Beauty  enough  for  a  Wife,  and  one  Chrj-m,  as 
defirable,  as  a  new  Miftrefs. 

Fain.   Videlicet. 

Ned.  Twenty  thoufand  Pounds. 

Sir  John.  Ha  !  that  one  Article  ftrikes  thro'  me.  \Afide. 

Ned.  'Tis  Sir  Philip  Moneyless 's  Daughter. 

Sir  John.  As  limagin'd  ! This  Blow  wounds  deeper 

than  my  being  difmherited.  Have  you  that  Lady's  Con- 
fen  t,  Brother  ? 

Ned.  I  have  her  Father's  ;  and  he  has  the  Difpofal  of 
her  Fortune,  though  left  by  her  Grandfather.  She  com- 
mands  not  a  Penny,  if  fhe  marries  without  his  Confent. 

Sir  John.  A  moft  pernicious  Claufe  ! Yet,  if  Louifa, 

his  Dutch  Miftrefs,  who  I  have  fent  for,  comes  Time  e- 
nough,  I  may  chance  to  fpcil  your  Market. 

Ned.  I  think  I  ftand  very  fair ;  I  have  had  his  Promiie 
thefe  ten  Days. 

Sir  Jchn.  Juft  the  Time  that  Sir  Philip  forbid  me  his 
Houfe  \  iince  when,  I  have  often  watch'd  him  in,  and, 
fearing  the  Confequence,  I  fent  for  his  Miftrefs  !  and  if 
there  is  the  leaft  Grain  of  Virtue  left  in  that  Heap  of 
Muck  and  Immorality,  Sir  Philip,  I  may  yet  prevent  this 
hateful  Match  [4™;' 

Fain.  I  wifh  you  Joy,  Mr.  Freeman. 

Sir  John.  Wiih  him  Hell !  where  he  may  tafte  fn  part  the 
Pains  he  rives  me  now.— Olivia  /—Oh  !  my  OlMa.  \*fide~ 

Ned.  My  Brother  has  no  Relifh  for  my  good  Fortune. 

1  perceive  you  affea  Gravity  in  my  Company,  S-r 

John,  and  fcem  to  have  no  Tafte  for  any  Joy  of  mine.—  Pri 
thee,  how  have  I  offended  ?    You  may  have  Reafon  to 
blame  our  Father,  perhaps;  but  how  is  that  my  Fault! 
have  really  as  much  Love  for  you,  as  if  you  had  been  bor« 
a  Year  after  me,  and  will  treat  you  as  well. 

is  5 
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Fain.  That  is  to  fay,  he  mall  live  like  your  Brother.-— 

Ned.  He  mall  live  as  he  thinks  fit,  Sir  ;  I  fhan't  pre 
tend  to  direct  him. 

Fain.  But  you  muft  put  it  in  his  Power!  -  Come, 
fhall  I  make  a  Propofal  ? 

Ned.  Out  with  it. 

Fain.  Buy  him  a  Colonel's  Poft  in  the  Guards. 

Ned.  I  don't  think  to  part  with  any  Money  that  way.—* 

Sir  John.  Not  without  it  were  to  ferve  a  certain  Per- 
fon,  you  know  where.  Oh!  that  vile  reftlefs  Principle  of 
yours  1 

Ned.  Shall  never  difturb  you  with  a  Commiffion  any 
where.  Look  ye,  Brother,  you  fhan't  want  for  what  is 
NecefTary. 

Sir  John.  Neceffary  !  I  fuppofe  you  referve  to  your  own- 
Judgment  how  far  that  Word  may  extend. 

Ned.  It  fhall  extend  fo  far,  Sir,  as  becomes  a  Brother 
who  has  the  Eltate,  to  him  that  has  none. 

Sam.  Humph  !    That  is  as  much  as  to  fay,   in  plain 
,  you  may  ftarve  or  Heal,  and  be  hang'd,  for  him. 


Sir  John.  As  far  as  becomes  your  elder  Brother. 

Ned.  I  can't  fay  that,  for  perhaps  you  may  fancy  my 
Eftate  may  become  you  better  than  it  does  me. 

-Sir  John.  Your  Eftate  !  [Going  up  to  him. 

Sam.  (Stepping  between.)  Sir,  Sir,  With  your  Leave! 
Where-abouts  do  you  think  the  Soul  of  my  old  Mafter 
may  be  now  ? 

Ntd.  That  Thought  never  enter'd  my  Head,  Sirrah. 
I  know  where  his  material  Soul,  the  Eftate  is,  and  how 
to  fpend  it  too.  So,  Brother,  if  you  will  be  chearful.  —  - 

Sir  John.  Chearful  !  Bid  the  Directors,  when  there's  a 
Run  upon  the  Bank,  be  chearful  ;  the  Merchant  who  hears 
the  Shipwreck  of  his  freighted  VefTel  ;  or  bid  the  Mother, 
.weeping  over  the  Corps  of  h,er  departed  Son,  be  chearful. 
-  -  Bid  them  be  mad  rather,  to  avoid  Reflection.  - 
Chearful,  quotha! 

Sam.  That's  breaking  a  Man's  Legs,  and  then  bidding 
him  cut  Capers.  [x$M?« 

Fain.  Philofophy  is  a  noble  Study,  Sir  John  ;  but  few 
.  of  us  poor  Rogues  can  purfue  it. 

Sir  John,  With  what  Elegance  might  my  Brother  there, 
<\\Mr,v  the  "Reantv  of  Patience  and  Poverty  !  Ned* 
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Ned,  No,  Faith,  Jack,  I  am  no  Orator. 

[Keeps  looking  upon  the  Paper. 

Sir  John.  Oh  !  What  Serenity  of  Mind  attends  Four 
Thoufand  Pounds  a  Year  ?  whilft  Paffion,  Pride,  and  all 
the  deadly  Sins,  fill  up  the  Train  of  a  poor  Dog  like  me. 

Sam.  That's  true  to  a  Tittle,  I  know  it  by  myfelf.  \afide. 

Sir  John.  Poor  Olivia !  now  I  underftand  thy  Letter, 
wherein  thou  faidft,  That  we  muft  part  for  ever ;  but  I 
will  fee  thee  now,  tho'  certain  Death  attend  it ;  though 
robb'd  of  Birthright  by  his  younger  Brother,  let  him  not 
hope  to  take  my  Miftrefs  from  me. 

Such  an  Attempt  'will  far  more  dangerous  prove  : 

He  robs  me  of  my  Life,  that  robs  me  of  my  Lo<ve.       [Exit. 

Ned.  That  is  the  Colour  for  my  Money. 

Fain.  Ay,  White  is  the  Bridegroom's  Colour. 

Ned.  Ha  !  What  is  my  Brother  gone  ? 

Fain.  So  it  feems Poor  Sir  John. 

Ned.  Pox  of  this  Livery,  I  fhould  have  been  glad  we 
cou'd'have  din'd  together  to  Day. 

Sam.  Now  you  talk  of  dining your  Uncle  call'd  at 

your  Lodging  this  Morning,  Sir,  and  bad  me  tell  you,  he 
wonders  how  you  beftovv  your  Time,  that  you  don't  come 
and  dine  with  him  as  ufual. 

Ned.  Who's  that  ? 

Fain.  An  Uncle  of  mine,  to  whom  I  had  once  feme 
hopes  of  being  Heir. 

Ned.  And  what  has  ftifled  them  ? 

Fain.  Why,  the  Devil  put  Matrimony  in  his  Head, 
and  fpoil'd  my  Fortune. • 

Ned.  Then  he  has  Children,  has  he  ? 

Fain.  One,  which  happening  to  be  Red-hair'd,  and  the 
Parfon  of  the  Parifh  being  Sandy,  my  Uncle,  not  contei.t 
with  forbiding  him  his  Houfe,  bid  adieu  to  the  Country, 
and  brought  my  Aunt'  to  Town. 

Sam.  An  excellent  Place  to  preferve  Virtue  in. 

Ned.  How  came  he  to  fufpeft  the  Doftor  ? 

Fain.  Why,  my  Aunt  is  a  Roman  Catholic,  you  muft 
know,  and  I  fuppofe  my  Uncle  had  a  mind  to  make  a 
good  Proteftant  of  her,  and  brought  the  Doftor  to  coi.vtit 
her  ;  but  finding  his  Arguments  more  prevalent  for  Love, 
than  Religion,  thought  fit  to  remove  her. 

Ned.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !    Where  has  he  lodg'd  her  ? 

N  6  Fein. 
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Fain.  He  has  taken  a  Houfe  in  the  Path-Mall,  within 
a  Door  of  my  Colonel's. 

Sam.  Who  has  as  good  a  hand  at  converting,  as  the 
Parfon,  if  he  can  find  a  Way  to  come  at  her.  *  [4/ide* 

Ned.  In  the  P all- Mall !  If  this  Ihou'd  be  my  Miftrefs 
DOW  ?  (Apde.)  So,  the  old  Fellow  is  very  Jealous  of  her, 
you  fay  ? 

Fain.  So  Jealous,  that  he  locks  her  up,  it  feems,  re- 
folving  to  father  no  Children  for  the  future,  but  his  own  ; 
He  allows  her  the  Sight  of  nothing  that's  Male. 

Ned.  Itmuftbe  (he;  this  agnees  exactly  with  her  Sto-, 
ry.  (dfide.)  Such  Reflraint  fets  all  the  Wheels  of  Inven 
tion  at  Work,  and  a  Million  to  nothing,  but  (he'll  find  a 
Way  to  ufe  him  as  he  deferves.  And  how  does  (he  take  it? 

Sam.  Oh  !  not  at  all,  Sir, You  hear  my  Matter  fay> 

flic's  lock'd  up. 

Red.  Her  Confinement,  I  mean,  Sirrah  ? 

Sam.  Oh  !  her  Confinement. 

Fain.  Not  feeing  her  the  laft  Time  I  din'd  there,  I  in- 
cjuir'd  after  her  Health,  and  was  anfwer'd,  (he  was  indif- 
pos'd  ;  yet  I  obfcrv'd  he  cut  her  a  Plate  of  ev'ry  Thing 
that 'came  to  Table,  and  fent  up  to  her  Chamber,  which,, 
as  the  Maid  told  me  afterwards,  is  his  conftant  Cuflom  of 
late,  when  any  .body  dines  with  him.  He  is  a  true  Spa- 
vijh  Hufband. 

Ned.  And  if  me  proves  but  a  true  Engli/k  Wife,  his- 
Children  may  be  nothing  a-kin  to  him,  for  all  his  Caution. 
Is  (he  hand  force  ? 

Fain.  So  bandfoine,  that  I  could  venture  my  Soul  with 
her  ;  and  if  I  had  her  Confent,  my  Uncle  Watchitj  (liould 
be  advanc'd  is  Honours. You  underdand  me. 

Ned.  Wat  chit!  Mum!  that's  the  Name.  Fain<wel/ mu& 
fiot  knov/  where  I  live.  (Afxte.)  —  You  would  not  cuck 
old  your  Uncle,  would  ye  ? 

Fain.  Why  not  ?  I  think  a  well-bred  Gentleman  ought 
to  have  as  much  Regard  to  the  Breed  of  his  Family,  as  a 
Fox  hunter  lias  to  th&fe  cf  his  Dogs  and  Horfes.  Where- 
do  you  ledge,  Mr.  Fveematr?  I  rnuft  bring  a  School-Fel-- 
low  of  jnjr;e  to  \vait  on  you,,  oce  who  has  a  Play  upon  the^ 
St  :cks  :  You  mufl  give  him  leave  to  dedicate  to  you.  It 
is  young  Difticb. 

Ntd.  CHa  I    Little  DifiUb  !  I  ihall  be  glad  to  fee'  hinu 
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When  I  have  finifh'd  an  Affair  which  I  have  upon  my 
Hands  at  prefent,  I  fhall  come  fomewhere  to  this  End  of 
the  Town  ;  but  I  am  Incog,  for  a  little  while. 

Fain.  What,  are  you  upon  an  Intrigue  ? 

Ned.  Yes,  Faith,  and  with  one  of  the  prettieft  Women 
in  Town;  a  Citizen's  Wife,  whofe  Hufband  is  ti  ftur'd 
with  thy  Uncle's  Diftemper :  He  permits  her  neither  to 
pay,  or  receive  Vifits ;  but  in  Spight  of  his  Blnckade,  I 
have  found  means  to  open  a  Communication  between  my- 
felf  and  his  Female,  and  hope  I  ihall  be  able  to  fpring'a 
Mine,  and  blow  up  the  Fort  of  her  Chaftity,  mnuorc  all 
his  Iron  Guards. 

Fain.  You  talk  like  an  Engineer,  Mr.  Freeman  ;  but  if 
fhe  is  fo  clofely  confin'd  how  got  you  acquainted  with  her  ? 

Ned.  Very  accidentally.  You  muft  know,  her  floufe, 
and  that  which  I  lodge  in,  were  formerly  one,  fb  that 
there  are  Doors  remaining,  tho'  fafUn'd  up. — Sitting  or.e 
Evening  in  my  Chamber  reading,  I  heard  the  Voice  of 
Women,  and  found  by  their  Difcourfe  'twas  a  Lady  com 
plaining  to  her  Maid  of  her  Hulband's  ill  Ufage.  If  I  were 
in  your  Place,  fays  the  Maid,  I'd  be  reveng'd  of  the  old 
Brute  :  Ay,  quoth  the  Lady,  but  fhew  ine  the  Means.— 
Upon  which,  having  bor'd  a  Hole  in  the  Door,  I  put  mr 
Mouth  to  it,  and  cry'd,  the  Means  is  ready,  Madam,  if 
you^ll  confent  to  it.  She  was  a  little  furpnVd  at  firit,  but 
\ve  foon  came  to  a  right  Understanding. 

Fain.  Ha*  ha!  fo  Ihe  open'd  the  Door  ! 

Ned.  Not  that  Door :  But  the  Chamber-Maid,  who 
knew  her  Bufinefs  perfectly  well,  after  inquiring  who 
lodg'd  at  next  Houfe,  in  the  Morning,  knock'd  gently  at 
this  privale  Door,  and  calling  me  by  my  Name,  gave  me 
to  underftand  that  there  was  a  Doorj  between  her  Room, 
and  a  Garret  in  our  Houfe,  which  if  I  cou'd  find  the  Way 
to  open,  I  might  have  an  Opportunity  of  playing  a  Game' 
at  Picquet  with  her  Lady  fbmetimes,  in  her  Maftcr's  Ab- 
fbnce  :  I  took  the  Hint,  agreed  with  my  Landlord  for  that 
Garret,  and  fell  to  work  immediately.  The  PafTage  was 
focn  open'd,  and  we  came  to  an  Interview,  lik'd  one  ano 
ther's.  Propofal?,.  call'd  for  the  Cards,  and  fat  down  to 
play,  where  I  had  the  Game  all  to  nothing,  having  Point  t 
Quint*  and  Quaterze,  the  firft  Deal,  had  not  the  old  FcU 
tow  come  in,  and  lorc'd  us  to  throw  up  our  Cards. 

fain. 
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Fain.  For  which  you  both  curs'd  him,  I  fuppofe ;  but 
you  have  found  a  Time,  'tis  to  be  hop'd,  to  finilh  your 
Game. 

Ned.  I  mall  do,  this  Day,  I  believe.  Wifti  me  Suc- 
cefs,  Fain=vjell. 

Fain.  I  do  with  all  my  Heart :  I  know  you  us'd  to  be 
generous,  you'll  not  expofe  her.  When  you  have  cor 
rupted  her,  you  may  help  your  Friends,  before  me  falls 
into  the  Hands  of  the  Public. 

Ned.  With  all  my  Heart !  Now  for  the  finifhing  Stroke: 
I'll  Home,  and  watch  the  old  Fellow  out,  and  then  U Af 
fair  ilf era  fait,  as  the  French  fay  —  Which  Way  are  you 
going,  Fain  well  ? 

Fain.  Every  Way  !  I  have  fome  Twenty  How-d'ye's  to 
deliver ;  the  conftant  Bufinefs  of  Men  of  my  Cloth,  yoa 
know. 

Ned.  Ha!  yonder  comes  my  Fathej-in-Law  that  is  to 
be.  I  muft  avoid  him. 

Fain.  And  the  Widow's  Lord  with  him.  (Afide.)  Pray 
who  is  the  Gentleman  with  him,  Mr.  Freeman  ? 

Ned.  His  Name  is  Bite,  to  the  beft  of  my  Memory. 
He  belongs  to  a  Pbaroab-Table,  I  us'd  to  fee  him  tally 
fometimes,  that's  all  I  know  of  him.  Adieu.  [Exit. 

Fain.  I'm  glad  I  know  fo  much  of  him.     JBite,  quotha! 
Egad,  I'Jl  take  care  he  ftian't  bite  me  of  the  Widow. 
Is  this  her  Man  of  Quality  ?  < —  Sam,  go  you  Home,  and 
don't  you  be  out  of  the  Way,  if  I  mould  want  you.     Do 
you  hear  ? 

Sam.  Yes,  yes,  Sir.  [Exit  Sam. 

Fain.  Egad,  this  Woman  fatigues  me  more  than  a  long 
March.  But  the  Hopes  of  her  Gold,  like  the  Hopes  of 
Plunder,  gives  me  freih  Courage  for  continuing  the  Siege. 

For,  to  befiege,  and  itorm,  the  Soldier's  Trade  «, 
In  War>  to  conquer  Towns  5  — -In  Peace,  the  Ladies. 


ACT 
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ACT    II. 

SCENE   Sir  Philip  Moneylove'j  Houft. 
Enter  Olivia,  and  Louifa  weeping. 


Story,  I  confefs,  Madam,  is  moving; 
but  I  am  more  furpria/d  at  Freeman's  Infenfibi- 
lity,  than  at  his  Perjury.  It  is  no  Wonder  to  find  a  Man 
falfe  ;  but  that  he  mould  be  blind  to  fo  much  Beauty,  is  an 
Argument  of  Stupidity. 

Lou.  Not  when  he  changes  for  fuperior  Merit  ; 
But  if  you  love  not  the  DifTembler, 

Oh,  give  him  back  to  my  defiring  Arms! 
For  we  are  fit  Companions  for  each  other, 
Oli.  All  I  can,  befure  I'll  do  to  ferve  thee. 

Dear  haft  thou  bought,  the  faithlefs,  worthlefs  Man  ! 
Lou.  Too  late,  I  blame  my  credulous  Nature. 
Our  Sex,  like  Rofes  blooming  on  the  Tree, 
Admir'd  by  ev'ry  gazing  Pafienger  : 
The  Flow'r  once  cropt,  a  while  'tis  worn  in  Triumph  ; 
Then  thrown  aiide  to  wither  in  Dilgrace. 
O/f.  Be  pleas'd  to  give  this  Letter  to  Sir  Jckn,  and  pur- 
fue  whatever  he  directs  you.     Depend  upon  any  Thing  in 
my  Power  to   ferve  you,  Madam  ;  my  Soul  abhors  this 
Treachery,  and  had  he  been  as  dear  to  me,  as  his  poor  in- 
jur'd  Brother  is,  I  would  renounce  him  now,  tho'  Life  went 
with  him. 

Enter  Sir  Philip. 

Oli.  My  Father  !  that's  unlucky.  [AfJt. 

Sir  P&7.  Pray,  Daughter,  what  is  this  pretty  Refblu- 
tion  of  yourt  ?  Who  wou'd  you  renounce  ? 

Oh.  One  whom  you  wou'd  have  me,  Sir,  if  you  but 
wifh  me  Happinefs  \  'tis  that  Deceiver  Freeman. 

Sir  Phil.  How  !  Why,  what  has  Sir  John  recover'd  the 
Eftate  then  ?  If  fo,  Egad  I  (hall  renounce  him  too,  Girl.— 
Ho'now,  who  have  we  hear  ?  Some  Letter-  Carrier,  ha  \ 
Pray,  who  let  you  in,  Miftrefs  ? 

OIL  Juftice. 

Look  on  this  Lady,  Sir,  with  Eyes  more  human, 
On  her  whom  Freeman  bafely  has  betray'd, 
Juft  in  her  rifing  Bloom  and  Pride  of  Youth. 

Sir 
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Sir  Pbil  Why,  you'd  "make  an  excellent  Aclrefs  ;  you 
Rant  and  Strut  it  well  \  but  who  is  this  Lady  you  are  fo 
tender  of,  pray  ? 

Oli.  She's  Freeman's  Wife,  by  all  the  Ties  of  Love. 

Sir  Phil.  Ties  of  Love Hark  ye  !  Has  the  Parfon 

ty'd  'em  ?  Love  makes  none  but  running  Knots,  and  a 
Man  may  flip  thofe  at  Pleafure  ;  but  the  Parfon's  Noofe 
is  as  fure  as  the  Hangman's ;  nothing  but  the  Grave  unties 

it. Now  if  you  have  him  in  that  String,  Madam,  you 

are  on  the  right  Side  of  the  Hedge,  and  I  muft  look  out 
for  another  Son  in-law — Otherwife,  you  mult  look  fnarp 
for  another  Huiband — that's  all. 

Lou    By  my  Country's  Cuftom  'tis  I  claim  him. 
I  can  have  no  other  Hufband  ; 
For  all  our  Vows  are  j  egifter'd  in  Heaven. 

Sir  Phil.  Humph  !  that's  a  long  Way  off,  and  very  few 
Lawyers  go  that  Circuit.  I  doubt  you'll  lofe  your  Caufe 
for  want  of  Evidence  too. 

Oli.  No,  Sir,  me  has  a  living  Witnefs  of  his  Guilt.  A 
Boy,  the  very  Picture  of  the  Villain. 

LSI/.  A  Pledge  of  Love  and  everlailing  Faith. 
Oli.  Can  you  defend  his  Treachery,  Sir  ? 
Sir  Phil.  Can  you  defend  her  Folly  ?  Treachery  quotha  ! 
He's  a  Traytor  who  weakens  his  King,  not  he  who  adds  to 

the  Number  of  his  Subjects. You  fay,  you  claim  him 

by  your  Country's  Cuftom,  pray  what  Country  is  that,v 
Madam  ? 

Lou.    Holland,  Sir. 

Sir  Phil  Odfo  !  Holland',  why  their  High  Mightinefles 
ought  to  fettle  a  Penfion  upon  you.  I  wifh  you  much 
Joy  of  your  Son,  Madam.  I  warrant  him  a  Hero,  or  a 
Politician.  Every  Enghjbmarfs  Son,  merrily  begot*  proves 
a  great  Man.  Fools  and  Cowards  are  the  Product  of  cur 
wedding  Sheets.  I  wifh  he  had  laid  fuch  a  Foundation  in 
my  Family,  before  the  Lawfulnefs  of  the  Pleafure  fpoils 
the  Breed. 

OK.  Are  thefe  fit  Speeches  for  a  Daughter's  Ear  ? 
And  this-the  Language  of  a  virtuous  Parent  ? 

Sir  Phil.  The  Virtue  of  a  Parent  confitfs  in  Intereft  and 
Cunning  now-a-Days,  as  your  Sex's  Modcfty  does  in  Pride 
and  Affectation. 

0/r.  Monflrous  Precepts  I 

Sir 
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Sir.Pbil.  I  fuppofe,  Madam,  you  had  nothing  but  Mr. 
Freeman**,  bare  Word  ? 

Lou.  Words  of  the  moft  facred  Form  !  Vows  of  eternal 
Faith  !  Eternal  Conftancy  ! 

Sir  Phil.  But  how  the  Devil  cou'd  you  expect  Perfor 
mance  ?  Can  any  Man  promife  for  Futurity  ?  You  fliould 
have  got  him  into  Bonds.  Hereafter  let  me  advife  you  : 
Do  nothing  till  you  have  'em  under  Black  and  White.— 
Then,  if  they  fly  the  Parfon,  catch  'em  with  the  Prcclor. 

Lou.  Unmannerly  Advice  ;  but  I  was  told  before  I  came, 

what  fmall  Regard  you   paid  to  Juftice It  is  in  you, 

Madam,  that  all  my  Hopes  r.re  center'd. 

OH.  Depend  on  me,  in  all  I  can. 

Sir  Phil.    No  whifpering  in  my  Honfe  ;  no  caballing  ; 

no  underhand  Dealing. Look  ye,  Madam,  the  Man's 

difpos'd  of;  but  if  you  will  let  me  know  whereabouts  your 
Fortune  may  be,  I'll  do  my  Endeavour  to  get  you  a  Huf- 
band — I  will,  Faith. 

Lou.  Since  injur'd  Virtue  is  become  your  Sport, 
And  you,  inftead  of  pitying,  mock  my  Sorrow, 

l"ll  try  all  Arts  that  may  his  Soul  ful  due  J 

But  if  I  fail  his  Pajfion  to  renew, 

The  Tray  tor  dies,  to  be  revengd  on  you.  [Exit, 

O/;.  Why  will  you  raife  her  Indignation  thus  ? 
Do  you  not  dread  the  Confequence  ? 
Bafe  as  he  is,  will  you  not  guard  his  Life  ? 
O  !  call  her  back,  and  calm  her  Paflion ; 
If  you  prevent  not,  you  encourage  Murder. 

Sir  Phil.  No,  no,  the  Threats  of  your  Sex,  like  Cour 
tiers  Promifes,  vanifh  into  nothing.  Paffion  has  left  the 
weeping  Corner,  and  now  it  blufters  like  the  North  Wind, 
that's  all.  I  wonder  who  let  this  Woman  in.  I  (hall  ex 
amine  that  Point  with  my  Servants.  [4/M<- 

Oli.  Are  you  a  Man  yet  void  of  all  Humanity  ? 

Sir  Phil.  If  your  Mother  were  alive,  (he'd  tell  you  : 
How  dare  you  call  me  Father,  and  queftion  my  Manhood  ? 
What  would  you  make  your  Mother,  hufley  ?  ha ! 

Oli.  Oh  do  not  name  my  Mother !  Were  (he  alive, 
you  would  not  treat  me  thus.  Remember  your  Promife  to 
Sir  John.  . 

Sir  Phil.    But  when  I  made  that  Promife,  he  was  H 
Apparent  to  four  thoufand  Pounds  a  Year,  and  nobody 

dreamt 


\ 
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dreamt  of  his  being  difmherited.  -  Zounds,  do  you  think 
I'll  throw  away  my  Money  upon  your  Inclination,  Mif- 
trefs  ?  No,  mark  me,  Were  thy  Mother  here  all  in  her 
Bloom  of  Beauty ;  here,  here,  upon  her  Knees  before  me, 
I  would  not  break  my  Word  to  Freeman ;  that  is  to  fay, 
whilft  he  is  Mafter  of  his  Father's  Eftate ;  therefore  urge 
me  no  more,  but  prepare  to  be  his  Wife  to  morrow.  D'ye 
hear  ?  [Exit. 

OH.  To  morrow  !  mart  Warning !  yet  (hort  as  'tis,  I 
(hall  have  Time  for  Refolution ;  and  you  (hall  find  it,  Fa 
ther,  as  unalterable  as  your  own. 

If  where  P<vefx*d  my  Love,  I  muft  not  <wed, 

ril  chufe  a  Coffin  for  my  bridal  Bed.  [Exit. 

SCENE    Watchit'j  Hou/e. 
Mrs.  Watchit  fola. 

Since  my  Hufband  refolves  to  immure  me;  F'm  glad  my 
Jayl  is  fo  luckily  fituafed.     Here  I  may  hope  for  fome 
Confolation :  The  agreeable  Addrefs  of  Freeman  charms 
me ;  my  Hufband's  Jealoufy  provokes  me,  and  the  Con- 
veniency  of  that  dear  Door  is  fo  irrefutable,  that  if  I  mould 
not  be  able  to  withftand  Temptation,  my  Hufband  may 
take  it  for  his  Pains :  Befides,  as  the  Poet  fays, 
One  had  as  good  commit  the  Fault, 
4s  always  to  be  guilty  thought. 

There's  fome  Pleafure  in  reflecting  upon  paft  Delights : 
and  Confinement  will  fit  more  eafy,  when  one   knows* 
one  deferves  it ;  but  to  be  fhut  up  for  nothing,  is  not  to  be 
borne. 

Enter  Lucy. 
Well,  Lu<y,  have  you  given  the  Signal? 

Lucy.  There  was  no  need  of  the  Signal,  Madam:  I 
found  Mr.  Freeman  in  my  Chamber,  waiting  the  happy 
Minute.  Oh  !  where  thefe  Men  but  half  fo  eager  after 
Pofleffion  !— But  then,  the  Park,  the  Play,  the  Bottle,  nay 
an  Afternoon's  Nap,  mail  have  important  Bufmefs  in  it. 
But  here  he  is,  Madam. 

Enter  Ned  Freeman,  running  into  her  Arms. 
Ned.  My  Charmer  !  I  have  flood  Centinel  at  my  Win 
dow  thefe  two  Hours,  to  watch  your  old  Jaylor  out ;  and 
the  Moment  1  faw  him  hobble  over  the  Channel,  I  flew  to 
the  kind  Door,  impatient  to  be  let  into  Paradrfe.         Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Wat.  The  impatient  Lover,  at  the  Beginning  of  an 
Amour,  commonly  proves  the  moft  indolent  after  Poflef- 
fion,  they  fay. 

Ned.^  That,  Madam,  in  a  great  meafure,  depends  upon 
the  Wit  and  Temper  of  the'Lady ;  after  Enjoyment,  Love 
grows  nice ;  Beauty  kindles  up  the  Flame :  Yet  there  is 
more  required  to  keep  that  Flame  alive  :  But  you  may  boaft 
your  Sex's  whole  Perfection  :  He  who  puts  on  your  Chains, 
rm;ft  be  your  Slave  for  ever.  Where  Souls  fympathize, 
the  Bodies  fear  no  Separation.  When  I  but  kifs  rhee-f"»- 
bracing  her)  my  Heart  flutters  at  my  Lips,  as  if  'twould 
tell  you  every  Thought  within.. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Blefs  me,  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  doubt  you 
have  naughty  Thoughts  I—Give  me  the  Cards— Come,  I 
muft  have  my  Revenge. 

Ned.  That  you  mail,  with  all  my  Soul,  inftantly. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Be  quiet  then,  and  take  the  Cards. 

Ned.  The  Cards !  No,  no,  my  Angel,  I  (hall  beat  you 
at  Cards;  there  is  a  fweeter  Game  for  your  Revenge. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Pifti !  what  Game  ? — Lud  !  — you  fmother 
one.  Suppofe  any  of  the  Servants  mould  be  upon  the 
Stairs  ? Lucy  ! 

Lucy,  (dfide.)  Humph !  I  underftand  her.  I'll  take 
Care  of  that,  Madam.  [Exit* 

.  Ned.  You  fee,  my  Life,  Mrs.  Lucy  knows  her  Bufmefs : 
Why  mould  we  neglect  ours  .? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Bufmefs  t-  what  Bufmefs  ?  Oh  Lud  !  what 
would  you  have  me  do  ?  [Struggling  a  little. 

Ned.  Make  me  the  happieft  of  Mankind.  A  thoufand 
Loves  are  dancing  in  your  Eyes.  Your  balmy  Lips  and 
heaving  Breads  invite  me  to  the  Banquet. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Don't  talk  to  me  thus,  you  infmuating  De 
vil,  you  ! — Let  me  go  ! — Oh  gad  !  I  an't  able  to  ftruggle 
any  longer  ! 

Ned.  Why  will  you  ftruggle  at  all  ?  Why  deflroy  that 
Pleafure  which  your  Confent  fo  infinitely  would  raife  ? 
Come,  lead  me  to  my  Blifs,  where,  folded  in  each  other's 
clofe  Embraces,  we'll  bid  Defiance  to  a  Hufband's  Frown, 
and  kifs,  and  laugh  at  all  his  jealous  Folly. 

Mrs.  Wat.  O  Gad  !— O,  O  Lud  !— I  have  not  Breath 

to  anfwer • — O,  O  !  I  muft  not — dare  not — will  not 

— O  Lud  I  —  I  have  fuch  a  Swimming  in  my  Head  ! — 

Let 
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Let  me  go  !— -Tho'  if  you  do,  I  am  fare  I  (hall  fall  down. 

[Sinks  into  his  Arms. 

Ned.  O  my  yielding  Dear  !  —  Where  the  Duce  mall  I 
find  the  Bed  Chamber  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  'Tk  the  next  Room Ha  !  What  have  I 

faid  ?  Did  you  name  the  Bed-Chamber?  Oh  Gad  !  I  won't 
go  into  the  Bed- Chamber. 

Ned.  No,  no,  no,  my  Dear,  I  would  not  offer  to  in 
jure  your  Modeity  with  fuch  a  Thought  for  the  World. 
Go  into  the  Bed-Chamber  !  No,  no,  I'll  carry  thee  thi 
ther.  [Takes  her  in  his  Arms. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Nay,  how  can  you  be  fo  rude  ?  Lord,  whi 
ther  are  you  a  going  ?  I  fwear  I  have  a  good  Mind  to  cry 
out.  [Lucy  Jhriekl  without. 

Ned.  Ha  !  What  Shriek  is  that  ?   " 

Mrs.  Wat.  JTis  Luffs  Voice !  Set  me  down  !  my  Huf- 
band  is  moft  certainly  return'd.  What  mall  I  do  ?  O  In 
vention  !  O  Invention  !  [Pau/es. 

Ned.  Pox  take  him  for  an  unmannerly  Churl,  to  make 
a  Gentleman  rife  from  Table  before  he  has  tafted  the  firil 
Dim;  and  with  iiich  an  Appetite  too  ! 

Mrs.  Wat.  Oh  gad!  don't  loiter  here  ;   but  fly,  fly,  Sir  I' 

Ned.  But  whither,  Madam,  whither  ?  Which  way  can  I 
get  up  Stairs,  without  meeting  him  full  in  the  Teeth  f 
Except  you  have  any  back-way. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I'll  venture  j  (for  it  is  impoffible  for  him  to 
get  out.)  Here,  here,  Sir,  ftep  behind  this  Screen,  and 
ftir  not  for  your  Life,  'till  I  give  you  Notice. 

[Ned  goes  behind  the  Screen. 
Enter  Watchit  <zWLucy» 

Wat.  What  the  Devil  did  you  ftiriek  out  for  ?  To  give 
Warning,  Mrs.  Screech-Owl ? 

Lucy.  Warning  !  of  what,  I  wonder  ?  Who  could  you 
expeft  to  catch,  that  you  came  creeping  up  in  this  Manner, 
to  fright  a-body  out  of  one's  Wits  ?  You  fuffer  nothing  to 
come  near  my  Lady  but  Flies,  that  I  know  of. 

Mrs.  Wat.  (Throwing  herfelfupon  the  Floor.)  Oh,  Mi- 
fery  ! Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Wat.  Nothing  but  Flies !  why  Flies  breed  Maggots, 
Hufley. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Oh  undone  !  Undone  for  ever  ! 

Lucy.  Oh  my  poor  Lady  on  the  Floor  1    Help,  Sir, 

help. 


fbe    A  R  T  I  F  I  C  E.         309 

help. Where  have  you  put  the  Gentleman,  Madam  ? 

|>#&/«  A/r/.Wafc 

Mrs.  Wat.  Behind  the  Screen.  (Afide.)  Oh,  oh ! 
Wat.  Pud,  What  is  the  Matter,  Pud? 
Mrs.  Wat.  I  fear  I  have  broke  my  Leg,  Mumps. 

Wat.  Heaven  forbid  ! Though  if  me  has,  there  will 

be  one  Advantage  in't ;  me  won't  teize  me  to  go  abroad 
thefe  two  Months.  (Afide.) — Let  me  fee  ;  where  abouts 
haft  thou  hurt  thy  pretty  Leg  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.   Juft  in  my  Inftep,  Mumps  ! Oh,  oh  ! 

Wat.  Lucy !  Where  are  you,  Hufley !  help  me  to  (et 

your  Miftrefs  in   a  Chair.     How    camefl  thou  to  fall, 

Pudfey  ?  [They  lift  her  into  a  Chair. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Why,  hearing  her  fhriek,  I  ran  haftily  to  fee 

what  was  the  Matter;  and  my  Heel  happening  to  catch  in 

my  Hoop,  down  I  came,  with  my  Foot  double  under  me. 

Oh  dear  Mumps !  you  hurt  me  terribly!  Pray  lead 

me  to  my  Bed,  that  I  may  lie  down  'till  a  Surgeon  can  be 

fent  for. 

Ned.  (Peeping.)  Well  propos'd. 

Wat.  No,  no,  let  me  rub  it  a  little;  I  don't  find  it  is 
broke  :  One  mult  not  make  Surgeon's  Work  of  every  little 
Accident.  It  is  not  broke,  Pudfey,  that's  certain. 

Lucy.  I  wifh  your  Neck  had  been  broke,  when  you  came 
Home.  [Afide. 

Wat.  It  may  be  fprain'd,  perhaps.  I  have  fome  cam 
phorated  Spirits  of  Wine  in  the  Corner- Cupboard,  behind 
that  Screen.  I'll  fetch  it,  and  bathe  it  with  fome  of  that. 
It  is  exceeding  good  for  a  Sprain. 

Ned.  (Peeping)  So  1 1  find  a  Law-fuit  commenced  already. 
Mrs.  Wat.  If  he  comes  near  the  Screen,  I'm  undone.  [A/id*. 
Lucy.  What,  in  the  Name  of  Jupiter,  will  become  of 
the  Gentleman  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Oh  dear,  dear,  Mumps !  do  not  leave  me. 
Give  Lucy  the  Key  ;  let  her  fetch  it.     [Catches  hold  of  him. 
Litcy.  Ay,  ay,  Sir,  give  me  the  Key  ;  and  do  you  keep 
rubbing,  that  the  Blood  may  circulate. 
Ned.  (Peeping.)  Well  faid,  Mrs.  Abigail. 
Mrs.  Wat.  Ay,  do,  dear  Mumpfy  !  Methinks  there's  a 

kind  of  Eafe  whilft  you  are  rubbing  it. Oh,  oh  ! 

Wat.   (Rifing.)  No,  no,  me  can't  mid  it;  (he'll  fling 
down  fome  of  the  Bottles ;  that's  all  the  Good  fhe'll  do 

Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Wat.  Oh,  I  fhall  fwoon,  if  you  ftir,  Mumps  /— 
I  fhall,  I  fhall !  [Catches  hold  of  him. 

Wat.  Well,  well !  I  won't  go !  • —  You  Women  are  fo 
impatient !  Here,  Lucy,  take  the  Key.  It  is  in  a  chryftal 
Bottle.  Don't  you  do  Mifchiefnow,  ambngft  the  reft  of 
the  Spirits. 

Ned.  (Peeping.)  I  wifh  I  were  a  Spirit,  to  go  out  un- 
feen. —  [Mrs.  Watchit  beckons  Ned  to  go  off",  whilfl 

old  Watchit  is  rubbing  her  Foot. 

Lucy.  She  beckons  you  to  go  out,  Sir. 

Ned.  I  underftand  her.  But  if  the  old  Fellow  mould 
look  up  ? 

Lucy.  No,  no,  never  fear ;  I'll  help  to  fcreen  you  from 
his  Sight.  (Runs,  and  flaps  herfelf  down  by  Watchit.]  Here, 
here,  Sir,  here's  the  Bottle.  I'm  fure  'tis  the  right. 

Wat.  What  is  the  Devil  in  the  Wench !  have  you  a 
Mind  to  lame  me,  Hufley  ?  Why  don't  you  pull  out  the 
Cork  ?  [Ned  advances ;  but  as  Watchit  looks  up,  retires. 

Mrs.fiPaf.  Hang  the  Cork — Rub,  rub,  rub,  dear  Mumps. 

Lucy.  (Beckons  Ned.)  Now,  now,  now. 

Wat.  What's  now,  now  !  Ha ! 

Lucy.  Why,  now  the  Cork's  out !  Lord,  you  don't  mind 
my  Miftrefs's  Foot  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  (AJide.)  Ah  !  he  will  catch  him,  that's  cer 
tain. 1  have  fuch  a  Terror  upon  me,  that  I'm  difarm'd 

of  all  Excufes. 

Wat.  Where  lies  thy  Pain,  Pud? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Juft  where  you  are. 

Lucy.   That  I  dare  fwear.  (AJide.) Blefs  me,  Sir, 

how  my  Lady's  Ancle  fwells  ? 

Wat.  Your  Nofe  fwells,  don't  it?  What  do  you  fright 
your  Miftrefs  for,  HufTey  ?  I  fee  no  Swelling. 

Lucy.  I  don't  know  how  he  mould.  [djtde. 

Ned.  (AJide.)  She  might  have  laid  a  Foundation  for  a 
Swelling,  if  you  had  been  civil  enough  to  have  ftay'd  away 
half  an  Hour  longer.  [Advancing  to  the  Middle  of  the  Stage. 

Wat.  Come,  try  to  ftand  upon't,  Pudfey. 

Mrs.  Wat.    (Shrieking.)  Ah !  my   dear,  dear  Life  and 

Soul !  I  cannot  bear  it !     [As  Watchit  is  raijing  her  up,  Jhe 

throws  her  Arms  about  his  Neck,  to  prevent  his  feeing  Ned. 

Wat.  (Struggling.}  What,  will  you  fmother  me  ?  How 
now  '.  Wlio  have  we  here  ? 

Ned. 
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Ned.  So  !  he  has  me  !  —  I  admire  you  leave  your  Doors 
open,  Sir,  and  not  a  Servant  in  the  Way  to  take  a  Mef- 
fage. 

Wat.  Had  you  any  to  fend  up,  Sir  ?  I  don't  like  a  Man 
that  comes  up  to  my  Nofe  ;  then  tells  me,  /  admire  you 
haw  your  Doors  open.  —  Zounds,  was  there  not  a  Knocker 
to  the  Door  ? 

AW.  I  did  knock,  Sir;  but  my  Bufmefs  would  not 
give  me  Leave  to  wait. 

Wat.  Bufmefs  !  What,  to  rob  my  Houfe  ?  or  He  with 
my  Wife,  I  warrant,  had  I  been  out  of  the  Way.  (Afede.) 
I  pray  you,  fweet  Sir,  what  may  your  hafty  Bufmefs  be? 

Ned.  What,  in  the  Name  of  Jupiter,  mail  J  pretend  ? 

\Afede. 

Mrs.  Wat.  (Aftde  to  Lucy.)  Oh  Lud  !  What  Tale  can 
.he  invent  ?  I  tremble  every  Joint  of  me. 

Lucy.  (Afide  to  Mrs.  Wat.)  If  he  proves  of  the  Irijb 
Breed,  all  may  go  well  yet. 

Wat.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  you  have  forgot  your  Bufinefs  — 
A  clean-limb'd  young  Rafcal,  this  ;  -  and  has  a  damn'd 
Cuckold-making  Air  :  Zounds,  how  my  Wife  eyes  him  ! 


. 

Ned.  I  have  it  ;  Impudence  protect  me.  (Afide.)  The 
Affair  I  come  ppon,  Sir,  requires  your  private  Ear. 

Wat.  Sir,  I  keep  my  private  Ears,  for  my  publick 
Friends.  I  have  furvey'd  you  round,  and  round  ;  and,  to 
be  plain,  I  don't  like  your  Phiz,  and,  may  be,  I  fliall  like 
your  Bufmefs  worfe.  Therefore,  will  hear,  whether  it  be 
worth  going  out  of  the  Room  for,  or  not. 

Ned.  I  can  eafily  pardon  your  Diflike  to  my  Face  ;  but 
I  muft  infift  upon  fpeaking  with  you  alone. 
•    Wat.  I  infift  upon  your  fpeaking  here,  Sir  —  The  Dog 
will  cut  my  Throat,  perhaps.  [Afide. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I'm  in  Pain  for  the  Event.         [Afide  to  Lucy. 

Lucy.  The  Gentleman  promifes  well;  have  Courage, 
Madam.  \Afideto  Mrs.  Wat. 

Ned.  But  your  Reputation  is  concern'd,  Sir. 

Wat.  My  Reputation  does  not  depend  upon  your  Tongue, 
Sir  ;  and  I'll  not  ftir  a  Foot. 

Ne'd.  But  have  you  no  Regard  to  your  Lady,  Sir  ?  for  I 
perceive  this  is  your  Wife. 

Wat.  And  what  of  that,  Sir  ?  What  have  you  to  fay 
againft  my  Wife  ?  Out  with  it:  IW 
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Ned.  I  have  nothing  to  fay,   Sir,   againft  your  Wife. 

Wat.  'S'death,  Sir  !  What  is  your  Bufmefs  ?  What  have 
you  to  fay?  Speak,  Sir; Or,  or 

Ned.  Nay !  if  I  muft  fpeak  here !  Then  know,  Sir,  I 
am  employed  by  Sir  Andrew  Gudgeon. 

Wat.  Gudgeon  !  I  doubt,  Friend,  you  have  miftaken  your 
Fifh ;  for  I  know  no  Man  of  that  Name. 

Ned.  Hark  ye,  Sir,  a  Word.  (Speaks  in  Us  Ear.)  You 
know  his  Wife,  I  fuppofe,  if  you  don't  know  him. 

Wat.  Wife !  what  Wife  ?  Ad's  Heart !  fpeak  out,  and 

fceep  farther  off This  Dog  is  a  Pick-pocket,  for  aught 

I  know.  [AJide. 

Ned.  Why  then,  I  muft  tell  you,  Sir,  that  Sir  Andrew 
will  have  Satisfaction,  before  he  and  you  have  done. 

Wat.  Satisfaction  !  for  what,  Sir  ) 

Ned.  For  lying  with  his  Wife,  Sir,  fince  you  will  have 
it  out. 

Mrs.  Wat.   Adultery !  Very  fine,  truly  ! 

Lucy.  Blefs  me  !  who  could  have  thought  that  my  Lady 
had  not  been  fufficient  for  you,  Sir  ? 

Wat.  Zounds  !  what  do  you  mean,  Sir  ?  Do  you  think 
to  make  a  Gudgeon  of  me  ? 

Ned.  Nor  you  muft  not  think  to  make  a  Cuckold  of  Sir 
Andrew,  without  making  him  Satisfaction,  Sir.  I  don't 
value  your  high  Words,  nor  your  big  Looks.  I  am  not  to 
be  frighted  out  of  my  Bufmefs,  Sir.  I  am  a  Proctor  in  the 
Bifhop's  Court,  and  employM  by  Sir  Andrew,  to  exhibit  a 
Libel  againfi  you  for  Incontinency. 

Wat.  Oh  Lord !  Oh  Lord  !  I  incontinent !  I'll  be  judg'd 
by  my  own  Wife.— JW/ — come  hither,  Pud —  fpeak  the 

Truth,  and  no  more  but  the  Truth Didft  thou  ever 

find  me  a. Man  given  that  Way  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  wonder  you  have  the  Aflurance  to  look  me 
in  the  Face  !  I  find  your  Sufpicions  of  my  Virtue,  proceed 
ed  from  the  Weaknefs  of  your  own — Ungrateful  Man  1 
Have  I  kifs'd  and  hilgg'd  you  in  my  Arms  for  this? 

[Burjls  Jeetningly  into  Tears. 

Lucy.  Ah  !  Did  ever  I  think  this  of  you,  Sir  ?  You,  who 
have  fiich  a  tender,  fond,  loving,  lovely  Wife  of  your 
own !  I  can't  help  weeping  to  fee  my  poor  Lady  fo  ill 
treated. 

Wat.  Was  ever  innocent  Man  thus  baited  ? 
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Mrs.  Wat.  Ah,  Mumps  !  I  never  thought  you  were  fuch 

a  Hypocrite How  often  have  you  told  me,  what  a 

crying  Sin  Adultery  is  !  And- . 

-Wat.  This  muft  be  a  Trick  to  abufe  me  ! Get  out 

of  my  Houfe,  Sir.     Zounds,  get  out  cf  my  Houfe  ! 

Ned.  Get  out  of  your  Houfe  !  Get  ready  your  Kail,  Sir. 
The  Allegations  againft  you  are  fo  plain,  and  pofztive,  you'll 
fcarce  have  any  evafive  Anfwer,  or  to  crofs-examint  Wit- 

nefles  upon  new  Interrogators,  Sir, Mind  that. 

Wat.  You  and  your  Interrogatories  had  bell  march  off, 

Sir,  without  any  more  to  do,  or 

Mrs.  Wat.  If  1  might  advife  you,  makeup  this  Matter, 
and  don't  expofe  yourfelf. 

Wat.  Why  Pud!  do  you  think  I'm  guilty,  Pud?  Oh 
Lud  !  oh  Lud  !  oh  Lud ! 

Mrs.  Wat.  Why,  can  you  have  theAflurance  to  deny  it, 
after  what  the  Gentleman  has  faid. 

Ned.  His  denying  it,  Madam,  will  fignify  nothing  ;  we 
have  unquestionable  Proofs  ;  Caufes  of  this  Nature  never 

come  into  our  Court,  without  Demcnltraiion He  muit 

undergo  the  Sentence  ufual  in  thefe  Cafes— Which  is,  to 
ftand  in  a  white  Sheet,  and  humbly  confefs  his  Faults  be 
fore  the  Congregation.  BefiJcs  which  (turning  to  him) 
you  will  be  compelled  to  pay  Cofts  and  Damages. — And  if 
you  are  found  guilty  of  Contumacy,  as  your  prefent  B?ha~- 
viour  feems  to  promifc,  we  mall  get  you  excommunicated. 
Mrs.  Wat.  Excellent  Fellow  !  [AJide. 

Ned,  Upon  which  comes  out  the  Writ  Excommunicatp 
'i :  7'hat,  whips  you  up  in  an  inftant  ;  carries  you 
to  the  next  Jail,  and  delivers  you  into  Salvo  Cuftodi* 
without  Bail,  or  Mainprize. 

Wat.  What  hca  !  within  there  ?  Where  are  all  my  Raf- 
cals  ?  HufTey,  go  look  'em,  (pujbes  Lucy)  and  bid  'em  call 
a  Conftable.  I'll  Bail  and  Mainprize  you,  I  warrant  you, 
Sirrah  :  Why  don't  you  go  ?  [To  Lucy, 

Lucy.  Til  not  ftir  a  Step  :  You  wicked  Man,  you ! — 
Ned.  A  Conftable  ! —  that  may  not  be  fo  well.  (JfJe.) 
I'm  not  afraid  of  a   Conftable,  Sir.     Send  for  him,  and 
welcome  ;  but  the  leail  Noife  you  make  in  this  Affair,  the 
better,  Sir  Nicholas  ! 

Mrs.  Wat.  Sir  Nicholas  !  here  muft  be  feme  Miflake  in 
this ;  my  Hulband's  Name  is  not  Nicholas,  Sir  ! 
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Ned.  What  fay  you,  Madam  ?  Is  not  this  Sir  Nicholas 
Widgeon? 

Wat.  No,  nor  Woodcock  neither,  as  you  fhall  find,  Sir  ! 
Ned,  Blefs  me !  What  have  I  been  faying  all  this  while  ? 
I  afk  your  Pardon,  Sir,  with   all  my  Heart.     How  the 
Vengeance  could  I  make  fuch  a  Blunder  ?  I  was  directed 
next  Door  to  the  Sun. 

Lucy. .  If  I  miftake  not,  Sir  Nicholas  lives  at  the  next 
Houfe  but  one.  I  am  glad  to  find  it  a  Miftake,  Sir,  and 
that  you  are  not  guilty  of  wronging  fo  good  a  Woman, 
as  my  Lady  is. 

Wat.  It  is  a  very  pretty  Miftake  tho',  to  come  into  a 
Man's  Houfe,  and  abufe,  and  threaten  him  with  white 
Sheets,  Penance,  and  the  Devil ;  and  then,  I  ajk  your 
Pardon,  Sir.  A  Pox  on  you,  and  your  Pardon  too,  Sir. 

Ned'.  Nay,  you  have  Reafon  to  be  angry,  I  own,  Sir— 
and  I  wifla  I  knew  how  to  make  you  feme  Satisfaction.-— 
Madam,  can  you  forgive  me  ?  Upon  Honour,  I'm  in 
fuch  Con fu  (ion  ! 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  believe  him.  (Afide.)  The  Pleafure  of 
finding  my  Hufband  innocent,  inclines  me  the  more  eafily 
to  pardon  your  Miftake,  Sir. 

Ned.  I  proteft,  Sir,  I  am  very  much  out  of  Countenance ! 

Wat.  I  wiih  you  were  out  of  my  Houfe,  Sir 

Ned.  If  you  mould  ever  have  any  Bufmefs  in  Doflors 
Commons  f  Sir,  I  allure  you,  no  Body  mail  be 

Wat.  I  affure  you,  Sir,  that  nothing  can  oblige  me 
more,  than  to  fee  your  Backfide;  and  fo,  fvveet  Mr. 
Protfor,  with  your  Excommunicato  Capiendi,  I  am  your 
very  humble  Servant. 

Ned.  Sir,  I  am  yours  entirely.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Charming  Fellow  !  \Afide. 

Wat.  Pox  take  him,  he  has  given  me  the  Palpitation  of 
the  Heart,  which  I  fhan't  get  rid  of  thefe  two  Hours— 
'Why,  what  a  Multitude  of  Troubles  will  this  poor  Sir 
'Nicholas  be  in  now  ?  His  faucet  Meat  will  have  four  Sauce. 
Odd,  there's  a  pretty  Penny  to  be  made  of  thefe  Cuckold- 
making  Dogs,  if  one  could  but  catch  'em  napping.  \Aftde. 

Mrs"  Wat.  (Afidt.)  Well,  this  is  a  Jewel  of  a  Man,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Ay,  Madam,  this  Man  has  a  Genius,  and  deferves 
a  Woman.  [dfide  to  her. 

Wat.. 
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Wat.  I  can't  get  this  Fellow's  Miftake  out  of  my  Head  - 
it  is  a  curled  odd  one,  methinks.  \4f:de 

Lucy.  How  does  your  Foot  do,  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Pretty  well,  I  think,  Lucy  :  Your  Hand  has 
done  me  exceeding  Service,  Mumps-  _  . 

Wat.  Ay,  ay,  Chick,  ev'ry  one  don't  know  the  Virtue 
of  a  warm  Hand  -  I  don't  like  this  fuddcn  Cure.—  To 
roar  out,  ^  but  now  when  I  touch'd  it  ;  and  now  to  walk  a- 
bout,  as  if  nothing  aiPd  her.  [AJide. 

Lucy.  If  you  were  a  Surgeon,  Sir,  and  could  effect  Cures 
fo  foon,  you'd  grow  rich  apace. 

Wat.  (Jfide.)  I  wifli  you  and  your  Miftrefs  have  not  all 
your  -  1  might  not  always  be  fo  lucky. 

Lucy.  To  prevent  your  being  made  a  Cuckold,   I  grant 


Wat.  I  took  this,  juft  in  the  Nick. 

Lucy.  Or  me  had  nick'd  you.  [A/Me. 

Wat.  That  is  to  fay,  juft  as  'twas  done. 

Lucy.  Nay,  before  it  was  done  ;  to  my  Lady's  Sorrow. 


Mrs.  Wat.  Well,  Mumps,  I  muft  remind  you  or  your 
Promife  :  I  muft  go  out  to  Day. 

Wat.  Fy,  fy,  you  would  not  walk  upon  your  Foot  fo 
foon  ;  wou!4  you  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Pho  !  I  tell  you  my  Foot  is  well  :  Beftdes,  I 
can  take  a  Chair. 

Wat.  Prithee,  what  Bufinefs  haft  thou  abroad,  Wife  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Why,  I  want  to  go  to  Chapel,  in  the  firft 
Place. 

Wat.  The  Saints  will  hear  you  as  well,  from  your  Clofet. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  can't  pray  in  my  Clofet. 

Wat.  Nor  any  where  elfe,  I  believe.  \AJide. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Befides,  here  are  Priefts  in  London. 

Wat.  Ay  !  Enough  to  corrupt  the  whole  Nation- 

Mrs.  Wat.  And  it  is  a  mortal  Sin  not  to  confefs,  when 
'tis  in  one's  Power  to  do  it. 

Wat.  Pray,  what  Sins  have  you  committed,  that  you  are 
in  fuch  hafle  to  un  bur  then  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  You  are  not  qualify'd  to  know. 

Wat.  Well,  fmce  your  Confcience  accufes  you,  you  (hall 

}>ave  a-'Prieft.     I'll  fend  to  the  What-d'ye-call  'em  Ambaf- 

fador's,  for  one  of  his  ;  who  mall  take  your  Confcfficr.  in 

O  2  your 
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your  Clofet ;  but  I'll  fland  at  the  Door  :  For  I  would  not 
trnft  one  of  thefe  Pardon  felling  Rogues :  They  have  fuch 
convincing  Arguments  for  Cuckoldom. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Why,  do  you  think,  Sir,  that  I'll  be  fhut 
up  thus,  for  ever  ? 

Wat.  Nay,  if  you  begin  to  exalt  your  Voice,  then  I  mufl 
tell  you,  it  is  my  Pleafure  to  have  it  fo.  Let  that  fufiice. 

Mrs.  Wat.  No,  that  will  not  fuffice  j  for  it's  againfl  my 
Inclination. 

Wat.  Which  is.  not  to  be  fuffic'd  ;  for  you  are  never  fa- 
tisfyM  with  gadding  ;  if  we  Hufbands  mould  always  follow 
our  Wives  Inclinations,  we  Should  be  in  a  fiae  Condition. 

Lucy.  I  am  fure  you  have  all  Conditions,  but  good  ones. 


Mrs.  Wat.  Is  this  your  matrimonial  Vow  !  to  imprifon 
me  ;  you  that  wou'd  cherifh,  love,  and  wormip  me! 

Wat. .  So  I  do,  don  t  I,  my  dear  Flefh  and  Blood  ?  Thou 
art  my  Goddefs,  and  I  adore  thee ;  and  cannot  fuffer 
thee  out  of  my  Sight. 

Lucy.  If  you  two  are  one  Flefh,  how  come  you  to  have 
fuch  different  Minds,  pray,  Sir  ? 

Wat.  Becaufe  the  Mind  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
Flefh. 

Mrs.  Wat.  That's  your  Miftake,  Sir;  the  Body  is  go- 
vern'd  by  the  Mind.  So  much  Philofophy  I  know. 

Wat.  Yes,  yes ;  I  believe  you  underitand  natural  Philo 
fophy  very  well,  Wife  :  I  doubt  the  Flefh  has  got  the  bet 
ter  of  the  Spirit  in  you. — Look  ye,  Madam  !  Every  Man's 
Wife  is  his  Vineyard  ;  you  are. mine,  therefore  I  wall  you 
in.  Ads-budikins,  ne'er  a  Coxcomb  in  the  Kingdom 
mail  plant  fo  much  as  a  Primrofe  in  my  Ground. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  am  fure,  your  Management  will  produce 
nothing  but  Thorns. 

Wat.  Nay,  ev'ry  Wife  is  a  Thorn  in  her  Huiband's  Side : 
Your  whole  Sex  is  a  kind  of  Sweet-brier,  and  he  who 
meddles  with  it,  is  fure  to  prick  his  Fingers. 

Lucy.  That  is,  when  you. handle  us  too  roughly. 

Mrs.  Wat.  You  are  a  kind  of  Rue ;  neither  good  for 
Smell  nor  Tafte. 

Wat.    But  very  wholefome,  Wife. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Ay,  fo  they  fay  of  all  Bitters ;  yet  I  wou'd 
not  be  oblig'd  to  feed  upon  Gentian  and  Wormwood. 
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Wat.  No,  you  like  Sweet-meats  better. 

Mrs.  Wai.  Confinement  wou'd  cloy  me  with  them  too. 

Wat.  Or  you  are  no  Woman. 

Mrs.  Wat.  But  what  do's  this  fignify  to  our  Marriage- 
Articles  ?  You  know  the  Forfeiture,  if  you  deny  me 
ghoftly  Aid. 

Wat.  A   tjioufand  Pounds. You  bit  me  there 

Have    a  care  I  don't  bite   you  again.   (Af.de.) Well, 

well,  you  mall  have  this  ghoftly  Aid But  do  you  con- 

flder,  you  never  had  the  Small-Poy,  and  it  never  was  lo 
mortal  as  now  ;  therefore  it  is  not  convenient  you  (hou'd 

go  abroad  ;   indeed  it  is  not,  Pud  fey 'Tis  out  of  pure 

Love  to  theej  Faith,  my  Dear  ;  for  the  SmalUPox  would 
fpoil  that  pretty  Face :  It  wou'd  truly,  Pudjcy.  Prithee 
now,  believe  thine  own  Mumps. 

Mrs.  Wat.    Away  ! 1  hate  your  wheedling.    Thofe 

who  languifh  under  the  Plague,  need  not  fear  the  Small - 
Pox.  [Exit  <witb  Lucy. 

Wat*  Humph  !  Say  you  fo  ?  I  (hall  indeed  be  a  Plague 
to  you,  if  I  catch  you  tardy,  Gentlewoman.  Odd,  I  can't 
put  this  Foot  of  hers  out  of  my  Head ;  it  looks  like  an 
Excufe  to  conceal  fome  fecret  Failing,  and  puts  me  in 
mind  of  a  youthful  Stratagem  of  my  own.  Having  been  a 
little  familiar  with  one  of  my  Mother's  Maids,  and  like  to 
have  been  caught,  I  cut  my  Finger,  and  pretended  I  came 

for  a  Rag  to  bind  it  up. This  Fellow  with  his  Excom- 

tnunicalo  Capiendo  too,  may  have  more  in't  than  I  can 
fee  through  :  I  refolve  to  examine  my  Servants,  if  ever 
they  faw  him  before  ;  but  in  perfonating  this  Prieil,  I  (hall 
know  all. 

Lucy  liftening. 

Lucy.  Shall  you  fo  ? 

Wat.  I  have  befpoke  a  Difguife ;  and  am  refolv'd  to 
take  her  Confeffion  myfelf. 

Lucy.  Indeed  ! My  Lady  (hall  know  your  Contri 
vance ;  and  if  (he  does  not  fit  you  for  your  Curiofity,  I  am 
miftaken,  old  Gentleman.  [Exit. 

Wat.  If  me  has  Cuckolded  me,  tho'  but  in  Thought,  I 
will  injoin  her  fuch  a  Penance  ! 

Zoons  !  Plljo  fwinge,  fo  mortify  the  J«<tf, 
That  foe  frail  nier  forget  my  ghoftly  Aid. 

03  ACT 
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SCENE  Widow   Heedlefs'j  Houfe.     She  wiping  down 
the  Ditft  <witb  her  Handkerchief. 

Enter  Judith. 

Wid.  ^VDITH!  What  haft  thou  been  doing  all  this 
*/     Morning,    that  my  Dreffing-Room   is    in  this 
fickle .? 

JW.  Pickle! 

Wid.  Ay,  pickle,  SauCe-box ;  why  doll  thou  eccho  me  ? 

Jvd.  Eccho  you ! 

Wid.  Again  ! Indeed  I  (hall  flap  your  Chaps  if  you 

don't  learn  to  leave  off  repeating  my  Words  after  me. 

Jvd.  After  you  ! Marry,  I 

Wid.  (Gives  hsr  a  Box  o1  the  Ear.)  You  will  do  it  then* 

Jud.  Will  do  what  ?  Chcm  zhour,  chem  can  do  nothing 
to  pleafe  you  !  Chem  clean'd  it  as  it  had  bin  vor  min  Life  ? 
20  I  dud. 

Wid.  Life  \  what  is  thy  Life,  Muck-worm,  to  a,  clear* 
Room?  Doll  thou  imagine  Rooms  lie  thus  at  Court? 
Ha,  Slattern  ? 

Jud.  They  can't  lie  better,  I  think. 

Wid.  Think!  why  doll  thou  think,  Animal?  What 
haft  thou  to  do  with  Thought?  Mind  thy  own  Bufincfs, 
ar.d  never  puzzle  thy  Noddle  with  Thought. 

Enter  Sir  Philip  and  Tally. 

Blefs  me  !  my  Lord,  and  Sir  Philip  ! — I  am  aftiam'd  to  be 
caught  in  this  Diibrder  ! 

Sir  Phil.  My  Lord  and  I  have  been  fetching  a  Walk, 
and  I  could  not  perfuade  his  Lordfhip  to  pafs  by  your 
Door,  Coufm,  without  calling.  You  are  his  North,  and 
he  is  embark'd  in  the  Cock-boat  of  Love,  and  is  conilantly 
pointing  this  way. 

/£?</.  You  are  very  pleafant  this  Morning,  Sir  P/v7/^.But-- 
7 ally.  I  afk  your  Pardon,  Madam ;  but  finding   your 
Door  open,  and  no-body  in  the  Way,  the  Knight  under 
took  to  be  Mafter  of  the  Ceremonies,  as  well  as  to  anfwer 
the  Reproaches  I  might  reafonably  expect  from  you,  fer 

this  Liberty 

Oh,  good  my  Lord,  no  Apology  \  That  ought  to 

be 
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be  done  by  me  for  the  Diforder  your  Lordfhip  finds  me  in. 

Go,  Beefom,  and  look  for  your  Fellow  Puzzles,  and 

afk  'em,  Why  they  leave  my  Doors  open  ?  I  fliall  be  robb'd 
one  of  thefe  Days.-- — Sure,  never  any  body  was  fatigu'd 
with  Servants  as  I  am.  Did  you  ever  vifit  a  Lady  in  a 
Stable  before,  my  Lord  ?  Oh  gad,  1  fliall  be  ftuck,  mir'd, 
and  laid  faft,  and  forc'd  to  be  dug  out  like  a  Potatoe. 

[Holds  up  her  Coats,  and  <ivalk$  cautioujty. 

Tally.  A  Stable,  Madam  !  I  proteil  I  think  yojr  HouYe 
is  as  much  in  Order,  as  any  Lady's  in  London. 

Sir  Phil.  Ay,  my  Lord,  there  are  few  of.  the  Quality 
fuch  Houfewives,  as  my  Coufm.  If  it  be  your  Lordlhip's 
good  Fortune  to  marry  her,  ihe'il  fet  the  Ladies  at  Court 
a  Pattern. 

Wid.  Fy,  Sir  Philip  !  This  to  my  Face  !  it  looks  like 
Flattery. 

folly-.  What  would  be  Flattery  to  another,  is  but  doing  • 
you  Juftice,  Madam. 

Wid.  Women  have  no  Defence  aga'nil  the  fine  Things 
you  well-bred  Men  fay.  To  raife  our  Vanity,  and  make 
us  have  a  good  Opinion  of  ourfelves,  you  are  fure,  is  one 
way  to  be  well  in  our  Efteem. 

Tally.  I  fhould  think  mylclf  the  happieft  Man  living,  if 
I  cou'd  perceive  I  had  the  Icaft  Share  in  yours,  Madam. 

Sir  Phil.  His  Lordfhip  complains,  Coufm,  that  you  art 

inexorable. Hark  ye,  one  Word  with  you. Don't 

overftand  your  Market.  A  Man  of  Quality  is  not  to  be 
caught  every  Day. 

Fain.  (Lifttning.)  There's  an  old  Rogue  now.     [Afde. 

Wid.  Wou'd  you  have  me  marry  a  Man  as  foon  as  he 
afks  me  the  Queftion,  Sir  Philip  ?  I  think,  to  have  an  A- 
mour  with  a  Perfon  of  Rank  known  and  talk'd  of,  is  one 
of  the  greateft  Inducements  to  Matrimony ;  efpecially  if 
it  gives  the  Reft  of  my  S*x  Pain. 

Fain,  (dfide.)  Right  Woman,  on  my  Confcience  ! 
,  Wid.  My  Lord !  "won't  your  Lordfnip  pleafe  to  reft 
yourfelf? 

Tally.  My  Reft  depends  upon  your  Ladyfhip. 

Fain.  (Afide.)  Who  (hall  never  be  a  Refting-Place  for 
you  to  Tally  on. 

Wid.  I'm  certain,  it  is  not  in  my  Power  to  give  your 
Lordlhip  Pain. 

O  4 
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Fain.  So — Another  Trap  !  but  I'll  fpoil  the  Dialogue, 
Enter  Fain  well. 

Tally.  More  than  your  whole  Se*. 

lyid.   Your  Lordfhip  will  make  me  vain. 

Sir  Phil.  If  there  could  be  any  Addition  to  the  Vanity 
that  thou  haft  already.  \_Jifide. 

Wid..  Oh,  Jcffery! Well,  have  you  delivered   all 

my  Mefiages  ? 

'    Fain*  By  Mefs,  I  think  fo. 

Wid.  Hu  !  [Locking  wiftful  at  bitn^ 

Fain.  How  many  dud  you  gi'  me,    Forfooth  r 
.  Wid.  Madam Oh  the  Clodhopper !  [4ffa*e* 

Fain.    Mrs.  What-ni-cull-um,    at  the  Hogys-Head,  was 
gone  cut,  chu'd  frem. 
-  Wid.  Madam  i Blockhead,     [Gives  him  a  Box  on  the  Ear. 

Sir  Phil.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  this  is  like  to  be  a  diverting  Scene. 

Wid.  How  often  muft  I  infirud  you  to  behave  yourfelf 
before  Company  ?  Will  you  never  learn  Manners,  Booby  ? 

Fain.  No,  I  ihan't,  an  you  goon  at  thik  fame  flip  flap 

Rate. Nouns,  an  thick  be  London  Breeding,  fend  m$ 

into  the  Country  agen,  I  fay. 

Tally.  If  I  were  thy  Lady,  Fellow,  thou  mould'ft  have 
thy  Wifh. 

Fain.  Say  you  fo  ?  Ay  !  But  curft  Convs  havejhort  Horns* 
we  fay  in  our  Country,— -I  fhall  never  be  your  Servant,  I 
hope  ! 

Wid.  How  now,  Sauce-box !  do  you  know  who  you 
talk  to  ? 

Fain.  Yes,  I  do-— better  than  you  think  for,  mehap. 

Tally,  (dfide.)  How's  that  ?  S'death,  if  this  Eumkinly 
Dog  mould  know  me,  he'll  fpoil  all. 

Wid.  I  have  a  good  Mind,  Sirrah,  to  dam  your  Teeth 
down  your  Throat. 

Fain.  So  yovv  ma'  an  you  wol.  What  does  he  meddle 
with  me  for,  then  ,?  I  dud  not  meddle  wi'him;  dud  I  ? 

Sir  Phil.  You'll  have  your  Bones  broke  in  London,  Sir 
rah.  I  admire  my  Lord  does  not  cane  you,  Scoundrel, 

Tally.  His  being  this  Lady's  Servant  protects  him. 

fain.  No,  it  is  that  protecls  yow ;  for  an  I  had  yow  in 

my  Country- 

'Tally.  This  Fellow  and  I  rnufl  have  a  little  Confabula 
tion.  I  mull  Hop  his  Mouth. 
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Wid.  Sirrah,  no  more  of  your  Impudence  ;  but  give  me 
an  Account  of  the  Bufinefs  I  fent  you  about.  How  does 
Lady  Lucy,  Lady  Lock-up,  Lady  Love-it,  Lady  Set-up,  La 
dy  Comely,  Lady  Revel,  Lady  Ramble,  Mrs.  Prim,  Mrs. 
Prude,  Mrs.  Coftly,  and  Mrs.  Travel? 

Fain.  Nowns !  her  Tongue  runs  like  the  Mill  at  Va- 
ther's  Orchard-end,  that  fcares  Crows  fro' the  Cherry-tree 
.  Wid.  Does  it  fo,  Sirrah  ? 

[Runs  to  beat  him,  lut  Tally  Jleps  in  between. 
Tally.  Hold,  hold,  dear  Madam ;  let  me  intercede  for 
Mr,  Jejjcry  this  once. 

Fain.  How  civil  the  Dog  is !  \AJide. 

Wid.  Your  Lordfhip  commands  me.     Well,  Airs.  Fijk- 
cut,  at  the  Boards-Head,  which    you  call  the  Hogs-Head, 
Clumfy  !  was  gone  out,  you  iay  ? 
Fain.  -So  fhe  was. 
Wid.  How's  that  ? 

Tally.  (AJids  to  Fainwell.)   Madam  ? Jeffery 

Madam — —You  forget. 

Fain.  Madam 

Wid.  Hoa|    you  have  fqueez'd  out  Madam  atlaft. 

Fain.  Squeez'd Od!  would  I  had  the  fqtieezing  of 

yow. 

Wid.  How,  Sirah  !  you  fqueeze  me  ?    My  Lord  !  Sir 
Philip  !  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  VarJet  ? 

Tally.  You  fee,  Madam,  your  Beauty  reaches  all  Degrees, 
He  fpeaks  from  his  Heart,  I  dare  fwear. 
Sir  Phil.  You  have  him  as  you  breed  him. 
Wid.  Oh,  that's  barbarous,  Sir  Philip.  You  don't  know 
the  Pains  I  take  with  my  clodpatcd  Family.— 

\Looking  at  Fair.y/ell. 

Fain.  Yes,  they  are  well,  Madam And  hope  vow 

are  well,  Madam — And  they'll  all,— or  fome  of  them,  will 

come  to  fee  yow.  Madam So  they  gi'  their  Loves 

Loves?  No,   no, So  they  gi'  their  Service  to  yow, 

Madam An,  an,  an,  an >So  that's  all,  Madam 

There's  Madam  enough  for  yow  now,  I  think,  if  yow 
know  when  yow  have  enough. 

Tally.  Now  Jeffery  has  do,.e  it.    Ha,  ha,  ha!^ 
Wid.  I  have  been  teaching  him  the  dillinguifhing  Rap, 
thefe  three  Days !  and  yet,  I  warrant,  he'll  knock  with 
O  c  the 
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the  fneaking  Air  of  a  Taylor.  Let's  hear  how  you  per 
form  ?  [He  knocks  aukvcardly* 

Wid.  Execrable  ! Didn't  I  tell  you  fo  ? There, 

Blockhead. [She  thunders  at  the  Door. 

Fain.  By'r  Lady  !  that's  enough  to  fright  all  the  Dogs 
in  Town. 

Wid.  In  the  Opinion  of  fuch  a  Puppy  as  you  are 
Go,  bid  the  Cook  fet  on  the  Tea-kettle,  and  cut  fome 
Bread  and  Butter.—- — But  d'ye  hear?  don't  you  bring  it 
dangling  in  your  Fiil,  as  you  did  Yefterday,  Sloven 
If  you  do,  I  (hall  throw  it  at  your  Head,  Sir.     Remem 
ber  to  bring  me  nothing  without  a  Plate :   D'ye  hear  ?-— 
You  han't  breakfafted,  I  hope,  Sir  Philip  ? 

Sir  Phil.  Yes,  long  fince. 

Tally.  So  have  I,  Madam. 

Sir  Phil.  Jefferfs  talking  of  Dogs,  puts  me  in  Mind  of 
a  Meffage  from  my  Daughter.  She  bid  me  tell  you,  me 
Cxpecls  a  Puppy:  Has  your  Bitch  litter'd  yet,.  Coufin? 

Wid.  Not  yet,  Sir  Philip.  You  never-  faw  a  poor  Crea 
ture  fo  big  in  your  Life.  Jejfcry,  fetch  Mifha  hither. 

(Fainwell  going.) Hark-ye !  Hark -ye  !  —  Come  back,, 

(He runs  up  to  her  Nofe.)  What? — will  you  run  your  Nofe 
into  my  Mouth  ?  Where  are  your  Manners,  when  you 

leave  the  Room  ? Still  that  Scrape  ?  I  thought  1  had' 

fhew'd  you  to  bend  your  Body  only,  and  keep  your  Feet 
upon  the  Ground. 

Fain,  ByV  Lady,  you'll  make  an  ambling  Nag  ©'me  by- 
and-by.  [Exit* 

Tally.  (JffideJ  Nothing  but  the  twenty  thoufand  Pounds 

could  make  Amends  for  thy  Impertinence. 1  admire 

you  give  yourfelf  the  Trouble  of  Country  Servants,  Madam. 

Wid.  I  would  not  keep  a  Town  Servant,  ray  Lord,  if 
they  would  live  with  me  for  nothing.  Their  whole  At 
tention  is  Drunkennefs  and  Pride.  The  dii  nefr.  Troilup 
in  the  Town  muft  have  her  Top-knot  and  Ticki.n-fhoes. 
This  City  fpoils  all  Servants.  I  tock  a  Weljh  Runt  laft 
Spring,  whole  Generation  fcarce  ever  knew  the  Ufe  of 

Stockings :  And will  you  believe  me,  my  Lord  ?  Shs- 

had  net  liv'd  with  me  three  Weeks,  before  (he  few'd  three 
Penny  Canes  round  the  Bottom  of  her  Shift,  intfead  of  a 
Hoop-Petticoat. 

§i*  Phil  ^hat  was  ibmethiftg  better  tliau  a  Wench  at 

inv 
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my  Houfe,  who  difrob'd  a  Barrel,  and  let  all  the  Ale  ahou* 
the  Cellar.  One  of  the  Ends  of  the  Hoop  working  out, 
difcover'd  the  Trick,  and  at  the  fame  time  flung  down  a 
Side-Board  of  Glaffes. Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Tally.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Wid.  Ay,  they  do  more  Mifchief  than  their  Necks  are 
worth.  If  the  Parliament  don't  lay  a  Tax  upon  their 
Pride,  there  will  be  no  living.  I  wilh  your  Lordlhip 
would  take  it  into  Confideration. 

Enter  Fain  well. 

Wid.  Well ! Where's  Mijhaf 

Fain.  By  Mefs,  I  can*t  bring  her ;  not  I. 

Wid.  How  fo  ?  Is  fhe  fo  heavy  ? 

Fain.  No,  flic's  not  fo  heavy  :  But  I  can't  make  her  lie 
upon  a  Plate,  for  the  Blood  o'me,  fo  I  jcan't. 

Sir  Phil.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Ridiculous  enough  ! Ha,  ha ! 

Wid.  A  Plate,  Blockhead  !  a  Plate  !  did  you  ever  fee  a 
Dog  brought  on  a  Plate,  Clod-hopper  ?  Did  you  ? 

[Following  him  about*  • 

Sir  Phil.  Pure  Innocence,  Faith  ! 

Fain.  Nay,  how  do  I  know  your  London  Vafhions  ?  — • 
You  bad  me  but  now,  I  am  zure,  to  bring  you  naught  with 
out  a  Plate  ;  fo  you  dud. 

Wid.  What  '.—Living  Things  ?— Hay  did  I  fay  Living 
Things  ? 

Fain.  Living  Things !    S'Blead,  the  Devil  would  not 

live  wi'you The  Cobler  wants  Six-pence  for  mending 

your  Clogs,  Judith  bod  me  tell  yow. 

Wid.  Thefe  Wretches  will  diftraft  me! Is  that  a 

Meflage  to  be  delivered  to  me  in  Publick  ?  Ha,  Thickfcuil ! 

Bat  iince  you  had  no  more  Wit,  let  me  fee  wjiat  he 

has  done  for  the  Money. My  Lord,  you'll  excufe  thii 

Piece  of  Oeconomy.  [Exit  Fain-ivell. 

Tally.   O!  Madam 

Fainwell  returns  with  the  Clogs  upon  a  Plate. 

Wid.  Did  you  ever  fee  the  Fellow  of  him,  Sir  Philip  ? 
I  proteft  he  puts  me  into  an  Agony  !  Why,  you  T.'iick- 

fcull'd  Rafcal ! You  unthinking  Dolt ! You  fenfe- 

lefs  Ideot! Was  ever  a  Pair  of  dirty  Clogs  brought' 

upon  a  Plate,  Sirrah  ?— Ha  !-—  Was  there  ?— Was  there  ? 

Was  there  ?  Hedge  Hog  ?  [Follows  him  at>sut  and 

beats  him.  Sir  Philip  interp^i 

Q  6 
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Fain.  What  d'ye  ftrick  me  vor  ? .  The  Clogs  ar'n't 

Living  Things  too,  are  they  ? By  the  Mefs,  I'll  take 

the  Law  of  you,  fo  I  will,  an  you  thralh  me  about  at  thick 
fame  Rate.  S'Blead,  an.yow  were  a  Man,  I'd  drefs  youc 
Jacket  ior  yow. 

Sir  Phil.  Fy,  fy,  Coufin,  this  is  not  like  a  fine  Lady. 
Wid.  That's  your  Miftake,    Sir  Philip ;  my  Lady  Flip" 
fani  beats  her  whole  Family,  from  her  Hufband  to  her 
Coachman* 

Tally..  (Afide.)  I  mail  teach  you  better  Manners,  if  once: 
I  get  you. 

Wid.  Out  of  ray  Sight,  Sirrah  ! 

Fain.  Who  the  Murrain,  cares  to  ftay  in  it,  I  wonder? 
Ah  L  Jejjery-  !  Jejfery  /  thou  art  right  enough  ferv'd  ! 
'Why  didft  thou  leave  thy  Sweetheart,   Cicely,  to  pine  away 
like  a  Goofe  in  a  Pen  ? 

Sir  Phil.,  Why,  then  you  are  falfe-hearted,  Jeffery  ? 
Fain.  I  have  been,   Sir;  with  Shame  I  confefs  it,  or  I 
Had:  never  come  under  Miftrefs's  Clutches.— But, 
May  all  falfe-hearted  Men  jny  Fortune  have, 
And  who  flights  Woman,  be  a  Woman's  Slave.. 
Fve  fomewhat  to  fay  to  you,,  my  Lord,  when  Time  malt 
Jerve..  \.A*  he  goes  out* 

Tally.  I'll  meet  you  in  Convent-Garden  Piazza,  in  Half 
an  Hour.  \Afide  to  FainwelL 

Re-enter  Fain  well. 

Fata-  Here's  the  Knight  in  Black  to  fpeak  wi?yow. 
5ir  Freeman,  I  think  they  call  him. 

Wti~  Sir  John.  Fresmax,  you  mean Shew  him  up. 

Sir  Phil..  Hold,  hold,  let  me  be  gone  firft.     Ihavefome 

IReafcms  why  I  don't  care  to  fee  him. ^1  had  fome  Bufmefs 

wkh  you,  Coufin,  but  I  ihall  fend  to  you.  WM  you 

walk,,  my  Lord  ?  Or  mall  I  leave  your  Lordfhip.? 

falL  I'll  wait  on  you,  Sir  Philip.- 1  take  an  unwil 
ling;  Leave,,  Madam  :    But  .it  may  not  be  convenient  to. 

]?re£>  upon  your  Bufmefs 1  long  to  knew  what  thisFel- 

iow  has  to  fay  to  me.  (Ajide.)  Your  mofl"  obedient 

tumble  Servant.  [Exit  Tally  and  Sir  Philip.. 

Wid.  \  am  your  Lordfliip's. 

Enter  Sir  John. 

Sir  Join.  I  afk  your  Pardon,  Madam ;  I  fear  my  Viilt 
tas  robh'd  you  of  better  Company. 
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Wid.  Not  at  all,  Sir  John  :   Your  Father-in- Law,  that 
was  to  have  been,  is  juft  gone  out ;  he  feem'd  unwilling  to 
meet  you. 
.    Sir  John.  Well  he  might,  after  his  perfidious  Ufege. 

Wid.  But  is  your  Brother  really  to  marry  my  Coufin 
Olivia  ? 

Sir  John.  I  have  Reafon  to  fear  it ;  but  hope  he  will  be 
difappointed.  I  receiv'd  Jnftru&ions  from  Olivia  to  wait 
on  you,  Madam,  to  afk  a  Favour  of  you. 

Wid.  She  may  command  every  Thing  in  my  Power, 
Sir  John.  What  is  it  ? 

Sir  John.  That  you  would  give  a  Lady  Entertainment  ia 
that  Apartment  which  opens  into  the  Back-ftreet. 
Wid.  What,  is  that  the  Dutch  Lady,  Sir  John  ? 
Sir  John.  The  fame,  Madam. 
Wid.  She's  welcome.  May  her  coming  prove  propitious! 

Enter  Judith. 

Jud.  Here's  one  Mr.  Freeman  to  wait  on  your  he  fays~ 
Sir  John.  My  Brother ;  what  can  he  want  ?  Does  he  ufe 
to  vifit  you,  Madam? 

Wid.  He  never  was  here  in  his  Life  !   I  can't  imagine 

Bis  Buiinefs ! Would  you  fee  him  ? 

Sir  John.  Yes,  yes ;  but  not  a  Word  of  the  Bufmefs  I 
came  about. 

Wid.  You  don't  think  me  fo  indifcreet,  I  hope  :  Shew 
him  up,  Judith. 

Enter  Ned  Freeman. 

Ned.  Madam,  your  Servant.  Ha !  Brother !  I'm  glad 
to  find  you  in  fuch  good  Company.  My  Brother  7^'s  a 
pretty  Fellow,  Madam. 

Wid.  So  he  is,  indeed,  Sir.  He  wants  nothing  but  a 
Wife*  in  my  Opinion. 

Ned.  (Afide.)  Brother,  I  hope  you  conceive  a  Widow, 

when  me  makes  fuch  Wifties  in  your  Favour. She  ha> 

Twenty  Thoufand  Pounds. 

Sir  John.  And  what  then,  Sir  ? 

Ned.  What  then>  Sir?  Why,  then  he  who  mar        icr, 

will  be  worth  Twenty  Thoufand  Pounds That  s i  all 

S\vjohn.  I  would  advife  you  to  marry  her  yourlelr. 
Nedt.  I  thank  you,  Sk ;  but  I  am  provided.     V^', 
Sir  John.  So  am  I. 
Ned*  Why  then  I  wtfh  you  Joy,  Brother,  if  you  are 
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fure  of  it. Madam,  I  have  a  Meffage  to  you  from  Sir 

Philip  Moneylo-ve,  who  intended  to  have  delivered  it  to  you 
himielf;  but  Company  coming  in,  and  being  to  meet  a 
Lawyer  at  the  Rummer,  where  I  now  left  him,  he  was  ob 
liged  to  leave  your  Ladyfhip  without  telling  you,  that  he 
came  to  know  your  Refolution  about  a  Piece  of  Land  that 
he  mentioned  to  you  fome  Time  ago.  He  would  gladly, 
buy  it,  or  exchange  with  you  for  another ;  becaufe  that 
Ground  is  contiguous  to  fome  Part  of  his  Eftate,  which  he 
is  about  to  fettle  upon  his  Daughter. 

Wid.  Pray,  Sir,  let  my  Coufm  know,  that  I  gave  my 
Lawyer  Orders  to  treat  with  him  about  that  Matter. 

Ned.  Where  does  your  Lawyer  live,  Madam  \ 

Wid.  At  Number  2  in  the  AugVBench  Walks  in  the 
Temple.  Sir  Philip  knows  him. 

Ned.  Very  well,  Madam. Brother,  where  mall  I  fee 

you  in  the  Evening  ? 

Sir  John.  I  am  ingaged  this  Evening.  » 

Ned.  You'll  make  one  in  a  Country-Dance  to  Morrow 
I  hope  ?  for  that  is  to  be  my  Wedding-day 

Sir  John.  I  hope  to  baulk  you  yet.  (dfide.) 1  can 

promife  nothing  for  Futurity,  Sir. 

Ned.  Humph  !  You  can't  \ what  you  pleafe,  Sir.— 

Madam,  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Wid.  How  he  triumphs ! Hew  can  you  bear  the  Airs 

he  gives  himfelf,  S\\~John? 

Sir  John.  To  doliim  Juftice,  Madam,  I  believe  he  knows 
nothing  of  my  Pretenfions  to  Olivia.  He  was  travelling, 
when  hrft  I  made  my  Addreffes ;  and  fince  his  Return, 
we  have  not  been  fo  well  with  one  another,  to  communi 
cate  Things  of  this  Nature. 

Wid.  I  afk  your  Pardon,  Sir  John,  for  keeping  you 
ftanding.  Won't  you  pleafe  to  lit,  Sir  ? 

Sir  John.  Excufe  me,  dear  Madam;  I  intend  to  take 
this  Opportunity  to  fee  Otivia,  whillt  her  Jaylor's  abroad, 
let  the  Confequence  be  what  it  will ;  and  let  her  know, 
irow  much  we  are  oblig'd  to  you,  Madam. 

Wid.  My  good  Wifh.es  attend  you  both,  Sir  John.   [Ex* 

SCENE  changes  to  Covent-Garden  Piazzas. 

Enter  Fain  well,  folus. 
fttm*  Kfy!  not  here!  fure  he  don't  fufpectme ;  andap- 


Tbe    A  R  T  I  F  I  C  E.         327 

prehend  a  Duel  might  enfue  ;  all  my  Meafurcs  are  broke, 
if  he  fhould—  Ho  !  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Tally. 

Tally.  What  can  this  Fellow  have  to  fay  to  me,  I  won 
der  ?  If  he  has  difcovered  me,  he  wants  a  Bribe.  But  I 
hope  it  is  not  fo  :  for  I  fhou'd  be  loth  to  have  a  Secret  of 
this  Nature  lie  in  the  Breaft  of  fuch  a  Blunderer.  (Afide.) 

—Mr.  Jeffery!    I  proteft  I  did  not  fee  you Well, 

what  can  I  ferve  you  in  ? 

Fain.  In  nought,  that  I  know  of,  Zir ;  but  me-haps,  I 
may  zerve  you  in  zomewhat,  Zir ; — my  Lord,  I  wou'd  zay. 
I  beg  your  Pardon,  Zir;  we  dan'tzee  zuch  vine  Voke  in  oar 
Country  every  Day — zo  that  I  hope  yow  won't  be  angry  an 
J  fhou'd  not  hit  on  your  Worfhip's  Name  at  every  turn. 
Tally.  -Angry !  no,  no,  Mr.  ^jefferyy  I  hate  Ceremony. 
I  find  he  does  not  know  me  ;  all's  fafe.  {Afide  )  If 
it  were  not  neceflary  that  we  People  of  Quality  ihou'd  be 
diftinguifh'd  by  the  Titles  and  Degrees  his  Majefty  has 
been  pleas'd  to  exalt  us  to,  I  wo»'d  not  care  if  I  were 
call'd  plain  Jack. 

Fain,  If  you  were  exalted  according  to  your  Merit, 
you'd  take  your  Degree  at  Tyburn.  ( AJidt.)  ••  Ay,  ay, 
nothing  but  right,  Zir,  nothing  but  right. 

Tally.  But  which  Way  am  I  to  be  obligM  to  you,  Mr. 
Jeffery  ?  I  {han't  prove  ungrateful,  I  aflure  you. 

Fain.  Nay,  as  for  that,  d'ye  zee — that's  not  the  Mat 
ter 1  dan't  want  a  Bribe.  An  tho'  I  be  but  a  poor 

Fellow,  and  wears  a  tawdry  Coat  here,  and  am  thumpf* 
and  beaten  about  as  you  zee,  J  have  an  honeft  Heart  in  my 
Belly,  and  good  Blood  in  me  too,  for  aught  I  know  :  For 
yow  mun  underftand,  Vather  was  my  Lord  Firebranf* 
Gardiner,  when  I  was  got,  chon'd  zeem,  and  they  fay 

Mother  was  a  deadly  pretty  Woman. ^ 

Tally.  From  whence  you  wouM  infer,  that  his  Lordlhip 
might  be  your  Father.— — Not  unlikely  j  but  go  on. 
Fain.  I  perceive  your  Lordfhip  is  a  Suitor  to  my  Miflreff ». 
Tally.  I  confers  you  are  a  Man  of  Penetration.     I  am  h* 

deed  an  Admirer  of  hers, 

Fain.  The  more's  the  pity. 'I'm  zorry  for  t~ 

Tally.  Why  fo  ? 

Fain.  Becaufe,  I'm  znre  fhe'll  ufe  yow  Hke  a  Dog: 
fca&'t  liv'd  a  Montk  wi'her,.  and  ta  my  Knowledge,  (he 
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has  made  Fools  of  Three  or  Four ;  main  Tightly  Men,  * 
promife  yow. 

Tally.  The  Devil. 

Fain.  (Starts.}  Mercy  orme  \  Where,  Zir  ?  Dud  yow 
zee  any  Thing,  my  Lord  .? 

Tally ^  No,  no,  I  was  only  furprizM Curfedly  ig 
norant.  [Afide. 

Fain.  Surpriz'd  !  be  Mefsr  the  Devil  wou'd  furprize  ony 
Man,  and  tho'  he  were  the  Parfon  o'the  Pariih. 

Tally.  But  has  ihe  had  fo  many  Lovers,  fay  you  ? 

Fain.  Oh,  a  mort,  Zir,  a  mort :  But  I  can  tell  yow 
one  Thing  ;  me  likes  yow  woundy  well. 

Tally.  Ay  !  How  a' oft  thou  know  that,  my  Boy  ? 

Fain.  Why,  our  Mary  knows  all  her  Heart,  mun,  an 
mef  tells  me  ev'ry  Thing.  Odd,  an  yow  knew  as  much  as 
I  cou'd  tell  yow,  yowr  Bufmefs  might zoon  be  done,  Zir; 
my  Lord,  I  wou'd  zay.  — ~ 

Tally.  Ay  !   How,   prithee  ? 

Fain.   But  won't  yow  be  falfe-  hearted  now,  and  tell  ? 

Tally.  What,  againit  myfelf  ?  No,  no,  there's  no  Dan* 
ger  of  that.  Befides,  I  hope  you  don't  think  I  wou'd  be 
fo  ungenerous  to  you  ! 

Fain.  Nay,  as  for  that,— Pm  but  a  Servant;  an  one 
Plate  won't  do,  another  woll,  for  that  Matter.  Now  what 
I  am  going  to  tell  your  Lordfliip,  if  none  o'my  Bufmefs, 
as  one  may  zay ;  but  it  would  make  a-bcdy  mad  to  zee  a 
Wonran  flounze  about  the  Hcufe,  like  a  Dog  in  a  Duck 
ing-Pond. Now,  Zir,  an  fhe  had  a  Hufband — He,  he, 

he,  he!  why  me-haps,- he,  he! me-haps,  I  zay, 

he  might  vind  her  fomewhat  elfe  to  do,  zometimes.  Yow 
und^riland  me,  Zir. 

Tally.  Yes,  yes,  very  well,  Jeffery :  If  I  had  her  once, 
Fd  make  her  turn  over  a  new  Leaf. 

Fain.  That  I  dare  fwear.  (Afide.)  Why,  that  was  my 

very  Thought  now. 1  wifh  yow  had  her,   Zirr  but 

you'll  find  it  a  knotty  Piece  of  Work,  let  me  but  tell  you 
that;  ihe  deals  as  fcurvily  with  her  Sweet- hearts,  one 
Way,  as  with  her  Servants  another;  and,  I  Cod,  I  ha* 
fdund  her  Fingers  flip-flap,  this  a-way,  and  that  a-wayy 
like  a  Flail  upon  a  Wheat- iheaf.  [Flinging  out  bis  Arms% 
and  hits  Tally  a  Slap  on  the  Face. 

Tally.  A  Pox  of  your  Similies ..-••---  -    [Afid*. 

Fain, 
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Fain.  Odfave  me  !  Dud  I  hit  yow,  Zir  ? 

T&lfy.  Oh,  no  Matter,  Jeffery^ Go  on 

Fain.  I  hope  your  Lordihip's  Worfhip  will  forgive  me. 
Zir;  I  meant  no  Harm,  not  I,  Zir.  —  But  as  I  was  zay- 

ing» Miftrefs  will  jj-ive  you  the  Dog  to  hold,  and  yow 

do'no'give  her  fomewhat. 

Tally.  Think'ft  thou  fo,  Jeffery  ?  Why,  what  wou'dfl 
thou  have  me  do  ? 

Fain.  Don't  yow  know  that  without  telling  ?  There  is 
fomewhat  to  be  done,  Zir,  befide  the  Parfon,  or  yow  moft 
dangle  after  her  till  Doom's  Day,  to  no  more  Purpofe, 
than  to  winnow  Corn  without  a  Wind. — Her  t'other  Huf- 
band  dudn't  get  her  with  Compliments,  my  Lord. 

Tatty.  No  ! 

Fain.  No,  no  !  He  had  been  in  Ireland,  and  knew  bet 
ter  Things,  Mun. 

Tally.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  Are  we  thought  to  have  a  par 
ticular  Method  to  gain  the  Women,  Jfftry?  For  I  am  of' 
that  Country,  you  muft  know. 

Fain.  Are  you  zo,  my  Lord :  Nay,  then,  and  all  be 
true  they,  zay  o'  yowr  Country  Men,  one  need  not  tell 
yow  which  End  to  begin  your  Work  at. 

Tally.  Ha  !  Is  me  to  be  won  that  Way  ?  I  thank  you 
for  the  Hint.'  I  find  thou  art  a  Lad  of  Parts ;  and  when 
I  am  thy  Matter,  I'll  have  thee  taught  to  lhave,  and  make 
thee  my  Valet  de  Chambre. 

Fain.  I  ihall  ftave  you,  I  believe,  before  I  have  done 
with  you. — With  what  Aflurance  the  Rogue  talks.  [Afide. 
I  mall  be  main  thankful  to  your  Lordfliip,  an  yow  do,  Zir; 
when  wol  yow  come  to  our  Houfe  agen  ? 

Tally.  This  Evening What  is  the  belt  Time  to  find 

her  alone  ? 

Fain.  Be  mefs,  I  known't  that ;  but  an  yow  find  her  a- 
lone,  I'll  take  Care,  Nobody  ihall  difturb  yow*  an  yow'll 
put  it  home  to  her. — 

Tally.  Wo't  thou  !    Egad,  there's  a  Guinea  for  thee  to 

drink  my  Health,  then. Never  fear,  I  warrant  thee, 

Boy,  I'll  have  her.  [Exit. 

Fain.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  How  generous  the  Rogue  is  :  Well, 
I  hope  by  this  Stratagem  to  give  her  a  Difgufl  to  his  pre 
tended  Lordfliip;  at  leaft,  1 'trail  prove,  if  (he  has  any 
Thing  valuable,  befides  her  Money. 
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<To  talk  of  Vertue,  //  the  Womens  Pride ; 

£ut  they  give  Proofs  on't,  nvfa  refill,  when  trfd.  {Exit. 

Enter  Sir  John,  fclus. 

Sir  John.  This  is  the  Houfe !  Oh  ?  for  an  Art  to  make 
Ihyfelf  wvifible  !  [Knocks,  the  Porter  opens  the  Door. 

Per.  Who  would  you  fpeak  with,  Sir  ? 
Sir  John.  With  your  young  Lady,  Friend. 
For.  I  wonder  you'll  be  fo  troub'lefome,   Sir,  I  told  you 
before,  I  would  not  difobey  my  Orders.    [He  offers  Money. 
\  have  none  of  your  Money,  Sir,— I'm  not  to  bebrib'd 
to  betray  my  Truft,  I'd  have  you  to  know  that. 
Sir  Jbfa  Then  you  mull  be  kick'd  out  of  it,  Sir. 

[Pails  him  out,  glues  him  a  Kick,  enters,  and  Jhuts 

the  Door. 

Por.  Murder!  Thieves!  Murder  !  —  This  is  a  terrible 
Fellow.  For  my  Part  I'll  never  hinder  him  going  in  again. 
—And  now  he  is  in,  I  wifh  I  had  taken  the  Money.  — 
He  has  (hut  the  Door,  and  the  Devil  take  them  that  open 
K,  for  Dick.  [Sxfa 

the  SI  C  EN  E  changes  to  the  Infide  of  the  Houfe, 

Olivia  and  Sir  John  meeting. 

Olivia.  Dick!  mil!  John!  What  Noife  of  Murder  ia 
fliat  ? Ah  f  Freeman  f  [Half  fainting  ;  he  catches  her. 

Sir  John.  My  Life !  my  Soul !  Am  I  become  fo  hateful 
to  thee,  that  thou  can'ft  not  bear  my  Sight  ? 

Oliv.  How  ill  doft  thou  interpret  my  Surprize  I 
The  unexpefted  Joy  of  feeing  thee, 
When  no  one  Means  fupply'd  me  with  a  Hope* 
To  tell  thee, That  to  Morrow,- 

Sir  John.  Thou  art  to  be  my  Sifter. 

Oliv.  BM  the  Name! 

•Sirjobn.  Peri(h  my  Brother  firft. — IT  thou  art  true.  If 
thy  Heart  has  not  confented. 

O//>z;,  To  him  nor  any,  but  thyfelf. 

Sir  John.  Then  not  all  the  Brothers  upon  Earth  mall 
take  thee  from  me.  Mrs.  Heedlefs  readily  comply'd  with 
your  Requeft,  and  I  have  fent  Louifa  thither. 

Oli<v.  Alas !  I  fear  that  Lady's  come  too  late. 
The  Time's  fo  fhort,  the  Plot  cannot  fucceed ! 

Sir  John.  Doft  thou  think  fo  ?   Yet  wilt  thou  flay,  and 

(acri  fice. 
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facrifice  thyfelf  and  me  ?   Confent  to  fly  with  me.  now, 
whilft  Sir  Philip  is  abroad. 

Oliv.  But  whither  (hall  we  fly? 

6ir  "John.  Where  Love  direfts  us. 

Cliv.  I  could,  methinks,  run  any  Rifquc  with  thee ; 
and  thou  perhaps,  wouldfl  do  the  fame  with  me.  Now  in 
the  Summer  of  our  Love,  little  Cares  would  not  offend  us ; 
But  when  the  Glowing  of  the  Paffion's  over,  and  pinching 
Cold  of  Winter  follows,  will  amorous  Sighs  fupply  the 
Want  of  Fire  ?  Or  kind  Looks  and  Kifles  keep  off  Hunger  ? 

Sir  Jckn.  I  think  they  would.  But  Love  ne'er  reafons 
thus,  Olivia.  I  fear  my  Brother's  gawdy  Train,  has 
rais'd  this  Pidlure  of  Defpair.  He,  he,  has  my  Eflate ! 
Dare  I,  ftript  as  I  am,  pretend  to  vye  with  him  T  I,  who- 
live  upon  his  Bounty  ! — Bounty  !  damn  the  Word  !  Live 
On  a  younger  Brother's  Bounty,  and  lee  him  wed  the  Wo- 
mar  1  adore  ! — That  Thought  will  hurry  me  to  Madnefs  \ 

CIi<v.  You  wrong  my  Ltve,  and  1  mould  chide  you 
for  ii,  were  our  Condition  happier.  But  to  fhew  you  T 
am  a  I  over-emu. t,  confid<r  what  Tragic  you  can  take  up 
for  a  Livelihood.  For  my  Part  J  can  make  Purfes  by  Day, 
and  fing  Ballads  b)  Night.  Now,  if  you  can  grind  Knive», 
or  turn  Tinker,  I'm  yours.  [Slapp:*r  her  Hand  into  Us. 

Sir  Jchn.  Fortune  can  rievei  caft  us  ib  low.  She  owe« 
thy  Vertucs  more;  methinks,  this  Lawn  of  Mirth,  pop- 
tends  a  joyful  Day.  Hafte  then  my  Fair;  ft  :  Let  us  leave 
this  Place,  that  we  may  gain  Time,  at  leaft,  to  work 
Loui/a's  Purpofe. 

O/w.  I'll  only  fetch  a  few  Jewels ;  a  fure  Relief  in 
Time  of  Nted.  [Goes  to  the  Door,  jlarts,  and  runs  back. 
Undone  for  ever  !  my  Father  is  coming  up  ! 

.Sir  John.  Mifchievous  Accident! — What  (hall  we  do? 

Humph  :  (Paufes.)  I  have  it—Run  you  to  your  Chamber, 

my  Angel,  and  when  you  hear  a  Noife,  come  forth,   and 

wonder.  \Exit  Olivia,  Sir  John  lies  down  on  a  Coucb% 

and  pulls  his  Hat  wtr  his  E)(S. 

Enter  Sir  Philip. 

Sir  John.  Thus  to  be  circled,  thus  to  be  embrac'd  !  Oh  ! 
that  I  could  hold  thee  for  ever ! 

Sir  Philip.  Ha !  What's  this  of  embracing  and  holding 
for  ever  ? 

Sir  John.  The  Curtain's  drawn,  and  fee !  She's  here 
again !  Sir 
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Sir  Phil.  She's  here !— Who's  here  ?  What  is  the  Mean- 
ing  of  this  ? 

Sir  John.  Jocajla!  Ha  !  What  fall'n  afleep  fo  foon  ? 

Sir  Philip.  Jccajla  !  Who  is  Jocafta  ?  What  in  the 
Name  of  Vengeance  have  we  here  ? 

Sir  John.   How  fares  my  Love  ? 

Sir  Phil.  Nay,  who  the  Devil  knows  ? 

S\fjohn.  Ha !  Lightening  blaft  me  !  Thunder  rivet  me 
for  ever  to  Prometheus'  Rock,  and  Vultures  gnaw  out  my 
inceftuous  Heart  1 

Sir  Phil.  With  all  my  Soul. 

Sir  John.  By  all  the  Gods,  it  is  my  Mother  Meropei 

Sir  Phil:  Mercfe!  Who,  in  the  Devil's  Name,  is  (he  ? 
Quns !  Where  are  all  my  Rafcals  ?  Now  will  I  be  hang'd 
ff  here  isn't  a  Pack  of  Stroller's  got  into  my  Houfe.  Why, 
Rogues  \  Villains !  Where  are  you  all  ?  Who  have  you 
let  in,  Rafcals  ?  [Enter  t<wo  or  three  Servants. 

ift  Ser<v.  We  let  in  Nobody,  Sir,  not  we. 

Sir  John.  My  Sword. — A  Dagger. — Ha!  who  waits 
there  ? 

Sir  Phil.  Go  look  ! 

2d  Serv.  O  Lord !  No-body,  no-body  at  all,  Sir.  Fly, 
Matter,  fly  !  It  is  a  Madman,  to  be  fure  ! 

ift  Serv.  Come  away,  Sir,  come  away  !j  He'll  certainly 
kill  us.  [Exeunt  Servants* 

Sir  Phil.  The  Devil  go  with  you  all. 

Sir  John.  (Rtfing.)  Moft  triumphant  Mifchief ! 

And  now,  whilft  thus  I  flalk  about  the  Room, 
I  challenge  Fate  to  find  another  Wretch 
Like  Oedipus  ! 

Sir  Phil.  Oedipus !  Juft  as  I  thought ;  Strollers  !  neither 
better  nor  worle.  But  how  the  Devil  they  got  into  my 
Houfe,  that's  the  Queiiio  ? 

Sir  JohS.    Horror  !    Death  \    Confufion  !    Hell !  'and 

Buries  ? 
Where  am  I  ? 

Sir-Ptif.  Where  you  fhan't  be  long,  I  promife  you.-Ouns., 
'tis  that  beggarly  Badge  of  Quality,  Sir  John  Frteman  i 

Sir  John.  Oh,   my  Joe  aft  a! 
Let  me  hold  thee  thus,  thus  to  my  Bofom, 
Ages  let  me  hold  thee  !  [Runs  and  catches  Sir  Philip 

in  his  Arms. 
Sir 
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Sir  Phil.  Murder,  Murder  !  S'Death  !  the  Rogue  will 
fqueeze  my  Guts  out. 

Enter  Olivia. 

O//*/.  Blefs  me!  What  is  the  Matter,  Sir?— Ha!  Sir 
John  ! 

Sir  Phil  How  you  ftare,  Miftrefs  I—You  did  not  know 
that  he  was  here  ! — No,  not  you. — You  was  not  to  have 
been  an  Ador  in  this  Droll,  I  warrant. 

.Qli<v.  Not  I,  indeed,  Sir.  I  heard  you  cry  out,  and 
came  to  know  the  Caufe. 

Enter  Footmen. 

I/?  Foot.  What  is  the  Matter,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Phil  I'll  tell  you,  Rafcals,  by-and-by. 

Sir  ycbn.  Gentlemen,  you  are  very  welcome  to  flay  and 
fee  the  Play  :  but  I  muft  beg  it  may  be  on  the  other  fule 
the  Houfe.  You'll  crowd  the  Scenes  fo  much,  that  the 
Aclors  can't  enter. 

Sir /W.  TheAftors!  What  Actors,  Sir?  — Ouns,  do 

you  think  I  am  to  be  droll'd  out  of  my  Daughter  ? 1 

thought  I  had  forbid  you  my  Houfe  ? 

Sir  John.  Pifh,  pifh ;  you  are  out,  Sir ;  confoundedly 
out — Hark  ye  !  did  you  ever  rehearfe  this  Part,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Phil  'S'Death  he'll  make  me  mad  !  —  I  mail  make 
my  Part  good  v/ith  you,  I  fancy.  Fetch  me  a  Confiuble. 

Sir  John.  Out  again  ! — Conitable  !  Why*,  there  is  not 
fuch  a  Word  in  the  whole  Play.  A  Conilable  !  Why,  they 
never  heard  of  fuch  a  Thing  in  Thebes! 

Oli-Tj.  Alas,  Sir  !  don't  you  perceive  his  Brain  is  turn'd  ? 

Sir  Phil  His  Brain  !  If  he  had  had  any  Brains,  he  had 
not  loft  his  Eltate. 

Sir  John.  If  I  had  had  your  Confcience,  I  mould  not. 

[Afide. 

Sir  Phil.  (Pulling  off  his  Hat.)  Sir>  will  you  be  pleas 'd 
to  walk  out  of  my  Houfe. 

Sir  John.  Look-ye,  Sir,  if  you  ftudy  your  Part  no  bet 
ter,  I'll  forfeit  you,'  by  Jupiter.— Hold,  hold,  hold  !  Ad's- 
Heart,  Madam  !  You  entered  too  foon.  —  Oh,  think  of 
fomething  to  defer  this  Marriage  but  for  a  Day. 

[4/tde  to  Olivia. 
.  Sir  Phil  What  a  Vengeance  are  you  whifpering  ?  ha  ? 

Sir  John.  Why,  was  that  your  Cue  now  ?  If  you  don't 
mind  your  Cues,  'you  can  never  make  an  Actor,  Sir- 

Here, 
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Here,  Sir !  here's  a  Woman  for  you,  who  never  trod  the 
Stage  before,  yet  I'll  be  bold  to  fay,  that  (he'll  furprize 
you.— Come  !  hold  up  your  Head,  my  D-ear — Mind  your 
Bufirtefs. — Enter  boldly,  and  when  you  Exit,  Exit — nim 
bly—Thus [Exit. 

Oliv.  I  wim  I  could  Exit  with  thee.  [AJide. 

Sir  Phil.  Stark  Mad  !  This  comes  of  flicking  to  Prin 
ciples  !  I  have  known  Principle  ftarve  Five  hundred  Fools  ; 
but  never  knew  it  feed  one  wife  Man  yet. 

OKv.  It  will  never  ftarve  you,  I'm  fure.  [dfide. 

Sir  Phil.  I'm  glad  he's  gone. Come,  come,  dry  up 

your  Tears,  and  think  of  him  no  more.     A  Coach  with 
Six  before,  and  Six  behind,  with  a  pretty  Fellow  in  the 
jniddle,  will  make  Amends  for  Beggary  and  Madnefs. 
Enter  Ned  Freeman. 

Here's  Mr.  Freeman  f  Leave  your  Sniveling,  and  mind 
your  Obedience,  I  command  you. 

Oliv.  Souls  know  no  Command,  tho*  Bodies  do. 

Ned.  I  deny  that  Pofition  !  I'm  all  yours  —  in  fill  and 
tv'ry  Part. 

.  Command  me.  Madam,  now  ;  and.  try  your  Poruu'r. 

Oli.  It  fijall  be  then,  to  fee  my.  Face  no  more.  [Exit. 

Ned.  A  very  extraordinary  Wife,  I'm  like  to  have, 
truly  ! — Very  fingular  in  her  Manners,  Faith  ! 

Sir  Phil.  Oh,  never  mind  what  a  Woman  fays  or  does 
before  Marriage.  She'll  be  gentler  after. 

Ned.  That's  doubtful ;  for  I  can't  perceive^  her  to  have 
the  leaft  Inclination  for  me. 

Sir  Phil.  Piih,  pifh ;  when  you  have  been  married  a 
Night  or  Two,  you'll  tell  me  another  Story,  Mr.  Freeman. 
—Her  Mother  was  thus  before  her* 

Ned.  I  wim  it  may  prove  fo,  Sir  Philip  : 

For  who  by  Force  the  Courted  Blifs  receives,         'It*'; 
f    Ne'er  taftes  that  Joy  the  willing  Fair- One  gives* 

||^^^ 

ACT        IV. 

SCENE   WatcW*  Houfe. 

Watchit,  folus. 

Wat.  T  T  7  A  S  ever  Man  fo  cheated,  chous'd,  and  cuck- 
Y  V    olded,  as  I  am  ?  By  a  Prieit  too,  a  Pox  of  his 

Sanctity ! 


^ARTIFICE.         335 

Sanflity !  Well,  this  was  an  admirable  Contrivance.  Little 
did  fhe  think  who  was  her  Ghoftly  Father.  Ah!  the 
Wickednefs  of  this  Age  !  Ah  !  Tim  I  Tim.  Watckit  !  all 
thy  Care  is  vain.  Zounds !  why  did  I  grope  for  what  I 
fear'd  to  find  ?  I  was  but  a  Cuckold  in  Conceit  before  I 
now  ev'ry  Fool  will  hang  his  Hat  upon  my  Horns !  Oh ; 
that  I  had  her  in  Spain  !  I'd  Spitch-cock  her,  like  an  Eel. 
—But  juft  Revenge  is  counted  Murder,  in  our  Country; 

and  a  Man  mud  be  hang'd  for  doing  himfelf  Juftice. 

The  Prieft  muft  be  a  Conjurer !  he  mud  have  fome  Charm 
to  make  me  fleep  found ;  or,  he  never  cou'd  1iave  come 
to  Bed,  and  1  not  hear  him.  Nay,  fhe  fays  ev'ry  Door 
in  the  Houfe  flies  open  as  foon  as  he  approaches. 
Thefe  are  fine  holy  Guides,  truly  ;  no  wonder  there  are  fo 
many  Female  Profelytes,  when  the  Priefts  take  fo  much 

Pains  to  convert  'em. Which  way  (hall  I  be  reveng'd 

of  this  Cuckold-making  Dog  ?  (Pau/es.J — No,  that  won't 
do.'— Ay,  it  muft  be  fo. —  [Goes  to  the  Scene,  and callt. 
Pud,  Why  Pud,  where  are  you,  Pudfey  ? 

Enter  Mrs.  Watchit. 
Mrs.  Wat.  Did  you  call,  Snub? 
Wat.  Snub  !  How  many  Names  muft  I  have,  ha  ?  Snub  ! 
Pray  who  taught  you  that  Name,  Wife  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Taught  me  !  Why,  do  you  think  I  don't 
know  how  to  put  four  Letters  together  ? 

Wat.  Ay,  the  Prieft  has  taught  her  the  Art  of  Coup 
ling  !  Pox  take  him  for't.  \AJide» 
Mrs.  Wat.  But  what  did  you  call  me  for? 
Wat.  To  tell  you  that  fome  Affairs  oblige  me  to  go  out 
of  Town  to  Night;  and  that  you  muft  not  take  it  ill,  if  I 
lock  you  into  the  Houfe,  that  Nobody  may  come  in  or  out, 
till  I  come  back. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Ay,  into  my  Chamber  if  you  pleafe ;  I  be 
gin  to  reliih  my  Confinement  very  well But  may  it  not 

be  dangerous  to  travel  fo  late  ? 

Wat.  For  her  Ghoftly  Father,  it  may,  if  I  catch  him. 
(Afde.)  No,  no,  not  at  all.  Go,  get  you  to  your  Cham 
ber,  Pud,  I'll  follow  you;  perhaps  I  may  take  a  Nap  be- 

fore  I  go. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  wifli  it  might  be  your  laft. Lucy  mail 

give  Mr.  Freeman  Notice  of  this  lucky  Opportunity.  U/Ur. 
Well,  as  you  pleafe,  Souk  :  I'm  all  Obedience.        [I**. 

n  at. 


336        fbe   A  R  T  I  F  I  C  E. 

Wat.  If  you  were,  Snub,  I  mould  be  too  happy.  Ah! 
She  is  a  delicious  Bit !  a  tempting  Morfel.  Ah  !  thefe 
Priefls !  thefe  pamper' d  Priefts !  What  would  become  of 
good  old  Engtijh  Property,  had  they  once  Footing  here  a- 
gain  ?  S'death,  what  had  I  to  do  with  Beauty  ?  WliatBu- 
Sinefs  had  I  for  a  Wife,  a  handfome  Wife  ?  Of  all  Men 
living,  I'm  the  moil  unqualify'd  for  a  Hulband  !  Hufbands 
fhou'd  be  kind,  fociable,  courteous,  gentle,  loving,  blind 
Animals  ?  if  they  are  fo  bewitch'd  to  pitch  on  Beauty. 
For  He  whcever  weds  a  handfome  Wife^ 
Engrafts  all  the  Plagues  of  human  Life.  [Exit. 

SCENE    changes  to  Mrs.  Heedlefs'/  Hba/e. 
She  enters  on  one  Side,  and  Fainwell  on  the  other, 

Tain.  Dud  yow  call,  forfooth, Madam  ? 

Wid.  Fy,  fy,  Jeferyj  will  you  always  be  this  flupid 
Wretch,  notwithltanding  all  the  Pains  I  take  with  you  ? 
'Is  not  Madam,  as  foon,  and  as  eafily  pronounc'd,  as 
Forfooth  ? 

Fain.  Ay,  every  whit,  d'ye  zee,  an  I  cou'd  but  hit  on't ; 
but  my  Memory  is  fhort,  and  yow  hare  a-body  20,  that 
yow  fright  it  out  of  one's  Head Madam. 

Wid,  Hare  you,  quotha !  I'm  fure  you  craze  me.  You 
behave  yourfelf  fo  awkardly  before  Strangers,  they  will 
believe,  perhaps,  that  I  don't  underfland  better.  When 
I'm  alone,  I  don't  care  :  Nay,  fometimes  your  Blunders 
conduce  to  my  Pleafure. 

Fain.  I  cou'd  find  a  way  more  conducive  to  her  Pleafure, 
if  Ihe'd  give  me  leave.  [J/Mt. 

Enter  Judith  and  Sam. 

Jud.  There's  Miftrefs ;  an  yow  mun  gi't  her  yowrzelf ; 
gi't  her,  an  yow  v/ol.  [Exit. 

Sam.  My  Mailer,  Madam,  gives  his  humble  Service  to 
you,  and  begs  the  Favour  of  an  Anfwer.  [Gives  her  a  Letter* 

Wid.  I  admire  your  Mailer  will  give  himfelf  and  me 
this  Trouble,  when  I  have  fo  often  afTur'd  him  'tis  to  no 
Purpofe.  [Opens  the  Letter,  and  looks  over  it. 

Sam.  Sure,  I  have  feen  your  Face  before,  Brother. 

Fain.  Ma-hap,  yow  may,  Friend,  and  ma-hap,  yow 
mayn't. 

Sam.  Ar'n't  you  Gkucefterfiirt  ? 

Fain.  Yes,  I  am. 1  won't  deny  my  Country.— 

Sam, 
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Sam.  Is  not  your  Name  Crumplin? 

Fain.  Ay,  marry,  is  it ;  be  mefs,  Ifhou'd  know  yo\v  too  f 

Sam.  Honefl  Jefery  Crumplin  !  I'm  glad  to  fee  thee. 

Fain.  P'fhaw  ;  I  dan't  like  this  fame  flabbering  Vafhion* 

• But,  pray,  what  may  one  call  yow  ?  I  know  you'r 

Face. Ah. — ,— 

Sam.  My  Face  !  Why  I  can't  be  alter'd  in  Six  or  Seven 
Years,  fure  !  my  Name  is  Sly  ! 

Fain.  Odd  fa'  me  !  Sam  Sly  !  gi'  me  thy  Hond,  (Shakes 
him  by  the  Hand.)  Well,  an  how  !  an  how  have  yow  done, 
Sam,  e'er  fen  we  usM  to  break  one  another's  Heads  at 
Cudgels,  ha  ?  They  told  me  you  was  gon  over  Seas.— 

Sam.  I  han't  been  in  England  above  Six  Weeks. 
'  Fain.  Say  you  zo  !  good  lack !  Well,  an  have  yow  bin 
in  Gloucefterjhire  ? 

Sam.  Yes,  I  came  from  thence  but  t'other  Day  ;  I  live 
with  Mr.  Worthy. 

Fain.  What,  Maker  Worthy,  of  #W^-Hall  ? 

Sam.  The  fame. 

Fain.  Odd,  yow  had  rare  Luck,  hark-ye,  to  light  on 
zo  brave  a  Place.  Well,  and  dud  yow  zee  our  Volk  ? 
how  do  Vather,  and  Mother,  and  Sillers  ?  Ha  ? 

Sam.  All  well,  and  briflc,  Jfffery. 

Fain.  Odd,  Matter  Worthy  is  a  main  honeft  Mon. 

Sam.  As  lives  by  Bread,  and  as  well  belov'd. 

Wid.  Ha  !  thefe  two  Fellows  are  acquainted,  I  find. 

[AJidt. 

Sam.  They  would  have  my  Mailer  fet  up  for  Parliament- 
Man. 

Fain.  I  wifli  he  were  qualify'd  for  it.  (JJiJe.)  An  he 
does  I'm  zure  he'll  crarry't :  An  Mr.  Worthy  comes  to  rule 
the  Roail,  we  mall  zee  better  Times,  I'm  perfuaded.— 

Well,  befure  I'm  huge  glad  to  zee  yow,  Sam. Where 

may  a  body  zee  yow  fome  Day  to  drink  a  Pot  to  all  our 
Friends  in  Gloucefterjhire  ?  ha  ?  I  have  zome  there,  I  be 
lieve  ;  ha  ? 

Sam.  I'll  call  on  you  fome  Evening,  an  fhew  you  where 
Hive. 

Wid.  Mr.  Worthy  writes  me  Word,  that  he  is  going  to 
Jamaica.  It  is  only  a  Pretence,  I  fuppofe.  I'll  hear  what 
his  Servant  fays,  (dfide.)  Is  your  Matter  going  to  travel, 
young  Man  ?  P 
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Sam.  Not  for  his  Pleafure,  Madam—— 

Wid.  I  did  not  fpeak  of  Pleafure  5  I  afk'd  you,  if  he  is 
going  abroad  ? 

Sam.  It  is  in  your  Power  to  flop  him,  I  believe,  if  he  is. 
Madam. 

Wid.  Still  foreign  to  my  Queftion !  Can't  you  anfvver 
direftly,  Friend? 

Sam.  That  depends  fo  intirely  upon    your  Ladyfhip, 

that  it  is  irapoflible  to  anfvver  you  directly. 1  know  he 

has  an  Uncle  dead  in  Jamaica^  that  has  left  him  Forty 
Thoufand  Pounds ;  but  I  alfo  know,  he  is  fo  much  in  love 
with  your  Ladyfhip,  that  he  does  not  care  Forty  Shillings 
for't. 

Wid.  The  Fellow's  mad !  Not  care  for  Forty  Thoufand 
Pounds  ?  Why,  the  fourth  Part  on't  wou'd  purchafe  a 
Barony. 

Fain.  If  I  had  the  fixth  Part  of  it,  I'm  fure  thou  fhou'dft 
never  purchafe  me.  (Aftde.)  What!  is  that  zame  Uncle 
dead,  that  came  over  once  with  a  huge  fight  o'  Blacka 
moors  at's  Tail  ? 

Sam.  Ay,  ay,  Jeffery  !  he's  dead. 

Fain.  Is  he  zo  ?  He  was  mainly  rich,  chu'd  zeem  ? 

Wid.  You  are  mainly  impertinent,  chu'd  feem 

Pray  afk  your  Country-man  here>  if  be  puts  in  his  Verdict, 
when  his  Matter  is  talking  ?  — Pray  tell  Mr.  Worthy,  that 
I  fhall  be  at  home  this  Evening  ;  and  he  may,  if  he  pleads, 
give  me  the  Opportunity  of  wiming  him  a  good  Voyage,-— 

Fain.  To  the  Ifland  of  Matrimony,  or  I  mail  make  but 
a  broken  Voyage  of  it.  [Afide. 

Sam.  I  fhall  inform  him,  Madam.  [Exit. 

Wid.  How  came  you  to  know  this  Gentleman,  Jeffery  ? 

Fain.  Who,  Matter  Worthy  ?  Why,  every  Body  knows 
him  in  Glouceflerjkire;  Vather  has  vvork'd  for  him,  and  the 
old  'Squire,  thefe  twenty  Year  chu'd  zeem.  He's  a  fine 
Man,  and  has  no  more  Pride  in  him,  than  I  have.  He 
keeps  a  topping  H'-ufe.  ~—  He  has  humming  March  Beer, 
and  deadly  ftrong  Cyder ;  there's  rare  Doings  at  Cur/mas, 

Wid.  What  Doirgs  ? 

Fain.  Why,  he  keeps  open  Houfe  for  all  Comers. 

Wid.  He  ought  to  be  very  rich ;  whofe  Oeconomy  is  fo 
profufe. 

.    fain.  Rich,  Quotha ! "  Nouns,  he  knows  no  End  of  his 

Means ; 
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Means  ;  he  has  a  mort  of  Land  !  I  ha*  feen  a  Hundred  a* 
Dinner  in  the  great  Hall,  one  Plough-Monday ;  all  his  own 
Tenants ;  and  Mailer  was  fo  familiar  and  fo  fnerry  wi'  'em, 
and  made  'em  fo  drunk  !  Lord,  What  Work  was  there !  — 

Wid.  It  was  a  beaftly  Pleafure;  and  no  Sign  of  his  Fru 
gality,  whatever  it  may  be  of  his  good  Nature. 

Fain.  Ah  !  he  is  the  fweeteft  natur'd  Man  in  the  World. 
Nobody  ever  faw  him  out  of  Humour,  that  ever  I  could 
hear  on :  His  Vather,  indeed,  wou'd  bawl  and  make  a 
Noife,  chu'd  zeem  ;  but  as  for  thick  fame  Gentleman,  he's 
quite  another  Thing ;  he  is  fo  good  to  the  Poor,  and  fo 
loving  to  his  Neighbours  ;  that  there's  not  a  Man  twenty 
Miles  round  him,  but  would  run  thro'  Fire  and  Water  for 

him. He  is  counted  a  main  wife  Man  too  ;  he  makes 

no  more  of  a  Lawyer,  or  a  JuiUce  of  the  Peace,  than, 

than,  than,  yow  do  of  me,  Madam. Nay,  it's  thought 

by  zome  Volk,  that  he  is  fo  deep  learned,  than  an  he 
wou'd,  he  cou'd  puzzle,  even  the  Parfon  o'  the  Parilh. 

Wid.  That  may  be  ;  and  he  no  Conjurer  neither.  He 
(hall  know  what  a  Favourite  he  is  of  yours. 

Fain.  That  he  knows  already.  [AJiJe. 

Wid.  You  feem  to  know  him  perfectly  well. 

Fain.  I  vvim  you  knew  him  as  well — Madam  ! 

Wid.  It  is  pity  he  is  not  a  Man  of  Quality  ;  thefe  Quali 
fications,  tho'  I  confefs  they  are  very  bright  ones,  fignify 
nothing  without  a  Title,  Jeffery  ! 

Fain.  I'm  fure  thy  Vanity  will  never  intide  thee  to  the 
Heart  of  any  Man  of  Senfe.  [^- 

Wid.  Go,  get  me  fome  Tea. 

"Fain.  Did  I  not  hope  to  command  in  my  Turn;  I 
fhou'd  not  obey  fo  readily.  *  [Exit. 

Enter  Judith. 

Jud.  There's  a  Lady  below,  that  want's  yow,  ffiefay, 
——Madam. 

Wid.  Bring  her  up. This  muft  be  the  Lady,  Sir 

John  mention'd. 

Enter  Louifa,  v»tb  a  Letter. 

Lou.  'Tis  from  Olivia,  Madam. 

[Gives  her  the  Letter,  jhe  opens  it,  and  reads. 

Wid.  You  are  welcome,  Madam I'll  wait.on  you  i to 

that  Apartment  my  Coufin  mentions.  It  is  iropoflible  Mr. 
Freeman  fhould  know  it  to  be  any  part  of  my  Houfe,  when 

P    2  fcC 
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he  is  brought  in  by  the  Back-door ;  your  own  Servants 
muft  attend ;  I'll  give  Orders  that  none  of  mine  are  feen 
on  that  Side  of  the  Houfe. 

Lou.  I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you,  Madam.  I  have 
fent  a  Letter  to  Mr.  Freeman,  and  expect  his  Return  every 
Moment. I'll  wait  on  you,  Madam. 

Wid.  Be  pleas'd  to  walk  this  Way.  \Exeunt* 

SCENE  draws,  Louifa  coming  forwards,  meets  Flora. 
Lou.  Is  Frederick  come  back,  Flora  ? 
Flor.  Yaw,  ye  Vrow,  an  he  heb  dat  Letter  gi  brought. 
[Gives  her  a  Letter.         Exit  Flora. 
Lou.  What  Pleafure  once  thefe  Letters  gave  me  ! 
And  with  what  Eagernefs  I  broke  the  Seals  ! 
Then  kifs'd  and  dwelt  upon  each  poifon'd,  pleafing  Vow  I 
And  thought  the  Perjury  all  faithful  Love. 

. But  now  ! 

I  fear  to  read;  fo  much  his  Stile  is  alter'd ! 

[Opens  the  Letter,  and  reads. 
MADAM, 

If  AM.  not  more  fur pris£ d  to  bear  you  are  in  England,  than 
that  you  fo  earnejlly  defer e  to  fee  me  before  I  am  married. 
& ut  fence  you  promife  it  Jhall  be  the  laft  Trouble  you' II  give  me 
°f  this  Kind,  I  defegn  to  oblige  and  wait  on  you  immediately, 
to  know  your  important  Bufenefs.  If  it  be  to  upbraid  me  with 
Paft  Condutt,  you  muft  expett  but  afhort  Vifet,  from 

•.  U*       Your  humble  Servant,     FREEMAN. 

Lou.  Perfidious  Man  ;  well  may'ft  thou  not  Hay, 
To  hear  thofe  folemn  Vows  repeated 
Which  thou  didft  make  fo  falfely. 
Enter  Flora. 

Flcra.  Here  bin  Minheer  Freeman,  ye  Vrow. 

Lou.  Shew  him  up.  [Exit  Flora. 

Oh,  my  Heart! Lie  dill,  thou  Flutterer! 

And  aid  me  all  the  cunning  Courage  of  my  Sex  ! 
Enter  Freeman.      S.alutes  her. 

Lou.  That  cold  Salute,  is  not  like  my  Freeman. 
You  was  not  wont  to  kifs  me  thus ! 

Ned.  Faith,  Madam,  I  keep  no  Journal  of  my  Pleafures ; 
fo  can't  recollect  how  I  us'd  to  behave  myfelf.  [walks  about. 

.  Lou.  With  what  Indifference  he  regards  me  ! 
Hold  in  Refentment.  \Afifa          * 
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Ned.  Pray,  Madam,  what  brought  you  to  England? 

Lou.  Do  you  afk?  Why  I  follow  where  you  lead  me. 
Where  mould  I  be,  but  where  my  Huftand  is  ? 

Ned.  Hold,  hold You'll  fpoil  my  Marriage 1 

Huiband  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Don't  you  rave,  Child  ! 

Lou.  Have  you  forgot  the  Promifes  you  made  me  ? 

Ned.  No,  nor  what  you  gave  me  in  Return,  neither, 
my  Dear. 

Lou.  Did  not  you  love  me,  Freeman  ? 

Ned.  Did  not  I  give  thee  Proofs  of  it  ?  How  does  my 
Boy  do  ?  Ha  !  I  think  you  muft  lend  him  me  for  a  Pat 
tern.  You  have  heard  I  am  going  to  be  married,  I  find. 

Lou.  Yes — I've  heard  fuch  a  News,  but  cannot  think  it 
true.  [Weeps. 

Ned.  I  can't  help  that.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  if  you  are  at 
that  Sport,  good  bye  t'ye.  [Going,  fie  flops  him. 

Lou.  You  mall  not  go. 

Ned.  Indeed  but  I  fhall,  Madam— —Pifh  !  prithee  fhe\v 
me  none  of  your  Tragedy-Airs.  Let  go  my  Coat.  You 
know,  I  hate  to  fee  Women  cry.  To  what  purpofe  are 
thefe  Tear,s  ?— I  thought  I  gave  you  a  Caution  of  it  in 
my  Letter.  [Struggles  to  get  from  her. 

Lou.  O  do  not  flruggle  to  be  gone,  but  hear  me  ;  my 
Tears  will  fall,  but  I'll  ftrive  to  fupprefs  'em. 

Ned.  Do  fo  ;  for  if  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to  me, 
you  muft  deliver  it  in  a  more  entertaining  Manner,  or  I'm 

your  humble  Servant.     Again!  Humph! 1  imagin'd 

how  'twould  be 'S'Death  !  what  a  Fool  was  I  to  come  t 

I  hate  Upbraidings  of  this  Nature. 

Lou.  I  fent  not  for  you  to  upbraid  you. 
I  fee  too  well  I've  loft  your  Heart. 
May  me  be  happy  who  enjoys  it  now. 
Yet  fure  your  Pity's  not  extinguifhed  too. 
Not  for  my  Sake,  but  for  your  Child's,  I  hope  it  j 
Who,  if  you  relieve  him  not,  muft  perifh. 
My  Father,  fome  three  Weeks  ago,  expir'd, 
And  left  me  but  a  Shilling  to  fupport  me. 
No  Friend  have  we  on  Earth  if  you  are  not  one. 

Ned.  Well !  and  could  not  you  have  told  me  this  with 
out  whimpering  ?— Pox  o'the  old   Dog!    A  Shilling  !-~ 
What  a  Duce  lhall  I  do  with  this  Heifer  and  her  Calf  now  ! 
She  comes  very  unlucky  too  at  this  Time.  If  Olivia  Aould 
P3  hear 
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hear  of  her,  my  Bufmefs  will  be  done  there,  (dfide.)  Send 
out  your  Maid,  Louifa. 

Lou.  Leave  the  Room  ;  but  when  I  call,  do  as  I  direft- 
C<1.  (4fide.)  Exit  Flora. 

Ned, (Sitting  down.)  What  do  you  pay  for  thefe  Lodgings? 

Lou.  The  People  are  related  to  a  Friend  of  mine  in  Hol 
land,  from  whom  I  brought  a  Letter.  I  believe  they  let  no 
Lodgings.  I  would  not  willingly  trefpafs  long  upon  them. 

Ned.  Well,  my  Servant  mall  take  Lodgings  for  you. 
(Pulls  far  on  his  Knee,  and  kiffes  her.)  You  foolifh  Girl  you, 
to  blubber  and  fpoil  your  Face  at  this  Rate,  when  you  have 
nothing  elfe  to  truft  to  !  (He  wipes  her  Eyes.)  —  So,  there  ! 
Kifs  me  again,  you  Chit,  you. — I'll  take  Care  of  you.  I 
have  a  Man  in  my  Eye ;  a  Lord  too,  that  is  very  fond 
too,  of  your  Country-women. 

Lou.  What  means  my  Deareft.  [Pjfes. 

Ned.  To  get  thee  a  good  Settlement.  A  Lord's  Miilrefs 
lives  as  great  as  his  Wife,  and  is  as  much  refpecled  in  our 
Country.— -And  thou  fi.ialt  be  initiated,  according  to 
Cuftom. 

Lou.  Monftrous,  filthy  Cuftom  ! 
Indeed,  my  Freeman^  I'll  be  only  thine  : 
For  after  thee,  I  ne'er  can  love  another. 

Ned.  Pifh,  pifti  ;  yes,  yes,  a  Hundred,  I  warrant  thee.— 

Lou.  Unkind,  and  cruel ! Can  I  love » 

Ned.  Well,  well,  as  to  Love,  that's  not  effential  to  a 
Miilrefs :  Provided  the  Gallant  has  your  Perfon,  you  may 
difpofe  as  you  think  fit  of  your  Inclination. 

Lou.  Sometimes  to  fee  my  Freeman's  all  I  wifii. 

Ned.  Well,  welj,  you  (hall  fee  me;  but  we  muft  manage 
that  Point  with  Prudence  :  There  muft  be  a  Decorum  obfer- 
ved  at  home.  For  if  it. mould  reach  my  Wife's  Ear,  it  wound 
prevent  my  feeing  you  at  all — Ah,  Louifa  !  I  wiih  the  La 
dy  I'm  to  marry,  lov'd  me  as  well  as  thou  doft. 

Lou,  \  hope  me  does. 

Ned.  No,  faith,  (he  fays  me  hates  me;  fo  that,  for  ought 
I  know,  thou'rt  in  a  fair  Way  to  be  revenged  of  me. 

Lou.  I  wiih  it  not,  nor  would  I  feek  Revenge  on  thee, 
more 'than  on  my  own  Heart.  —  Flora  !  (Goes  to  the  Scene, 

and  calls.) — —You  muft  drink  fomething  with  me. 

Enter  Flora,  with  two  GlcJJes  of  Wine  on  a  Safoer. 

Lou.  Come,  here's  to  your  future  Happinefs  ! 

AW. 


fbc    ARTIFICE.         343 

Net/.  I'll  pledge  that  generous  Toad,  and  kifs  thee  for't. 

• Why  this  is  as  it  mould  be  now.  (Kffis  her.}  If  Wo- 

men  underitood  their  own  Intercft,  they'd  find  us  lefs  pre 
pared  to  refift  the  Force  of  their  good  Humour,  than  all 
the  Artillery  of  Tears  and  Ranting  I—  Egad  !  methinks 
thou  art  as  handfome  now,  as  when  I  firft  enjoy'd  thee  : 

Lips  as  foft,  and   paining  Bread  as  hard  as  ever! Oh, 

you  are  a  tempting  Baggage  ;  (embracing  &rj— What  if 
we  fhould  try  to  get  a  Girl  to  our  Hoy,  Louija  ? 

Lou.  What !  Sin  a-new,  e'er  we  have  repented  of  the  pall  ? 

Ned.  Sin,  you  filly  Jade  !  Come,  come,  we'll  repent  once 
for  all,  my  Dear.  {Pulling  her. 

Lou,  It  muft  be  quickly  then Or  Life  will  be  too 

Ihort  to  do  it ! 

AWL  What fay'ft  thou? 

Lou.  Forgive  me,  Freeman  !  thou  art  poifoncd. 

[Fa!h  01  her  Knea. 

Ned.  Ha  !—  Dye  thou  thsn,  from  whofe  Hand  I  took 
It  •  [Draws  and  runs  at  Flora. 

Flora.  (Shrieking.}  Ha  !  ick  hab  nit  datgedan, Mynheer. 
[Louiia  ri/cs,  and  runs  between  the  Maid  and  him. 

Lou.  O  fpare  the  Maid,  who  acted  by  my  Order, 
And  turn  the  Point  on  me  the  fole  Aggreflbr. 
I  had  no  other  Way  to  keep  thee  mine. 

Ned.  Am  I  then  caught!  poifon'd ! — What!  Die  the 
Death  of  Rats ! — Confufion  !  Murdered  by  my  Whore  ! 

Lou.  No,  I'm  thy  Wife,  thou  vile  Detractor ! 
Thou  wou'dft  have  made  me  that  detefted  Thing  !  • 

Shame  on  thy  Project  to  expofe  thy  Wife  ! 

Ned.  Wife  !  Name  that  no  more,  I  charge  thee, 
Left  I  forget  thy  Sex,  and  fpurn  thee  from  me ! 

Loa.  Not  name  it  ?  Yes,  I  will,  whilil  living,  name  it. 
Call  Heaven  to  Mind,  who  witnefs'd  to  your  Vows ; 
By  whom  you  fwore  when  firit  our  Faiths  were  plighted. 
It  was  by  yon  All- feeing  Power  above, 
At  whofe  Tribunal  we  mall  foon  appear. 
Death  fummons  now  our  trembling  Souls  to  Trial  ; 
Stript  of  Excufes,  Cuftom,  and  Evafion ; 
This  guilty  Deed  of  mine  will  fall  to  thee. 
There,  there,  our  Marriage  Con  tract  is  recorded! 
There  is  a  Judge  from  whom  you  can't  appeal : 

P  4  Your 
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YOU*  Jary  cai/t  be  brjl^d  to  fat  you; 
Year  ta&k*  Wjtadi  i*  yew  brdtift  Vow*  ! 

Nut.  MeMwkf  toW<^j^Ife 
And  mw*  ihau  em,  now  1  wifli  to  ]jy< 

thy  Fa^li,  atn<j  call  Phyfoiaa*  bid**, 
,  CaH  i>*jf  kind  Phfojjw  of  tbf 

Trejn  Ait, 
«    oHoft  b  top 

AW,  TUrw  1  5e*vf/>     ive  Mercf  da  wy  &wiL      [AW/, 
iwy  Z-^/Ar  /  caujfl  t}i(w  fwtdve  81*  ? 


itfeJf  brM^  iJm  Ar^«lS  Fwm  ? 
CaJJ't  »9t  Krvw^r,  i>ut  Love,—'  Br  Wiu**f», 


J 

<;f  Plenfwti,  ih*n  other  lube 
i|^b€fl  flc^tiflf  Llfe^  wJmJi  J 
iw  to  Fume  I  tt;tfJ4  rwH  live  ihy 
y  ««1 
Ofcf  <// 

;vV^/,  'J  }>c  Pdibu  w&rk»  !  J  fed  h  u^>  in  mine  ! 
UJ)  !  ^)Jv)4  1  live  to  m»ki  t>i«e  &uitf*&k>n,  — 
/>w,  An4  wmt'Jfl  tk<>tf  <Jg  it  f  wou'dft  thou  mtrry  me  / 

A*  wiJJittgty  45  J  cU  ever  protnifc  ther, 
/,  My  >jfc»u)  Mrviv?!>  an  thy  r<rtttr»i«g  Virtue, 
to  U-jw  the  Mavis  of  df«p  D^ipair 
Mow,  tww,  J  tlo  rrfx?ttt  th«  o«fpirrat«  Deed, 
A»)d  v/<rt*  my  F'eemurf*  Life  »  jon^r 
J  fluyujij  liavc  t/od  tlir  I'aiilij  of  Utath 
Jiut  'twill  not  l>g  !—  -A  few 
Wu  |>yij>  OiaJJ  be  uo  J»wc  J 

A^  Oh!  SlwckefNatttre!  Bitt«fti«(>of  TJwc^ht! 
O!  whiter  fttti  1  gw»tf  ?—  —  —  — 
J^iU  I  Ut  dM  b^  lUft  becalJM  ! 
A»4  fti«  nwft  fit  ft  lawyer  u^  bt;  frnt  for, 
iMMdUM  J  mil  |4J|||  bflBIM  I 

A,-;  AJNudbi  WoSi 


4fl  ft  tfrntge  Dilbrd«r  in  my 
My  H^ftft  Wfttt  M  too,  »n4  my  Spirit* 
l*>i%  Bkw4  r«n>  fwifiJy  tW  *«y 
:Ut  to  mftN  tJif  lift  tUt/«it  ofUf€  i 
/.«*j/*  I  wou'U  I  hud  nwrbd  th««*—  /  •'-<• 
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Li*.  Do  it  now.     'Twill  wipe  off  many  Sins  from  the*. 
When  we  appear  in  t'other  World  together——^ 
The  virtuous  Aft  may  plead  my  Pardon  too, 
Ir'thou  canlt  but  forgive  the  Rafhnefs  of  my  Love. 
Again,  upon  my  Knees  I  afk  it. 

Neet.  As  willingly  as  I  would  be  forgiven. 
A  fudden  Faintnefs  feizes  me  all  over : 
I  will  be  thine,  if  Life  will  lait  fo  long. 

Lou.  Bleit  Sound  ! Come  lean  on  me. 

I'll  lead  thee  to  my  Bed. 

Where  \ve  will  reit,  and  wait  the  holy  Man. 

The  Bridal  Bed,  from  whenct  ive  both/£«i//  ri/t, 

Di/HiVd  of  Scitndaly  to  JubfteLntial  Joys. 

SCENE  tkoftges  to  Watchit  V 
Mrs.  Watchit  in  a  Nigit-drefs  en  a  Couch. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  wonder  what  carries  my  Hulband  out  of 
Town  (o  late  !  But  no  Matter,  is  gives  mean  Opportunity 
to  fee  Freeman,  who  1  know  will  be  here  as  foon  as 
has  given  the  Signal. — Ha!  fure  I  heard  the  Door  go. 
Enttr  Watchit. 

Wat.  1  have  unluckily  forgot  my  Powder-horn  ;  and  how 
I  fhall  find  it  in  the  Dark,  1  can't  tell — I  don't  care  to  dit- 
tui  b  the  Family  for  a  Candle. 

Mrs.  Wat.  He  is  here  already — Oh,  the  dear  impatient 
Man  !  — Blefs  me,  Lmy,  why  did  you  let  him  come  16 
foon  ?  I  don't  think  your  Mailer  is  got  out  of  the  Street  yet. 

Wat.  How's  this  ?  [4*tt. 

Mrs.  Wat.  And  if  he  ihould  take  it  in  his  Head  to  come 
back,  I  ihould  be  terrible  frighted. 

Wat.  Ounds!  I'm  Thunder-ihuck !  this  Dog  of  a  Fry- 
tr  is  here  already  !  and  of  L*ys  bringing.  Oh !  the  Jade  ! 
Ad's-heai  t !  I  might  have  waited  without  Doors  'till 
Dooms  -day. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Diftrattion !  What  have  I  faid  ?  —  It  is  my 
Hufband's  Voice  ;  what  will  become  of  me  now  ?  [,#u*r. 

Wat.  Here  needs  no  Conjuration.  My  Turtle  kern* 
willing  enough  to  coo  with  him  ;  and  is  only  afraid  I 
Ihould  return  to  fpoil  the  Sport.  Oh  the  Strummt !  But 
let  me  hear  what  this  Rogue  anfwers.  >VUich  \W  will 
jhe  get  off  now,  I  wonder?  [yfndr. 

Mrs.  Wat.  1  have  no  Pretence  to  get  off,  but  by  going 
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on.  (Afide.)  Well,  Lucy  tells  me  you  are  themoft  dextrous 
Fellow  at  this  Bufmefs. , 

Wat.  Bufmefs!  What  are  they  come  to  Bufmefs,  al 
ready?  . 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  know  not  why;  but  methinks,  I'm  half 
afraid  to  venture  on  a  Stranger. 

Wat.  A  Stranger?  What,  then  this  is  a  new  Rogue  ? — 
Ounds  !  I  mail  be  cuckolded  by  Church  and  State. 

Mrs.  Wat.  How  now  !  What  do  you  mean  ?  You  won't 
come  to  Bed  to  me,  fure  ? 

Wat.  You'll. take  it  very  ill  if  he  don't Ounds,  I 

han't  Patience  to  hear  it  out. 

Mrs.  Wat.  O  Gemini !  What  do  you  do  ? How 

dare  you  be  fo  rude  ? 

Wat.  There's  a  Queftion  to  afk  a  Man  that  me  has 
brought  into  her  Bed-chamber. 

Mrs.  Wat.  If  my  Huiband  mould  come. 

Wat.  As  he  really  is 

Mrs.  Wat.  If  he  mould  catch  you 

Wat.  As  he  moil  furely  will Thou  Sorcerefs. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Nay,  nay  ;  indeed,  and  indeed,  but  I  won't. 

Wat.  Indeed,  and  indeed,  but  you  will. This  is  a 

thorough-pac'd  Cuckold-making  Dog ! How  foftly  the 

Villain  whifpers !  — I  can't  hear  one  Word  he  fays/ 
.   Mrs.  Wat.  What  gave  you  the  Affurance  to  imagine  I'd 
cuckold  my  Huiband,  who  is  the  beft  of  Huibands  ? 
.  Wat.  That's  a  Lye. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Let  me  go,  will  you  2  I  proteft  I'll  cry  out. 

Wat.  That's  another  Lye. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Nay ;  Lord  !  Pifh  ;  don't— Fy  f— What  do 
you  do  ?  [Speaks  as  ifjhe  was  Jiruggling  ivith  fomebody. 

Wat.  'S'Death  !  I  mail  ftand  and  hear  my felf  cuckolded! 
—A  Light !  a  Light,  there  !  Thieves,  Thieves !  A  Light, 
a  Light  1 [She  ri/es  hajtily.  He  fulls  out  a  Pijhl. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Ah,  Heavens !  What  Noife  is  that  ?  Why 
Lucy,  Lucy!  Thieves,  Thieves!  A  Light,  a  Light !  (She 
gropes  about,  and  lays  hold  on  his  Pijlol.)  Thieves  ! — Ah,  a 
Pifiol !  Murder,  Murder !  Oh  fave  my  Life,  and  I'll  lead 
you  to  all  the  Money,  Plate,  and  Jewels  in  the  Houfe. 
Oh,  oh,  oh^ 

Enter  Lucy  •with  a  Light. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Mumps  !  Oh,  fave  me,  fave  me  ! 
[F/its  afaut  bis 
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Wat.  Off,  thou  foul  Adultrefs  f  Don't  think  to  fmuggle 
me,  'till  your  leud  Paramour  efcapes. 

[Snatches  the  Candle  >  and  look  $  about. 
Lucy,  Blefs  me,  Madam  !  Mafler  looks  as  if  he  would 
eat  a-body  !  What  was  all  this  Outcry  for? 

Mrs.  Wat.  I'll  tell  you  anon.  [JJMe  to  Lucy. 

Wat.  Where  have  you  hid  this  Rogue  of  your  providing, 
HufTey?  Ha? 

Lucy.  Of  my  providing  ?  what  do  you  mean,  Sir? 
Mrs.  Wat.    Nay,  nay,  don't  ftand  prating  ;  but  call  up 

the  Servants  to  affift  your  Matter. Don't,  dear  Mr/**//, 

don't  be  too  venturefome.     The  Thieves  have  Piltols,  jind 
may  kill  thee. 

Wat.  May  they  fo  !  A  Pox  o'  your  Sneer — Now  does 
me  look  as  if  me  knew  not  a  Word  of  the  Matter. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  hope  to  prevent  your  knowing  one  Word 
of  the  Matter,  that's  my  Comfort.  [Afide. 

Lucy.  Why,  what  mould  me  know,  Sir  ? 
Wat.   Go  look,  Mrs.  Pander. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I'm  fure,  I  know  nothing,  but  that  I  wa» 
wak'd  with  the  Cry  of  Thieves,  Thieves !  If  it  was  a 
falfe  Alarm,  fo  much  the  better  :  It  did  me  Service,  how 
ever,  for  it  wak'd  me  out  of  a  Dream,  that  frighted  me 
as  bad  as  the  Noife  did. 

Wat.  A  Dream  !  Why,  what  was  you  dreaming  on^ 
pray  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Why,  methought  Lucy  had  brought  me  a 
Corn-cutter,  a  great,  fat,  clumfey,  black  Fellow;  but  the 
moft  dextrous  Fellow  in  the  World,  flie  told  me,  at  that 
Bufinefs. 

Wat.  (Afede.)  Ha!  I  remember  dextrous  was  one  of 
the  Words  me  fpoke.  Perhaps  it  might  be  nothing  but  a 
Dream. 

Mrs.  Wat.  And  the  impudent  ugly  Villain,  methought, 
would  have  come  to  bed  to  me.  I  was  ftruggling  with 
him  in  ray  Sleep,  and  vowed  I'd  cry  out  juft  as  the  Noife 
wak'd  me. 

Wat.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  Pud!  And  was  all  this  fpl utter  about 

a  Corn-cutter? Why  then,  to  tell  thee  the  Truth, 

thou  didft  cry  out,  and  1  thinking  Thieves  were  got  into 
the  Houfe,  cry'd  out  too ;  for  I  never  dream't  of  thy  talk- 

ing  in  thy  Sleep,  Child. 1  don't  remember  ever  to 

have  heard  thee  before.  P  6 
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Lucy.  So  have  I,  an  hundred  Times  ;  but  you  fnore  fo 
loud,  that  nobody's  Noife  can  be  heard  but  your  own. 

This  Corn-cutter  has  put  the  Corn-maker  out  of  his 

Head.  I  fmell  the  Plot  already.  [Afide. 

Mrs.  Wat.  (Afide.)  It  takes,  as  I  could  wifli But 

where  was  Freeman,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  Gone  out,  Madam.  \Afide. 

Mrs.  Wat.  (Afide.)  'Twas  lucky  that  he  was Ah! 

Mumps  !  I  know  what  you  thought. 

Lucy.  Ay,  Madam,  he  thought  you  had  got  a  Gallant 
through  the  Key-hole.  Had  I  a  Hufband  of  Matter's 
Temper,  I'd  fit  him,  I  warrant  him.  He  mould  not  be 
jealous  of  me  for  nothing. 

Wat.  That  I  dare  fwear. 

Lucy.  As  you  are  of  my  Lady.  She  has  a  comfortable 
Life,  has  fhe  not  ?  To  have  you  vez  and  teaze,  and  break 
her  Reft  for  nothing. 

Wat.  Take  care  I  don't  break  your  Head  for  fomething. 

Lucy.  I  care  not  if  you  do.  I  will  fpeak.  You  could 

not  ufe  my  Lady  worfe,  if  flie  had  cuckolded  you. 

You  are  like  fome  litigious  Farmers,  who  pound  their 
Neighbours  Cattle  for  a  Trefpafs,  tho'  they  have  more 
Ground  than  they  can  ftock  themfelves. 

Wat.  HuiTey !  You  have  Stock  for  the  whole  Parifh  ! 
—Get  out  of  my  Sight,  or  I'll  break  your  Neck  down 
Stairs. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Excellent  Wench !  (Afide.)  Fy,  Lucy,  how 
you  talk  to  your  Mafier  ?  I  aflure  you  I  lliall  difcharge  you 
my  Service,  if  you  don't  behave  yourfelf  better. 

Lucy.  I  ftiall  get  another,  I  hope,  if  you  do?  Don't 
think  I'll  be  fufpeded  of  procuring  Gallants  for  you  !  Did 

he  not  alk  where  the  Rogue  was  of  my  procuring I'll 

bring  my  Action  againft  you  for  Scandal.  I  have  nothing 
but  my  Reputation  to  live  by.  Take  that  from  me,  and 
you  take  all.  If  he's  your  Hufband,  Madam,  he's  not 
mine.  \Burfls  into  Tears. 

Wat.  No,  thank  Heaven,  I  have  enough  of  one  of  you. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Leave  the  Room,  I  fay. 

Lucy.  It's  for,  for,  your  Sake— or,  or— I'd  tear  his  Eyes 
out  I  (Sobs.)  Take  away  my  Reputation  !  [Exit. 

Wat.  Oh  !  the  wondrous  Reputation  of  a  Chamber-maid  ! 

This  Slut  has  ftrangely  provok'd  me,  I  wifh  I  were 

rid  of  her.  [Ajtfa  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Wat.  (dfute.)  I  wifh  I  knew  what  brought  him 
back ;  and  if  he  intends  to  go  again. 

Wat.  (4flde-)  An  '  that  the  Hufband  of  that  charming 

Woman  mould  be  cornuted  by  a  Prieft  ! 

Mrs.  Wat.  (dfide.)  What  would  I  give  to  be  rid  of  his 
Company  ?  Yet  I  dare  not  afk  him,  how  he  defigns  to 
difpofe  of  himfelf,  for  my  Soul. 

Wat.  What  art  thou  thinking  of,  Pudfey  ? 
Mrs.  Wat.  Of  your  Unkindnefs,  Mumps !  To  pretei^ 
Bufmefs  out  of  Town,  and  leave  me  ftarving  in  Bed  by 
myfelf.     I'm  fure  if  you  lov'd  me,  you  would  not  let  Bu- 
finefs  take  you  from  my  Arms.  Indeed,  indeed,  you  would 
not,  Mumpfey.  \Jn  a  wheedling  Tone. 

Wat.  Ah  !  thofe  pretty  Pouters !  1  muft  kifs  them,  thou 
coaxing  Pug  thou  :  (Kijjes  her.)  Dolt  thou  really  love 
thine  own  Mumpy  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  Naughty  Mi<mp*  /  is  that  a  Queftion  now  ! 
Han't  I  given  you  all  the  Signs  of  it  ?  Don't  I  lie  clofe  to 
your  Back  ?  and  warm  your  Feet  every  Night  in  my  Lap  ? 
And  creep  gently  out  o'  Bed  in  the  Morning,  without 
waking  you?  Don't  I  ?  Can  you  deny  all  this,  Mumps? 

Wat.  No,  nor  I  won't  deny  it,  Pudfey.  And  I  hope 
you'll  allow  me  fome  Merit  in  my  Turn,  Pudfey. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Nay,  Mumps  t   I  fcorn  to  derogate  from  your 
Merit.     I  muft  confefs,  you  never  do  any  thing  to  break 
my  Reft,  but  when  you  are  fo  naughty  to  leave  me. 
For  then  I  do  fo  tumble,  and  tofs — and  dream — and  am  fo 

terribly  frighted — as  1  was  now,  you  know Well,  I 

proteft  you  fhan't  go  out  again  to  Night  !— If  you  do,  I 
won't  love  you  again  thefe  three  Days ;  fo  I  won't. 

[Pats  him  on  the  Cheek. 

Wat.  Thou  handfome  Creature!  Oh!  'twas  that  be 
witching  Leer,  that  fnapt  my  Heart What  has  (he  in 

her  Head  now  ?  — I  never  knew  her  in  this  wheedling  Hu 
mour,  but  fhe  had  fome  Defign.  (Jfide.)— Well,  Pudfey, 
what  is  this  begging  Face  put  on  for? 

Mrs.  Wat.  That's  a  Secret  pad  your  finding  out.  [Aft*. 
Wat.  What  can  I  do  to  pleafe  my  Pudfey  ? 
Mrs.  Wat.  E'en  very  little,  truly.  (Afdt^—l  could  tell 
you,  Mumpy  ;  but  may  be,  you  won't  do  it. 

Wat.  But  may  be  I  will  do  it.  [In  a  fond  Tone. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Won't  you  go  out  no  more  to  Night,  then  \ 
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But  fay  your  Prayers,  and  go  to  Bed,  and  fnore  like  an^ 
little  Pig  in  your  Funny's  Bofey  ? 

Wat.  (AJide.)  Humph  !  Now  is  me  afraid  of  her  ghoftly- 
Father.  She  certainly  fmokes  my  Defign  —  On  my  Confci- 
ence,  file's  in  Love  with  him  —  I  warrant,  he's  a  itrapping 
young  Dog-  —  Ounds  !  if  1  can  but  light  of  him? 

Mrs.  Wat.  What  is  he  pondering  on?  Pray  Heaven  he 
does  not  take  me  at  my  Word,  and  flay  at  Home  in  Com- 
plaifance.  (Afide.)  —  What,  won't  you  anfwer  me,  Mumps? 
.  Wat.  Why  Pudfey,  thy  Kindnefs  fo  confounds  me,  that 
I  know  not  what  to  anfwer  thee  —  I  am  loth  to  difpleafe 
thce,  and  yet  I  mud  leave  thee  inflantly. 

Mrs.  Wat.  (AJide*)  Little  does  he  think,  that  'tis  the 
onlv  Thing  he  can  do  to  pleafe  me.  I  hope  Freeman  is 
come  home  by  this  Time. 

Wat.  I  only  come  back  for  my  Powder-horn  ;  that's  all, 
Pud;  but  I'll  make  all  poffible'hafle  back,  I  will  indeed, 
Pudfey,  to  make  thee  eafy. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Or  other  wife.  (AJtde.)  Well  if  it  muft  be  fo 
(Jighmg)  I  muft  be  content,  and  make  myfelf  as  happy  as 
I  can  without  you,  Mumps.  [In  a  melancholy  Tone. 

Wat.  Ay,  ay,  I  won't  be  long  from  thee  ;  go,  prithee, 
get  me  a  Dram,  I'll  but  take  my  fbwder-horn,  and  follow 
thee  -  [Enter  Mrs.  Watchit. 

Watchit  ./&/«/. 

I  know  not  what  to  think.  Sometimes  I  think  me  lotes 
me  —  and  fometimes  I  think  me  does  not.  And  if  Father 
Domine  comes  within  the  Reach  of  my  Blunderbufs,  have 
at  him  :  If  not,  me  mall  produce  him  :  I'll  confront  her 
by  her  own  Confefiion.  If  once  I  get  him  in  my  Power, 
I'll  turn  his  own  Inquiftion  upon  him.  His  Church  ne'er 
tortur'd  Heretick,  as  I  will  him. 

/'//  teach  him  to  keep  Handmaids  of  his  own, 

And  let  his  honeft  Neighbours  Wives  alone.  [Exit. 


A    C    T      V. 

SCENE  Mrs.  Heedlefs'j  Houfe. 

Heedlefs,  Sola. 

AM  ftrangely  divided  between  Inclination  and 
Grandeur.     I  confefs,  I  like  Mr.  Worthy*  $  Perfon 

better 


fbe    A  R  T  I  F  I  C  E.         351 

better  than  my  Lord's ;  but  marry  him,  and  I  (hall  be  call'd 
plain  Mrs.  Worthy  :  Then,  where's  the  Diftinftion  between 
me  and  my  Brother's  Wife  :  And  who  in  their  Senfes 
would  part  with  twenty  thoufand  Pounds,  to  be  nothing- 
but  what  one  was  before  ?  My  Lord  can  make  me  a  Wo 
man  of  Quality,  and  intitle  me  to  treat  all  below  me  with 

Contempt.     That  carries  a  valuable  Confideration- . 

Methinks,  there  is  an  Air  in  the  very  Footman  of  a  Wo 
man  of  Quality.  He  approaches  with  fuch  profound  Sub- 

miflion  !  And  in  a  Tone  fo  foft DM  your  Ladyfitp  call, 

Madam?  Whereas,  now,  my  blundering  Rafcals  come 
trotting  up  to  my  Nofe,  with  a  Dud  you  want  me,  Forfocth? 

Ha!   Lord  Pharaoh- Bank. 

Enter  Tally. 

Tally.  I  hope  you'll  pardon  this  abrupt  Intrufion,  Ma 
dam.  It  is  intirely  chargeable  on  the  Impatience  of  my 
Love.  Command  my  Abfence,  I  befeech  you,  if  I  break 
in  upon  your  more  diverting  Thoughts. 

Wid.  I  had  no  Amufements,  my  Lord,  but  what  ought 
to  give  way  to  better  Company. 

Tally.  You  do  me  a  particular  Honour  in  that  Diftinclion. 

Wid.  If  I  had  not  fome  Skill  in  the  Choice  of  my  Ac 
quaintance,  I  mould  be  ftifled  with  Impertinence.  The 
firft  Leflbn  I  teach  my  Servants,  is,  to  diiHnguifh  between 
Perfons  of  Rank,  and  the  Drofs  of  Human-kind.  I  am 
pleas'd  to  find  my  Inftruftions  are  not  loft  upon  'em,  by  ad 
mitting  one  of  your  Lord  {hip's  Figure  upon  fuch  eafyTerms. 

Tally.  Such  an  Approbation  from  a  Lady  of  your  good 
Tafte,  cannot  fail  of  infpiring  me  with  a  better  Opinion, 
of  myfelf,  and  a  Confidence  of  my  not  being  unwelcome 
to  my  dear  Widow.  (Kifles  her.)  She  ki/Tes  fofter  than  a 
fouthern  Wind  ! 

-  Wid.  Pugh  !  I  hate  to  be  complimented  with  Fragments 
of  another's  Wit,  my  Lord.  It  argues  a  Decay  of  Charms  in 
the  Perfon  you  addrefs. 

Fa  in  we  11  peeping. 

Tally.  I  own  it  is  a  Fault,  Madam.  Your  I  adyflup  has 
Beauty  enough  to  inipire  the  duheft  Genius  with  fomediing 
new. 

Fain.  (Afide.)  You  mean,  me  has  Money  enough  to 
infpire  you  with  Impudence. 

Tally.  Apollo  and  the  Mufes  dwell  upon  thefe  Lips. 
Another  Kiis,  and  J  fhall  be 
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Wid.  A  Poet. 

Tally.  Whatever  you  would  have  me.  \KiJfts  her. 

Wid.  Say  you  fo,  my  Lord  ?  I  have  an  odd  Whim  come 
into  my  Head— Will  you  give  me  a  Proof  of  my  Power, 
my  Lord  ?  I  want  an  Elegy, 

T  alley.  On  a  departed  Monkey,  or  a  favourite  Kitten,  I 
prefume. 

Wid.  No,  upon  a  living  Subject. 

Fain.  (Afide.)  A  pretty  new  Invention,  to  bury  People 
before  they  are  dead. 

Tally.  A  living  Subjecl  !  An  Elegy  upon  a  living  Subjecl  ? 

Wid,  You  are  not  infpir'd  yet,  1  find,  my  Lord.  I  mean, 
a  Charafteriftick  of  human  Life ;  dead,  and  yet  exilting. 

Fain.   (Ajride  )  Myflery  ! 

Tally.  Popery,  downright  Popery !  May  the  Genius  of 

England  defend  us. Let  me  fee  !  What  dead  Folks  have 

we  among  the  Living  ? There's  a  diflbanded  Officer — 

An  old  Beau — A  broken  Tradefman — A  degraded  Par- 
fon-— A  £>ucndam  South-Sea  Director — An  Eunuch — An, 
an,  an  old  Maid. 

Wid.  You  have  hit  it,  my  Lord. 

Tally.  Then  crown  my  Succefs  with  anothet  Draught  of 
Neffar.  [KiJ/es  her. 

Fain.  [Afide.)  How  warmly  the  Rogue  kifTes  !  He 
makes  Love  with  as  much  AfTurance,  as  if  he  had  two 
Bottles  of  Burgundy  in  his  Belly,  and  a  real  Title  to  fup- 
port  his  Impudence. 

Wid.  I  proteft,  one  fhou'd  take  your  Lordfliip  for  a  Sol 
dier  j  for  you  attack  a  Woman,  as  they  do  a  fortify'd  Town. 

Tally.  Love  and  War  agree  in  every  Point,  my  dear 
Widow  ;  the  Blockade  of  a  Town  refembles  an  obilinate 
Woman,  and  a  phlegmatick  Lover,  who  refolves  to  weary 
her  into  Compliance.  A  Kifs  now  and  then  from  a  diffident 
Lover,  is  like  flealing  a  March,  and  furprizing  the  Enemy, 
by  a  circumfpeft  General.  But  eager  and  repeated  Kiftes,, 
are,  like  Storming,  more  glorious  to  the  Affailant. 

[Embracing  and  kijfing  her  in  a  Rapture. 

Fain.  (Afide.)  Thefe  Rogues  happen  into  good  Company 
fometimes,  one  may  know  by  their  Gleanings  of  Wit. 

Wid.  Oh  gad,  my  Lord,  what  do  you  mean,  by  ruffling 
One  at  this  Rate  ? 

,  Judge  my  Meaning,  by  the  Quicknefs  of  my  Pulfe, 
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the  Throbbing  of  my  Heart,  and  Trembling  of  my  Limbs! 
The  unqueflionable  Proofs  of  Love,  and  eager  Wiflies  for 

PofTefiion Come,    come !  Thou  art  no  Stranger  to  a 

Lover's  Meaning !— -  My  Life,  my  Soul !  Let  us  improve 
this  Dawn  of  Pleafure.  [Embracing  her. 

Wid.  As  how,  my  Lord  ? 

Fain.  (Aftde.)  Sure  me  wou'd  not  have  him  tell  her  in 
plain  Terms. 

Tally.  P'fhaw  !  for  a  Woman  of  thy  Experience  to  aflc 
that   Queltion  !  —  Come,  come,  the  Sight  of  the  Bed 
chamber  will  refrefh  thy  Memory.  [Pulling  her. 
#Y</.— Pifli !— Nay,  fy— Be  civil,  my  Lord. 

[Seems  to  Jlruggle. 

Fain.  (Afide.)  Humph  !  —  If  it  come  to  pijh  and  fy  al 
ready,  another  Volly  of  Kifles,  and  me  furrenders  at  Dif- 
cretion. 

Tally.  Nay,  ftruggling  is  your  Sex's  Privilege.     You 
wifely  know  Refiftance  but  inflames  Defire. 
Wid.  I  proteft,  I'll  cry  out,  my  Lord. 
Tally.  With  all  my  Heart.     Your  Servants  know  their 

Duty  better  than  to  come,  if  you  do. Honeft  Jffftrj 

has  taken  care  of  that.  [Afede. 

Fain.  How  fecure  the  Rogue  thinks  himfelf !       \Ajidt. 
Tally.  \  will  pofi  lively  enjoy  thee  this  Night — Honou 
rably,  if  you  pleafe. 

Wid.  Or  not  at  all,  my  Lord,  if  you  were  the  firft  Man 
pf  Quality  in  England ! 

Tally.  Send  for  the  Parfon  this  Minute  then. 

[KiJ/es  her  again. 

Wid.  Oh  Gad  !  You  flop  one's  Breath You  are  the 

moft  impatient  Man  ! 

Tally.  Impatient,  quotha !  Who  can  behold  thefe  dear 

Eyes  without  Impatience  for  the  Blefiing  ? 

Wid.  Weft,  my  Lord,  let  us  fign  Articles  : — And  then— 
Tally.  I'll  give  thee  a  Chan  c- Blanche.     Make  thy  own 
Terms ;  fo  that  I  may  this  Night  take  PofTeffion  of  thefe 
Arms. 

Wid.  Well,  fince  your  Lordfhipwill  have  it  fo — *~ 
Fain.  Nay,  you  mou'not  go  in,  an  vow  were  ten  Matter 
Worthefs—(ln  JefferyV  Voice.)    fFainwell   <uv'/£'**  in  hit 
own  Voice.)  I  tell  you,  I  had  your  Lady's  Commands  to 
wait  on  her,  and  mull,  and  will  go  in  :  So,  fweet  Mr.  Jef. 
/try  Crumplin,  by  your  Leave. 
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Fainwell  rujhes  in,  in  bis  own  Drefs. 

Wid.  Oh  Gad!  that's  Mr.  Worthy^  Voice !  What  can  he 

think,  when  he  fees  one  ruffled  in  this  Manner  ! I'm 

furpriz'd  ! Did  not  I  hear  my  Clod-hopper's  Voice,  in 

a  refitting  Tone,  Mr.  Worthy  ? 

Fain.  I  was  fo  far  out  of  my  Countryman's  good  Graces, 
that  he  would  neither  bring  in  my  Name,  nor  permit  me 
to  enter. 
:    Tally.  (Afide.)  That  was  in  Favour  of  me.  Jeffery  is  a 

Man  of  Honour,  I  find But  who's  this  Mr.  Worthy  ? 

Difappointment  catch  him,  for  coming  fo  Mai  a-propos. 

Wid.  That  Fellow  the  moft  impenetrable  Sot  !—  Why 
did  not  you  break  his  Head,  Mr.  Worthy  ? 

Fain.  That's  a  Liberty,  Madam,  no  Man  ought  to  take 
in  your  Houfe,  'till  you  have  made  him  Mailer  of  it— Were 
I  that  happy  Perfon [Takes  hold  of  her  Hand. 

Tally.  (Stepping  in  between  them.)  You'd  kick  every-bo- 
dy  out  of  it,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Fain.  That  give  me  juft  Provocation,  Sir. 

[Step s  in  betwetn. 

Wid.  If  they  fliould  quarrel  now !  —  Mr.  Worthy,  pray 

let  me  fpeak  a  Word  with  you Do  you  know  who  this 

Gentleman  is  ? 

Fain.  Very  well,  Madam. 

Tally.  Then  if  you  know  me,  you  know  your  Diftance, 

[Steps  between  again* 

Fain.  So  well,  Sir,  (gees  between  "em)  that  were  you  not 
protected  by  this  Lady's  Prefence,  there  mould  be  juft  the 
Pittance  from  hence  to  the  Street  between  us. 

Tally.   How,   Sir  ?  \Siepping  up  to  him, 

Fain.  Through  the  Window,  Sir.       -\PuJbss  him  away. 

Tally.  You  dare  not  talk  thus  elfe where. 

Fain.  You  dare  not  give  me  an  Opportunity.  \In  his  Ear. 
•  Wid.  Dear  Mr.  Worthy,  for  your -own  Sake,  confider  what 
you  do — He  is  a  Man  of  Quality ;  and,  for  ought  I  know, 
a  Privy-Counfellor [Afide  to  Fainwell. 

Fain.  To  nothing  above  a  Gang  of  Pick-pockets,  I'll 
anfwer  for  him.  Hark  ye,  Tally  ;  how  long  have  you 
worn  this  Surtout  of  Honour,  I  befeech  you  ?  In  what 
Reign  were  you  created  a  Baron,  pray  ? 

Tally.  Humph  !  He  knows  me,  I  find —My  Bufinefs  is 
done  here. 
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My  Stars  !  Is  not  he  a  Man  of  Quality  ? 
Fain.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,    I'll  give  you  his  Titles  in  a 

very  few  Words. He  is  Baron  of  Fair- Chance  and  Vif- 

count  of  all  the  Pkaroab-Tables  in  and  about  Lon.ion.  He 
has  a  Pack  of  Cards  for  his  Coat  of  Arms,  quarter'd  with 
Knaves ;  and  falfe  Bice,  h;  a  Field  cf  Impudence.— His 
Creft  is  a  Fool ;  his  Supporters  are  Paro/te  and  Trait  Java. 
Tally.  (Afide.)  The  Rogue  has  blazon'c!  me  !  —  But  I 

mull  carry  it  off  as  well  as  I  can. 1  hope  you'll  provi 

this,  Sir. 

;]Fai*.  Oh!  inftantly,  Sir. Sam  ! 

.  ;  Enter  Sam. 

Fain.  Call  a  Con  liable. 

.  Wid.  Not  for  the  World.     I  beg  I  may  have  no  mort 
Buttle  in  my  Houfe. 

Fain.  You  undeiihnd  me.  [Jrhijpsn  la  Sam. 

Sam.  Perfeftly   well. Will  your  Lordfhip  \  leafe  to 

walk  this  Way What  think  you,  my  Lord,  of  a  Pot 

of  Porter,  to  drink  to  our  better  Acquaintance  ? 

[In  a  j  creaming  to:tt 

Tally.  A  Pox  of  111  luck! 1  may  find  a  Time,  Sir— 

[Ex:t.  with  Sitm. 

Fain.   Not  to  cheat  me  of  my  Money,   Sir. Ha, 

ha,  ha  ! 

Wid.  I  hope  you  are  not  miftaken  in  the  Man,  Mr. 
Worthy. 

faint  I'm  glad  You  were  not,  Madam. 
Wid.  Which  is  intircly  owing  to  your  timely  Difcovery, 
or  I  had  been  undone. 

Fain.  For  which,  give  me  leave  to  fay,  you  might  have 
thank'd  your  own  Vanity.  Nothing  but  a  Lord  wou'd  go 
down  ! — !  admire,  a  Woman  of  yrur  Difcreticn,  and  a  Wi 
dow  too  !  fhou'd  prefer  empty  Title  to  real  Pleafure,  and 
mere  Shadow  to  conjugal  Affeftion.  \Embraar.g  her. 

Wid.  A  Fiddle  of  Affection,  Mr.  Worthy  ;  I  tell  you,  I 
have  been  Jac'd  very  ti^ht  once  in  my  Life ;  but  having- 
made  my  Fortune,  and  got  my  Liberty,  if  ever  I  try  again 
the  Matrimonial  Bodice,  the  Lace  (hall  be  tagg'd  with  a 
Tide,  I  aflure  you. 

Fain..  Ah  !  that  will  make  a  NoiTe  in  the  World;  but 
your  Pleafure,  like  a  Squib,  will  variih  in  the  Bounce,  ha, 
ha,  ha  ! — To  give  Twenty  Thoufand  Pounds  for  the  bare 

Name 
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Name  of  my  Lord's  Lady,  whilft  Ten  to  One,  but  your 
Chamber-maid  fupplies  your  Ladyfliip's  Place  in  his  Arms, 
and  rattle  about  Streets  in  her  Berlin,  fupportedout  of  your 
Ladyfliip's  Fortune. 

Widi  You  feem  well  acquainted  with  the  Map  of  this 
World. 

%  Fain.  Perfedly,  Madam  ;  and  have  made  this  Obferva- 
tion,  That  Women  who  love  to  indulge  their  Vanity,  and 
yet  hope  for  their  Dividend  of  Pleafures,  are  a&ing  as  in-  " 
confident  a  Part,  as  they  who  give  a  Loofe  tp  their  Fancy, 
and  at  the  fame  Time  think  to  prefeve  their  Reputation. 

• 1  tell  you,  Madam,  a  Man  of  Quality  will  no  more 

throw  all  his  Love  upon  a  Wife,  than  a  Farmer  will  fow 
all  his  Land  with  the  fame  Grain.  The  only  Way  to  en- 
grofs  your  Joys,  is  to  marry  one  of  us  Country-Gentlemen. 
Wid.  To  be  rival'd  by  March-Beer,  Tobacco,  and  Fox- 
bounds. 

Fain.  Even  thofe  are  preferable  to  Cards,  Dice,  and  3 
Wench,  as  you  wou'd  have  experienc'd  had  not  I  come  in. 
Wi4.  So  !  now  will  he  value  himfelf  upon  my  Deliver 
ance.  f^££.;— Well,  well,  Mr.  Worthy,  fmce  this  Fel 
low  proves  a  mere  Plebeian,  he  is  a  worthlefs  Rafcal ;  but 
if  he  had  really  been  a  Lord,  what  is  now  Impudence, 
wou'd  only  have  been  the  Violence  of  his  Love. 

Fain.  Humph  !  a  very  pretty  Diftinftion ••!  •       No,  Ma 
dam,  I  deny  that  Ppfition Love  is  foft  and  gentle,  as 

the  Morning-Sun  in  Autumn,  mellowing  Inclination  by 
Degrees ;  but  its  Twin-Brother,  like  a  Foot-Pad,  knocks 
you  down,  and  rifles  you  at  once. — Pie  was  impatient  for 

your  Money  only,  Widow. 7,  for  this  dear  Perfon.— 

Now,  why  can't  you  like  me  as  well  as  a  Lord  ? 
Wid.  Like  you  !  For  what  ? 

Fain.  For  what !  Why,  for  an  unalterable,  faithful,  con- 
flan  t,  doating 

Widf  Hold,  hold,  Sir.  Your  Epithets  are  running  a- 
way  with  your  Meaning. — But  tp  prevent  your  explaining 
it,  I  muft  tell  you,  that  the  very  Name  of  Matrimony 
with  a  Commoner,  will  flatten  our  Converfaiion,  and  make 
us  look  very  flmple. 

Fain.  Ay'!  but  there  is  fomething  fo  exprefiivc  in  that 
Simplicity,  that  it  gives  a  deeper  Impreflion  than  all  the 
Gildings  of  Rhetorick.  Ah  !  my  dear  Widow,  wou'd  you 

but 
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but  return  my  Love^  how  many  Cupids  fhou'd  I  behold 
dancing  in  thefe  Eyes !    Nay,  and  you  fhou'd  fee  ftrangc 

Things  before  Morning - 

Wid.  Sha  !  you  talk  foolimly. 
Fain.  That's  inherent  to  a  Lover. 
Wid.  And  fo  you'd  have  me  a  Fool  too,  to  keep  you  in 
Countenance.     A  very  wife  Foundation  for  the  Fabrick  of 

Matrimony. No,  no,  I  tell  you  once  for  all,  though 

I  do  like  your  Perfon,  you  and  I  muft  never  be  conjur'd 
into  the  Circle  of  a  Wedding-Ring. 

Fain.  And  no  other  Circle  will  do  my  Bufmefs.— I'll 

try  if  (he  has  really  a  Liking  for  my  Perfon.  \Afide. 

Wid.  Well !  what,  have  I  put  you  in  the  Dumps,  now  ? 

Are  you  confidering  what  Death  will  revenge  you  of  an 

ungrateful  Miftrefs  ?  Ha,  ha ! 

Fain.    No,  Faith,  Madam  j  I'll  live  to  be  reveng'd,  and 
balk  your  Vanity 
Then  farewell  Lo-ve, 
Farewell  Lsve,  and  all  foft  Pleafure, 
Honour  calls,  and  we  muft  part.  [Sings  in  a  carelefs  Manner. 
Wid.  You  are  the  merrieft  Lover  at  parting  ! 
Fain.  I  am  of  ^w'sMind,  Madam  ;  refolve  to  be  merry, 
though*  the  Ship  were  finking.     And  fince  I  muft  never 
hope  to  call  you  mine,   1  here  difmifs  all  the  Retinue  of  a 
formal  Lover.     Such  as  Vows,  Ogles,  Sighs,  Dreams,  Vi- 
fions,  Sonnets,  Gingles,  Epigrams,  Couplets,  with  a  long 
&c. — Thus,  with  infinite  Struggles,  I  hope  to  entertain  as 
mean  an  Opinion  of  Matrimony,  as  your  Ladyfhip,  in  a 
very  little  Time. 

Wid.  Oh  !  that  he  had  a  Title  to  fupport  this  Humour; 
he  fhou'd  find,  I  have  no  mean  Opinion  of  Matrimony.  . 

[46*. 

Fain.  And,  for  the  future,  mall  look  upon  the  Parfon's 
Patchwork,  like  a  Pilgrimage  to  Mecca,  or  Jerufalem,  fit 
only  for  the  Superfluous,  and  People  who  have  periodical 
Inclinations,  to  fill  up  the  Vacancies  of  human  Life  with 
a  huge  Caravan  of. Children  ;  along  Journey  ;  dirty  Road  ; 
through  the  Turnpikes  of  Jealoufy,  Anxiety,  Sufpicion,  A- 
nimofity,  pinching  Cares,  and  a  Thoufand  other  Inconve- 
.niencies. — By  the  way,  you  have  travell'd  the  Stage,  and, 
I  fuppofe,  know  what  I  fay  to  be  true. 

Wid.  Ha  ! All  is  'not  right  within  this  Breaft.     I 

begin 
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begin  to  perceive  his  Indifference  gives  me  Pain, 

fain.  I  fancy  the  only  Objeft  to. give  one  a  Surfeit  of 
Matrimony,  wou'd  be  to  fee  a  Pair  of  diftemper'd  Crea 
tures  in  the  Corner  of  a  Room,  in  clofe  Confpiracy  to  de 
ceive  one  another;  very  fincerely  promising  mutual  Love 
for  Fifty  Years  enfuing ;  when,  upon  Trial,  a  Month's 
Fruition  makes  either  a  Caterwauling  Correfpondence,  or 

a  more  peaceable  and  elegant  Way  of  fcparate  Beds. 

She  feems  nettled,    I'll  proceed.  (AJide.) With  this 

Thought  I  comfort  myfelf :  And  here,  Madam,  bid  Ma 
trimony  and  you  eternally  Farewell. Who  woitd  be  let 

for  Life.  [&*£*  &nd  hum*  that  Tune. 

Wid.  Eternally  ! I  wifti  I  had  never  feen  this  Fel 
low. Lord,  how  my  Heart  finks. 

Fain.  Come  all y?  Winds,  come  all  away, 
And  brtjkly  in  our  Cahvafs  play  ; 
Waft  me  gently  o'er  the  Main  ; 
Farewell,  Widow  !  Farewell,  Pain  ! 
Lara,  dera>  lara,  dera,  laly  lal,  la  ! 

[In  the  Tune  of  Over  the  Hills  and  far  away. 

Wid.  You  are  exceeding  gay,  Sir. 

Fain.  Tous  jour  Gay,  as  the  French  fay.     I  always  meet 

the  Frowns  of  Fortune  thus. The  Jade  may  jilt,  but 

never  inflave  me. But,    to  be  fenous,    To-morrow, 

Madam,  I  embark  for  the  Indies.  It  will  be  a  fecret  Plea- 
fure  to  me,  if  you'll  permit  this  Paper  Room  in  your  Ca 
binet.  It  is  my  laft  Will  and  Teftament.  If  I  mifcarry 
in  the  Voyage,  that  will  intitle  you  to  Forty  thoufand 
Pounds,  my  Uncle's  Death  inrich'd  me  with  in  Jamaica ; 
whither  I  anr  bound.  This  is  a  Proof  of  my  Efteem, 
though  you  have  forbid  my  Love.  [Gives  her  a  Paper, 

and  takes  up  a  Book  from  the  Table,  andjecms  to  look  tn't. 

Wid.  This  is  an  Act  fo  iingular,  fo  full  of  Generofity, 
that  it  almoft  lays  me  under  a  Neccffity  of  making  you 
fome  Return. 
.Fain,  Very  fingular,  Faith,  if  {he  knew  all.        \Apde • 

Wid.  Forty  Thoufand  Pounds ! — Why,  one  Quarter  of 
that  Money,  would  buy  a  Barony. 

Fain.  Quarter  me,  if  I  wou'd  lay  it  out  that  Way,  if  I 
had  it.  [4/ide. 

Wid.  Or,  fuppofe  you  mou'd  fell  Part  of  your  Eftate  in, 

jnj  in Gloucffrerjbire  ? 

Fain. 
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Fain.  Ay  !  or  any  other  Shire.  [JJide. 

Wid.  A  Patent  vvou'd  be  no  difficult  Thing  to  obtain. 
Fain.  No  !  but  the  Money  to  pay  for  it  wou'd.      [Afide. 

Ha  ! What's  here,    The  Pictures  of  a  Single  Life  ? 

Luckily  encounter'd ! 

Wid.  P'fliaw!  a  Fiddle  of  &»£/*  Z,j#/ 
Fain.  Nay,  ra  ce  you  have  impos'd  the  Study,  Madam, 
you  muft  give  rue  J^eave  to  con  my  LefTon.    [Seems  to  read. 
Wid.  Pugh  !  now  I'm  ferious,  you  are  turning  every 

Thing  to  ridicule. About  this  fame  Patent,  I  lay;— 

Suppofe  you  fell  Part  of  your  Eftate. 

Fain.  Faith,  Madam,  my  Ettate  is  like  a  Wife,  in- 
tail'd  ;  and  my  Father  made  me  fwear,  never  to  levy  a 
Fine  upon  any  Confideration,  but  making  a  Lady  a  Join 
ture.  So  that  it  is  like  to  be  mine  for  Life. But,  I 

know,  this  fud  Jen  Pretence  of  yours,  is  only  to  try  the 

Strength  of  my  Resolution. You  are  not  in  earneft. 

Wid.  Well,  purfue  your  Voyage  to  "Jamaica ;  fell  your 
Effects  ;  return  and  purchafe  a  Barony  ;  which  you  may 
eafily  do,  in  Eight  or  Ten  Months,  and  you  ihall  fee  if 
I  am  in  earneit,  or  not. 

Fain.  Eight,  or  Ten  Months !  Ka,  ha,  ha !  Men  love 
not  now,  Child,  the  Patriarchal  Way.  No,  no,  I  wou'd 
not  truft  to  a  Woman's  Promife  Eight  or  Ten  Hours.  — 

Marry  me  before  1  go,  and  then 

Wid.  O  !  then  you  won't  go  at  all. 
Fain.  Juft  the  fame  as  if  you  do  not  marry  me. 
.Wid.  But  what  a  ridiculous  Figure  I  mall  make,  after  fo 
many  Declarations  again  it  Pkleianifm,  when  I  ihall  be 

wiih'd  Joy  by  that  vulgar  iipuhet Mrs.  Worthy  f 

Fain.  If  that  be  an  Objection,  I'll  give  you  my  Ho 
nour,  you  (hall  never  be  cali'd  Mrs.  Worthy— (Takes  bold 
of  her  Hand,  then  fnahhes  it  anwy.J—Q,  the  Devil  '.that 
Touch  has  thaw'd  all  my  Resolution,  and  Love  and  Folly 
beoin  to  pour  in  like  a  Deluge  :  But  when  I  think  of  iho 
terrible  Words,  Tcu  and  I  muft  new  k  conjured  into  the 
Cii  cle  of  a  Wedding  Ring. 

Wid.  7'hi*  is  nothing  to  the  Barony.     Look-ye,  Mr. 

Worth,  your  Generofuy  has  made  this  Moment  yours  J 

but  if  you  don't  take  me  afroy  Word,  Confideration  may 

fpoil  my  Gratitude.  _, 

/?««;  Nay5  I'm  to  be  taken  in  the  Moment  too.  There- 
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fore,  if  you'll  flip  on  your  Hood  and  Scarf,  and  tfep  into 
a  Hackney-Coach  with  me,  and  drive  to  the- Fleet,  where 
we  may  be  tack'd  together  by  a  Spiritual  Journey-man, 
without  a  Licenfe,  or  the  Knowledge  of  either  your  Ser 
vants  or  mine ;  I  promife  you,  as  foon  as  the  Ceremony 
is  over,  I'll  on  Board ;  make  what  Hafte  the  Wind  and 
Waves  will  permit ;  Difpatch  my  Affairs  with  the  utmoft 
Expedition ;  and  with  the  firft  Ship,  return  to  thefe  dear 
Arms.  'Till  when;  'till  when,  thy  Widow's  Name  be 
worn.  The  World  fhall  be  infenfible  of  my  Happinefs, 
'till  it  ring  with  thy  Honour. 

Wid.  And  you'll  perform  this  ? 

Fain.  Moft  religioufly {Embraces  her, 

Wid.  But. 

Jain.  Nay,  no  more  Fairy-Fancies :  Give  real  fubftan- 
tial  Pfeafure.  We  Country-Gentlemen  are  fo  us'd  to  Sur- 
loins  of  Beef,  that  we  fhall  ftarve  on  the  Whipt- Cream  of 

Airy  Promifes. Take  me,  take  me,  *whilfl  you  may. 

(Sings,  then  runs  and  catches  her  in  his  Arms.)  This  Mo 
ment,  whilft  my  Hopes  are  high  ;  whilft  Imagination  re- 
prefents  a  Groop  of  Pleafures.  Thou'lt  find  thy  Account 
in't,  I  warrant  thee,  Widow  ! 

Wid.  Oh !  I  can  refufe  the  dear  Man  no  longer. 
Well,  wait  in  a  Coach  at  the  Corner  of  the  Street,  and 
I'll  be  with  you  in  the  Compafs  of  a  Wiflt.  [Exit. 

Fain.  Ha,   ha,  ha  !  /he's  caught  by  Jupiter. 
Enter  Sam. 

Sam.  Joy  to  you,  Sir  !  I  over-heard  the  Bargain. 

Fain.  Not  a  Word  in  the  Family. 

Sam.  Not  for  the  World,  Sir. 

Fain.  Wait  you  at  my  Lodging,  with  all  Things  in 
Readinefs  for  Confummation. 

Sam.  Never  fear  my  Part  of  the  Bufmefs,  Sir. 

Fain.  What  have  you  done  with  his  Lordfhip  ? 

Sam.  Reduced  him  to  a  Commoner  again,  Sir  ;  but  the 
Fellow  is  a  reafonable  Creature  ;  provided  you'll  forgive 
him,  he'll  obey  your  Commands. 

Fain.  Very  well !  Away,  and  call  me  a  Coach. 

Sam.  Yes,  Sir,  yes. [Exit. 

Fain.  Egad,  I've  earn'd  her  Fortune  by  mere  Dint  of 

Policy. Thus, 

Wkem 
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When  Truth,  cad  Love,  to  win  a  Woman  fat!, 

A  well  laid  Plot,  and  Artifice  prevail,  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Street,  before  Watch  it'/  Door,  fa 

in  Armour,  'with  a  Elundcrbufs  en  his  Shoulder,  which  be 

often  makes  ready  to  fire. 

Wat.  I  mall  pepper  this  Dog,  if  he  comes  in  my  Way. 
—Hark  !  Sure  I  heard  fomebody  tread. No,  'iwas  no 
thing  but  the  Wind,  I  believe — 'Tis  very  cold 1  {hall 

catch  my  Death ;  but  it  is  better  to  die  once  for  all,  than 
to  live  upon  the  Rack.  What  had  I  to  do  with  a  Help,. 
Mete,  when  I  was  no  Mete-Help  for  her  ?  S'Death,  to  be 
bubbled  in  my  old  Age ;  to  father  Children  that  I  never 
got,  and  leave  my  Eflate  to  a  Mungrel  Race,  half  Fifli, 
half  Fle'fti,  a  Piece  of  Prieft  Craft !  I  have  had,  as  it  were; 
by  Inflinci,  a  Sort  of  Averfion  to  that  Kind  of  People  from 
my  Cradle.  Ah!  honeft  John  DryJo^  I  fhall  never  forget 

a  PafTage  of  thine.— • 

.  Pr lefts  of  all  Religions. 

Who  comes  there1  •?  Stand,  or  you're  a  dead  Man. 
Enter  Demur,  who  drowsy  firihf.s  up  Wat  chit'/  P:c:e,  and 
d: farms   him. 

Dem.  How!  Villain— — I'll  fee  you  fairly  trufsM  up,  if 
I  live. 

Wat*  'Ounds,  \vho  are  you,  Sir  ?  and  what  makes  you 
fauntering  here,  at  this  time  of  Night  ?  you  are  a  Rogue, 
Sirrah,  and  I'll  fccure  you. — Watcl,  Watch,  Watch. 

Dem-  That  Pretence  (han't  fave  your  Bacon,  you  cKl 
Villain  you.  Watch.  Watch. 

Enter  Sir  John,  with  his  SwsrJ  drawn. 

Sir  John.  What's  the  Matter  here  ?  lial  Doctor  Demur? 
You  are  not  hurt,  I  hope ! 

If -at.  Dodor  Dtmur  !  Who  the  Devil's  he  ?  a  Patch  of 
the  Law?  or  a  Carcafe-mender ?  I  expedcd  a  Botcher  of 

another  Kind.- \*P*\ 

Ettir  Cwftabk  and  Watch. 

Dem.  No,  not  hurt,  Sir  Jab*;  but  I  was  like  to  have 
3  Brace  of  Balls  in  my  Guts. 

Con/1.  Who  cali'd  Watch? 

Dem.  I  did,  Sir;    here's  a  Rogue  attack'd  me  on  tl 
King's  Highway,  with  a  Defign  to  rob,  and  murder  me. 
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Wat.  I  did,  Sir ;  this  {trapping  young  Dog  difarm'd 
me,  with  Intention  to  enter  my  Houfe  Vi  Sf  Armis  ;  plun 
der,  and  abufe  me [They  bctbjpsak  together. 

Conft.  Your  Houfe  !  Where  do  you  live,   Sir  ? 

Wat.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir? A  Conftable  may 

cuckold  an  Alderman.  I  don't  defire  any  of  you  Night- 
walking  Sparks  mould  know  my  Houfe.  \Afide 

Conft.  A  plain  Cafe,  a  plain  Cafe  !  he's  afiiam'd  of  his 
Habitation  ;  away  with  him. 

Sir  John  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Conftalle*  he's  a  Rogue !  This 
is  a  worthy  Gentleman,  a  Dodor  of  the  Laws. 

Conft.  Yes,  yes,  Sir ;  I  know  Doctor  Demur  to  be  as 
honeft  a  Man,  as  any  in  the  whole  Temple,  and  ruins  as 
few,  I  believe.  We'll  fecure  him,  Sir. 

Dem.  Do  ;  I'll  have  him  examin'd  before  a  Jufiice  of  the 
Peace  in  the  Morning. 

Wat.  The  Devil !  this  is  a  Trick  to  get  me  out  of  the 
way ;  and  whilft  I'm  detain'd  by  thefe  Scoundrels,  that 
Dog  of  a  Fryar  will  lie  at  Rack  and  Manger  with  my 
Wife.  Pray  hear  me,  Mr.  Conjlable. 

Conft.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  you  lhall  be  heard  before  you  go 
to  Newgate. — You're  a  fine  old  Duke  to  come  to  the  Gal 
lows  at  thefe  Years.  Come,  bring  him  along. 

Wat.  Sir,  I  fay  I'll  go  before  a  Jufiice  to  ,Night,  and 

will  have  my  Wife  with  me  too.    Zounds,  I  cou'd  tear  my 

Flelh. — Oh  !  Tim  !  Tim  !  that  ever  thou  ftiould'ft  marry  ? 

[Exit,  forced  cut  by  the  Co»ftabky&c. 

Sir  John.  This  fliou'd  be  Fainwell's  Uncle,  by  his  talk 
ing  of  his  Wife  ;  and  certainly  miftook  you  for  one  of  her 
Gallants. 

Dem.  Odfo  !  I  have  heard  /'dr/VrcW/ fpeak  of  him.  If  it 
Ihou'd  be  him,  we  mall  have  good  Diverfion.  Where  are 
you  going,  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John.  I  am  fent  for  by  my  Brother  Nid\  who,  I 
am  told,  lies  dangerous  ill  at  the  Widow  Heedlefs's. 

Dem.  'Tis  thither  I'm  going  ;  I'm  glad  I  met  you  :  I 
hope  it  is  for  your  Advantage. — I'll  follow  you,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  Hafle  (hou'd  excufe  Ceremony,  Doctor.  [Exit. 
Enter  Conjlxble  and  Watih,  <witb  Mr.  Watchit  and  bis  Wife, 
and  Lucy  ;  meeting  Sir  Philip  Moneylove. 

Conft.  Come,  co nie,  hring  them  along  to  the  Round- 
fltufe. 
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Mrs.  Wat.  Whither,  cruel  Man,  muft  I  be  haul'd  out 
of  my  Bed  at  this  unfeafonable  Hour  ? 

Conft.  Only  to  the  Watch-houfe,  Madam. 
'  Wat.  To  the  Watch-houfe  !  to  the  Devil,  Sir!   I'm  a 
Gentleman,    and  won't  be  abus'd.     Carry  me  before  a 
Juilice  inftantly. 

Sir  Phil.  What's  the  matter  here  ? 

Conjl.  Oh!  S\v  Philip!  Here,  here's  a  Juftice  of  Peace 
for  you.  This  old  IVlau,  Sir,  afiaultcj  Doctor  Demur. 

Wat.  You  lye,  Sir  !  he  afauhed  me,  Mr.  Ju/Hcf 

Sir  Phil.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  ;  I  can't  hear  you  in  the 
Street.  My  Coafm  Hetdlfi  lives  the  next  Door,  carry 
your  Prifoners  thither,  Ccnjlalle ;  you  know  the  Houle,  I 
fuppofe. 

Conft.  Yes,  yes,  very  well,  Sir.  Come,  come,  bring 
*em  along. 

SCENE    the  Irfdc  of  Mrs.  Heedlcfs'j  Hn/c. 

¥he  fyack'Sceve  dr.i-vs,    and  d '/covers  Ned  Freeman  cni 

Louifa,  jujl  married  \    ({be  Parfcn  making  bis  Exit)  ar.d 

Sir  John  and  Demur ;    Louiia  throws  her  Arms  aktut 

Freeman'j  Neck. 

Lou.  Now  I'm  happy  !  Now  thou'rt  mine  again  ! 
Lookup,  my  Love'  my  Freeman! 
My  Joy  !  my  Soul!  my  Hufoand  ! 
Take,  take  me  in  thy  Arms ;  and  fay, 
Thou  doil  forgive  me ;   or  I'm  ftill  mod  wretched. 

Ned.  Ha  !   Why  this  Joy  ?  from  whence  thefe  Raptures, 
When  Life  is  on  the  Wing;   and  Death  purfues  it 
With  an  Eagle's  Swiftnefs  ? 

Lou.  Far  be  that  Thought !  far  as  my  Wimes,  fend  it ! 
J  hope  to  hold  it  many  happy  Years : 
Thou  art  not  poifon'd; 

Sir  John.  You're  in  no  Danger,  I  affure  you,  Brother ; 
it  was  only  your  Surprize  difoidered  you. 

Ned.  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Brother,  the  Diforder 
I  find  myielf  in  cannot  proceed  from  Surprize  alone. 

Sir  John.  Something  there  was  ;  but  far  from  being  fa 
tal  ;  .the  Doftor  alfur'd  me,  it  wcu'd  have  no  other  Effect 
than  making  you  a  Httle  fick  for  the  prcfent. 
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Ned.  And,  I  aflure  you,  Sir,  that  Iain  not  to  be  trick'cj, 
«-Sir.  (Draws.)  Cancelthe  Deed  this  Moment,  or 

Sir  John.  (Draw.}  Tha%  and  my  Lifefhall  go  together, 

Leu.  Ah!  (Shrieks.)  Murder  !  Murder! 

[Demur  dranvs,  and  parts  them. 

Enter  Sir  Philip,  Watchit,  Mrs.  Watchit,  Lucy,   Confiablt 
a*d  Watch. 

Sir  Phil  Ha!  Murdi-r!  I  charge  you. in  the  King's 
Name  to  keep  the  Peace,  Mr.  'Conftabls.*—  What  do  I  fee  ! 

Mr.  Freeman  and   the  mad  Knight  ! What  would  you 

murder  your  Brother,  Sir.  Secure  him,  Conflable — I  have 
been  looking  for  yon,  Mr.  Freeman,  ail  the  Town  over. — 
D'ye  hear,  flep  to  my  Houfe,  and  bid  my  Daughter  come 
to  me  this  Minute.  [To  cm  cf  the  Watchmen,  who  Exits. 
Hark-ye,  Mr.  Freeman ;  was  not  there  fomething  to  b« 
done  at  my  Houfe  to  Night  ? 
'Ned.  I  thought  fo,  Sir,  but  was  unluckily  prevented.— . 

Wat.  This  is  the  Rogue,  tha:  took  me  up,  Mr.  Juftice* 

Dem.  Did  not  you  bid  me  Hand,  Sir  f  and  did  not  I 
difarm  you -of  that  Blunderbufs  in  the  Conftable's  Hand, 
you  old  Thief;  you  ? 

Wat.  Thief!  I  fcorn  your  Words,  Sir ;  I  was  upon  my 

Sir  Phil.  Guard  of  what,  Sir  ? 

Wat.  Why,  a  Breach  that's  made  in  my  Citadel  here. 

[Pointing  to  his  Wife. 

Sir  Phil.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  By  whom,  pray  ? 

Wat.  Afk  her  that  j  me  can  tell  you. 

Lucy.  Yes,  Sir,  my  Lady  can  tell  you,  what  mela»- 
choly  Days,  and  wretched  Nights 

Wat.  I'll  wretched  Nights  you,  Hufley  \ 

\Hdds  it p  his  Cans. 

Sir  Phil.  Hold,  Sir  ;  do  you  confider  where  you  are? 

Wat.  Yes,  and  what  I  am  too. 

Sir  Phil.  And  what  may  that  be,  I  pray  ? 

Wat.  A  Quckold,  Sir 

Dem.  If  you  are  fure  of  that Why  —  the  Law  is 

open,  Sir. 

Wat.  Ay  !  fo  open,  that  it  has  fwallow'd  both  Jullice 
and  Confcience ;  and  yet  is  as  Hollow  as  ever. 

Sir  Phil.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  but  how  came  you  arm'd  ?  and 
to  infult  this  honed  Gentleman  ? 

Wat. 
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,  ^Wat.  Have  a  care  what  you  fay,  Sir;  he'll  bring  his 
Action  againft  you  for  Scandal.  —  But  I  took  him  for  juit 
luch  another  honeft  Gentleman  ;  a  Botcher  of  Confciences. 
One  that  has  a  better  Knack  at  making  Sin,  than  forgiv 
ing  it. — My  Wife  knows  what  I  fay  to  be  true  ;  and  my 
J mention  was  to  have  lent  a  Brace  of  Balls  Hue-and-Ciy 
thro'  his  Body,  in  Purfuit  of  his  Cominency. 

Dem.  Oh  Lord  !  Oh  Lord!    Murder  a  Man  for  lying 

with  your  Wi'e  ! Why,  you  fhou'd  take  the  Law  of 

im. 

Wat.  That  the  Lawyers  might  murder  my  Eftate;  no, 
I  thank  you  ;  I'm  for  the  fhorteit  way  ;  I'd  rather  hang  at 

Tyburn^  than  in  one  of  your  CVurt.0. • 

Mrs.  Wat.    Have  you  Witnefs  of  what  you  fuy,  my 
Dear  ? 

Wat.  Yes,  yourfelf,  my  dear  Devil 

Mrs.  Wat.  \  deny  it;  produce  your  Evidence! 

Wat.  Oh  Impudence  !  Sir,  pray  give  her  her  Oath  and 

fend  her  to  the  Devil  at  once -Did  not  you  tell  your 

ghoflly  Father,  Millrefs,  that  a  Fryar  enjoy'd  you  every 
Night  r  Deny  that,  if  you  can  !  Kay,  and  even  when  I 
was  in  Bed  with  you  too  !  Arul  tint  ev'ry  Door  in  the 
Houfe  open'd  as  icon  as  he  approach'*!  it !  for  which  you 
belie v'd  him  a  Conjurer?  A  Pox  on  the  Wizard,  and  the 
Circle  too,  I  fay  —  Now,  Gentlewoman,  can  you  lately 
take  your  Oath  this  was  not  your  Confellion  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  can  fafely  take  my  Oath,  1  go  in  Danger 
of  my  Life  with  you. 

Wat.  No,  no,  'ris  I  go  in  Danger  of  my  Life,  Miflrefs — 
Mrs.  Wat.  That  mail  be  try'd;  for  know,  Sir,  I  can 
bear  thefe  bafe  Jnfults  no  longer — I  mud  not  go  abroad — • 
Not  fo  much  as  to  Church ;   nor  fee  any  Company  at 
Home ;  not  a  Relation  in  Breeches ;  and  whenever  you 
take  a  Whim  in  your  Head  to  go  Abroad,  1  muft  not  lie 
in  my  Bed,   tho''you  have  the  Key  of  the  Door  in  your 
Pocket.     Nay,  in  fhort,  I  mutt  not  ilctp,   left  I  fhou'd  - 
cuckold  you  in  a  Dream. 
Sir  Phil.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mrs.  Wat.  A  Woman  may  be  made  a  Fool  on,  if  (he 
will ;  but  you  fhall  find,  Mr.  Watcbit,  I  have  Friends  that 
won't  fee  me  abus'd.  L*y,  call  me  a  Chair  —  I'll  clear 
myfelf,  I  warrant  yoj. 
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Wat.  HufTey,  ftir  if  you  dare.  (To  Lucy.)  No,  Madam, 
you  mail  clear  yourfelf  here,  if  you  can. 

Sir  Phil.  I  wou'd  advife  ypu,  Sir,  to  agree  with  your 
Lady. — Mr.  Conftablc,  you  may  leave  your  Prifoners  with 
me.  [Exit  Coxjlable,  &c. 

Dem.  This  is  a  Caufe  for  the  Civil  Court. 

Mrs.  Wat.  I  have  fcmething  to  offer  under  the  Cogni 
zance  of  Common  Law;  have  not  we  an  Act  againft 
Priefts,  that  belong  to  no  Ambaffadors  ? 

Dem.  Yes,  Madam,  it's  Death  for  fuch  to  live  in  Eng 
land',  ard  it's  pity  that  Act  is  not  put  in  Execution. 

Mrs.  Wat.  Then,  I  here  deliver  up  this  Gentleman  to 
you,  Sir. 

Wat.  What,  do  you  mean  to  hang  me  for  a  Prieft,  Mi- 
ftrefs  ?  Am  I  a  Prieft  ? 

Mrs.  Wat.  So  you  pretended,  when  you  took  my  Con- 
feffion  ;  Cou'd  you  imagine,  I  did  not  know  you  ?  Yes, 
and  refolv'd  to  fit  you  for  your  Jealoufy.  And  now  this 
good  Company  mall  judge,  jf  I  don't  bed  ev'ry  Night 
v.'ith  a  Fryar ;  and  pray  you,  Snub,  what  Door  in  our 
Houfe  keeps  fhut,  when  you  approach,  and  bid  it  open? 

\_In  a  drolling  Manner. 

Dem.  Ha,  ha,  ha !    You  are  bit,  old  Gentleman. 1 

fuppofe  you'll  afk  my  Pardon  now,    Sir  ?   Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Wat.  The  Devil  ineer  you.— How  have  I  expos'd  my- 
felf !  Ah  !  Tint !  Tim  /  Thou  art  but  a  Fool  of  a  wife  Man  1 

[Jfftde. 
Enter  Mrs.  Heedlefs. 

Sir  Philip.  Oh  !  Coufin  Heedlefs  /  you'll  forgive  my 
tailing  up  your  Houfe  here 

Wid*  My  Servants  told  me  the  Reafon. — You  are  wel 
come,  Sir  Philip.  I  hate  the  fight  of  him  ;  but  it's  no 

Time  to. tell"  him  fo  now. Well  !   I  have  made  no  ill 

Bargain.  If  this  Spoufe  of  mine  fhou'd  never  return,  this 
Writing  intitles  me  to  all  his  Eftate  in  Jamaica. — If  he  lives 
to  come  back — ;  I  (hall  be  a  Woman  of  Quality  !  and  our 
Laws  make  farther  Provifion  for  me,  if  he  dies.  I  with 
ail  Widows  were  as  wife  as  myielf.  Coufin  Olivia,  your 
Servant. 

Enter  Olivia. 

GIi<v.  How  go  Matters  here  ?  Dear  Coufin,  inform  Rje. 

Wid*  As  you  wou'd  have  'em,  I  believe ;  for  the  Parfon 
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was  fent  for  ;    and  methlnks,  one  may  read  Matrimony  in 
Mr.  Freeman's  Face  already. 

Sir  Phil.  Ho  !  Are  you  come.  [Seeing  Olivia. 

Oli<v.  Did  you  lend  for  me,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Phil.  Ay,  ay,  come  hither,  Child.  —  Mr.  Freeman, 
we  had  as  good  make  an  End  of  the  Bufmefs  now  ;  and 
this  good  Company  will  make  up  a  Country-Dance— 
Here's  my  Girl.  Coufm  Heedljs  will  fend  for  a  Paribii. 

Oliv.  Oh  miferable  !  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Sir  Phil.  The  Bufmefs  will  foon  be  done. 

AW.  My  Bufinefs  is  clone,  Sir. 

Sir  Phil.  But  not  with  my  Daughter,  Sir. — Come,  hang 
Thinking;  fend  home  the  Dutch  Woman,  They  are  heavy 
dull  Jades.  Here's  a  Girl  of  the  true  Ewjija  Breed,  that 
will  make  you  as  merry  as  a  Cricket,  \\hcu  the  Parfon  lias 
faid  Grace,  Boy. 

Ned.  I  tell  you,  Sir  Philip,  I  have  more  Occafion  for 
the  Hangman's  Halter,  than  the  Marriage  Noofe. 

Sir  Phil.  What,   before  you  are  married  ?  Pifh,  Fifh  ! 
that's  impofiible.     But  were  there  not  certain  Articles  to 
be  performed  on  your  Part  to  Day  ? 

Ned.  I  thought  fo  Yefterday,  Hr. 

Sir  Phil  Yefterday,  Sir :  Zounds !  What  do  you 
mean,  Sir  ? 

Sir  John.  Why,  in  ft  err,  Sir,  this  Lnc'y  has  ftept  in 
between  my  Brother  AW,  and  your  Daughter,  and  fup- 
ply'd  her  Place  ;  that's  all,  Sir. 

Oli-v.  O  blefled  Sound. 

SirPM.  Ha,  ha,  hal  What  have  you  another  Play  to  aft, 

'sirTofo.  No,  Faith,  Sir  Pb'fy,  the  Play  is  ended;  and 
with  your  Leave,  this  Lady  and  I  will  fpeak  the  Epilogue. 

[  Takes  hold  of  Ol  i v ia V  Hantf. 

SlrPti!.  Stark  mad,  by  Jvpittr.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  this 
Lady  does  not  underftand  Epilogues,  nor  Prologues  nci- 
ther.  (Takes  far  from  him.}  Do  you  think  I  am  to  be 
fool'd,  M<\  Freeman  ? 

Lou  No,  Sir  ;  but  I  think  you  mufl  look  out  fharp  for 
another  Scn-in-Law,  Sir  Philip ;  for  I  am  on  the  right  fide 
of  the  Hedge,  now. We  are  married,  Sir. 

Sir  Phil.  Indeed,  is  (he  in  earned,  Mr.  Frecmc 

Ned.  Yes,  Faith,  I  can  fee  no  Jeft  in'ti  and  I     tell  you 
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another  Secret ;  I  have  given  my  Brother  every  Foot'bf  my 
Eilate. 

Sir  Phil.  Really  ! 

Dem.  Really,  Sir  Philip.     I  drew  the  Deed. 

Sir  Phil.    Why,  then  it  was    the  worft  Deed  he  ever 

did  in  his  Life  ;.  and  if  it  be  true 1  wifh  you  Joy,  Sir 

John. 

Sir  John.  To  convince  you,  Sir,  there's  the  Papers. 

[Give*  him  Papers. 

'  Sir  Phil.  Humph  ! —  'Tis  even  fo, I  wifh  you 

Joy  with  your  Dutch  Vrow,  Mr.  Freeman, 1  do,  Faith,  * 

Minheer. 

Mrs.  Wat.  My  Lover  married !  Nay,  then  I'm  glad 
we  were  no  better  acquainted.  \_AJide. 

Wid.  I  wifh  you  joy,  Madam.  [To  Louifa. 

Leu.  It  is  not  in  the  Power  of  Fortune  to  give  me  more, 
I  hope,  my  Dear,  you  are  pretty  well  again. 

Ned.  Humph,  my  Sicknefs  will  continue  longer  than 
fhe  imagines.  ( Ajide.)  You  afTure  me,  I'm  in  no  Danger 
of  leaving  the  World,  Madam ;  I  wilh  you  cou'd  tell  m« 
how  to  live  in't. 

Leu.  Oli,  trufl  to  Love,  my  Dear. 

Ned.  And  ftarvc,  my  Dear!  \Walksfrlfht her. 

Wat.  How  fhall  1  be  able  to  look  my  Wife  in  the  Face 
again  \ 

Mrs.  Wat.  Metlinks,  Lucy,  your  Mailer  feems  to  have 
an  Air  of  Penitence. 

Lucy.  He  does,  indeed,  look  penitential,  Madam. 

Sir  Phil.  I've  been  coniidering  you  from  Head  to  Foot, 
Sir  John',  and,  upon  my  Soul,  I  think  I  never  faw  you 
1  >ok  fo  well  in  my  Life:  Tho',  to  fay  Truth,  I  always 
thought  you  a  fina  Gentleman. — 'Till  he  was  difinherited. 

(  Afide.) Olivia,  come  hither,    Child  !    Give  me  thy 

Hand  ;  it  was  ever  my  Refolutior,  that  thou  fhoif  d'it  go 
with  the  Eftate ;  and  therefore,  Sir  John,  fmce  you've  got  • 
one,  e'en  take  t'other.  (Throws  her  to  .him.) — There,  now 
do  your  Endeavour  to  make  me,  within  Ten  Months,  a 
Grandfather. 

Sir  John.  On  my  Knees  I  thank  you.  This  Prefent  is 
more  Welcome,  than  what  my  Brother  gave  me. 

N(d.  Return  my  Deed  then  ;  I  did  not  give  it  you  :  You 
trick'd  me  out  of  it ;  remember  that, , Brother. 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  Out  of  nothing  but  my  own,  Brother  ;  but 
half  my  Eftate  is  at  your  Service.  Your  Generality  to  this 
Lady  commands  that. 

Sir  Phil  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ?  Then  your  Generofity  (hall 
Command  but  half  my  Daughter's  Portion  ;  mark  that. 

Lou.  I  bar  that  Injuftice;  the  Fortune's  all  his  own; 
Nor  do  we  need  your  kind  Indulgence,  Brother  _ 

Ned.  No  '.—Egad,  I'm  glad  to  hear  that  !  [Mde. 

Lou.  Yours  was  the  Plot  that  made  my  Freeman  mine  ; 
and  Heaven  rewards  you  for't,  with  your  Eflate  ;  and  puts 
it  in  my  Pow'r  to  raife  your  Brother  above  the  Reach  of 
Want.  Know,  then,  my  Father  left  me  his  only  Heir,  and 
Miflrefs  of  forty  thoufand  Pounds. 

Ned.  Ha  !  Say'ft  thou  ? 

Lou.  I  knew  not  where  to  find  thee  ;  but  refclv'd  to  live 
unmarried  for  thy  Sake  -  But,  upon  Sir  John's  Letter, 
haften'd  to  prevent  thy  Breach  of  Faith.  'Tis  done;  for 
give  the  Artifice,  and  all  my  Fortune's  thine. 

Ned.  Forgive  thee  !  What,  forty  thoufand  Pounds,  and 
afk  Forgivenefs  !  One  quarter  of  the  Money  would  purchafe 
a  Pardon  for  all  the  Sins  of  thee,  -and  thy  Pofterity  !  I  af 
firm,  no  Woman  can  be  guilty  of  any  Fault,  that  has  forty 
thoufand  Pounds  -  But  few  of  the  Sex  can  boaft  fuch 
Conftancy.  How  mail  I  thank  thee  for  this  cxccffive 
Goodnefs  ?  Brother  !  Let  me  thank  you  too.  Had  I 
known  your  Inclination  for  this  Lady,  you  mould  have  had 
no  Rival  here.  [Claps  bis  Hand  en  his  Ereajl. 

Sir  Phil  And  if  he  had  not  get  the  Eftate  again,  he 
mould  have  had  no  Father  here.  (Clapping  his  Hard  en  his 
Breaft.)  Come,  come,  'tis  all  well,  and  the  Man  has  hi$ 
Mare  again  -  What  are  you  mufing  on,  Sir?  (To  Wat- 
chit.)  Prithee  be  chearful  Man  —  Suppofe  you  were  a 
Cuckold,  the  Fault's  not  yours,  nor  your  Wife's  neither  : 
No  doubt  but  you  was  born  when  Mars  and  Venus  were  in 
Conjunction  ;  and  if  fo,  who  can  withiland  their  Fate  ? 

Omn.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dem.  Ha,  ha;  but  this  Gentleman  is  in  no  Danger. 
-  Come,  come,  Sir,  take  your  Lady  and  make  much 
of  her  ;  give  her  her  own  Liberty  ;  confide  in  her  Honour, 
and  that  way  preferve  her  Virtue. 

Ned.  I'm  dad  the  old  CufFdoes  not  know  me  again. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Wat.  Let  him  ceafe  to  be  jealous,  and  when  I  give 
him  real  Caufe,  let  him  expofe  me — What  fay  you,  Mumps? 
Shall  I  enjoy  the  Liberties  of  an  Eriglijh  Wife? 

Wat.  An  Engtijb  Wife,  that's  a  large  Latitude,  Pud  I  But 
J  agree  to  it ;  come,  bufs,  and  Friends  then  !  ( Kijfis  her.) 
So  now ; 

P II from  tbft  Moment  banzjb  all  my  Cares, 
With  all  my  Locks,  and  Bolts,    and  Iron  Bars. 

Enter  Fain  well  and  §tt&  Jtngtng,  the  loft  with  a  Bottle  'and 

Gl'fs  in  bis  Hand., 

Wid.  Blefs  me  !   What,   do  I  fee  my  Rafcal  drunk  f 
Sir  Phil.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Jeffevy  in  his  Gups  ? 
Fain.  I'm  refolv'd  to  be  merry  to  Night,  be-mefs,  Sir.-— 

[Sings. 

Sing  Ola  fwa  let  us  be  merry  • 

Sam.    O  nitty  <wa,  let  us  be  merry. 
Fain.  And  drink  the  Kin^s  Health  in  racy  Canary. 

Sam.    Ya  bony  Lee. -  — - 

Wid.  IJ11  honey  Lee  you,  Sirrah-——  [Runs  to  beat  him* 

Fain.  Hold,  hold,  my  Dear  ;  tho'  I  allow'd  you  to  beat 

me,  when  you  was  my  Miftrefs,  the  Cafe  is  alter'd  now 

you  are  my  Wife. 

Wia.  Wife! 

Fain.  I  am  no  longer  Jefery  !  but  your  Lord  and  Ma£- 

ter. 

Wid.  Ruin'd  paft  Redemption  !  Oh  I  oh  !  oh  ! 

[Bur ft s  into  Tears. 

Fain.  No,  no,  my  Dear,  I'll  fo  hug,  love,  and  bufs 
thee,  that  thou  malt  own  to  Morrow  Morning  thy  Money 
well  laid  out.  [Goes  to  embrace  her. 

Otnn.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Wid.  Stand  off;  I  never  can  forgive  your  putting  fuch 
a  Trick  upon  me,  Mr.  Worthy  ! 

Fain.  Mr.  FainweU,  if  you  pleafe,  my  Dear.  You  (hall 
find  me  a  Man  of  Honour.  You  know  it  was  part  of  our 
Agreement,  you  fhou'd  not  be  call'd  Mrs,  Worthy. 

Wid.  Not  Worthy  !  Oh  Heavens  !  then  I  have  married 
a  down-right  Scoundrel !  Oh  !  undone,  undone  ;  get  out 
of  my  Sight.  Oh  !  oh  ! 

Fain.  Get  out  of  thy  Sight !    No,  no,  I'll  get  into  thy 

Arms,. 
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Arnw,  my  Girl :  where  I'll  convince  thee,  that  I  am  a 
Gentleman,  of  a  better  Family  than  your  Sham-Lord. 

[Wbtfpers  Sam,  nvbo  Exits. 

Wat.  That  he  is,  I  afTure  you,  Widow ;  for  he  is  ray 
Nephew. 

Sir  Phil.  A  very  good  Metamorphofis !   You  are  an  ex 
cellent  Actor,  Sir. 

Fain.  Every  Man  in  his  Way,  Sir. 
Sir  Phil.  Is  your  Vanity  come  to  this !  Faith,  you  have 
made  but  a  blind  Bargain  of  it,  Coufin. 

Fain.  You  had  lik'd  to  have  couzen'd  her  into  a  blinder' 

.Bargain Hark-ye,  Sir  Philip,  what  was  you  to  have 

-had,  if  this  noble  Lord  of  your  Dubbing,  had  been  in 
my  Place  ? 

Enter  Sam  and  Tally. 

Sir  Phil.  What  do  you  mean  by  alking  that  Quedion, 
Sir  ?  Do  you  think  I  was  to  be  brib'd  ? 

Fain.   So  this  fame  Gentleman  fays,  Sir ;  to  the  Tuna 

of  Three  Thoufand  Pounds. Is  it  not  true,  Tally  ? 

Tally.  To  a  Tittle,  Sir 

Sir  Phil.  Why,  you,  you,  you  impudent  Son  of  a 
Whore  ;  were  not  Seventeen  enough  tor  you  ? 

Wid.  Not  if  he  had  been  what  you  reprefented  him,  Sir. 
But  I  have  nothing  to  thank  your  Friendlhip  for. 

Sir  Phil.  A  Fig  lor  your  Reflections ;  nothing  wou'd  go 
down  with  your  Vanity,  but  a  Lord,  forfooth ;  and  fmce 
no  Lord  of  the  King's  making  wou'd  be  troubled  with  you, 
I  made  one  on  purpofe  for  you.  Lpok-ye,  'tis  my  Opi 
nion,  ev'ry  Man  cheats  in  his  Way And  he  is  only 

lioneft,  who  is  not  difcover'd.  [Exit* 

Omn.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fain.  I  believe,  Sir,  I  have  a  Guinea  of  yours. — — 

It  is  too  much,  to  take  both  your  Money  and  your  Mif- 

trefs ;    there,  Sir ;    (Gives  him  a  Guinea.)    Now,  Sir,  I 

prefume   your  Abfence   will   be  very   agreeable   to  this 

*  Company. 

Tally.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir. — —And  I  am  glad  I'm 
come  off  fo  well. 

Ned.  Come,  come,  Madam,  I  think  you  have  'fcap'd 
very  well,  confidering  all.  You  might  have  been  undone: 
The  Prevention  of  which  is  owing  to  Mr.  FatvwtU.  There's 

nothing  in  a  Title Believe  me,  there  are  more  heavy 

llcarit 
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Hearts  in  Coaches  with  Coronets  behind  'em,  than  you'll 
find  in  the  Hacks,  take  'em  as  they  run,  from  the  Royal 
Palace  to  the  Royal  Exchange. 

Sir  John.  I'm  of  my  Brother's  Opinion,  Madam  ;  Mr. 
Fainnuell  bears  the  King's  Commifiion  ;  and  tho1  he  is  but 
a  Subaltern,  you  have  Fortune  enough  to  buy  him  a  Regi 
ment  ;  and  a  Colonel's  Lady  is  as  good  as  my  Lord's. 

Wid.  Well,  fmce  it  is  no  better,  'tis  well  it's  no  worfe ; 
—But  don't  you  think,  Sir  John,  a  Thoufand  Pounds, 
rightly  plac'd,  wou'd  not  get  him  knighted  ? 

Fain.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  We'll  confider  of  that  to  Morrow 
Morning. 

Wid.  I  hope  you'll  forgive  the  Blows,  I • 

Fain.   And  promife  never  to  return  'em  too. 

Wat.  Nephew,  I  wifh  thee  Joy  with  all  my  Heart. 

Fain.  I  thank  you,  Uncle. 

Sir  John.  I'm  fo  much  indebted  to  you,  that  I  love  you 
now,  methinks,  in  fpight  of  Principle. 

Ned.  My  Principle,  dear  Jack,  is  the  fame  with  thine. 
I  did  not  think  it  prudent  to  contradict  my  Father  ;  but  no 
Man  {hall  do  more  in  Defence  of  his  Country,  or  pay  his 
Taxes  more  chearfully.  Come  to  my  Arms. 

Sir  John.  To  my  Heart.  [They  embrace. 

Ned.  Now  every  Man  to  his  Mate ;  and  let's  have  a 
Country- Dance.  [Goes  to  Louifa. 

Sir  John.  Come,  Mr.  WatcUt,  take  your  Wife,  and  let 
me  advife  you,  if  (he  has  any  Faults,  hide  them  from  the 
Publick  : 

For  He  or  She,  who  drags  the  Marriage  Chain, 

And  find t  in  Spoufe  Occajiw  to  complain, 

Should  hide  their  Frailties  with  a  Lover's  Care,  1 

And  let  th'  ill-judging  World  conclude  'em  Fair  ;  > 

Better  th'  Oij'ence  ne'er  reach  the  Offender's  Ear.  J 

For  they  who  fin  with  Caution,  whilft  conceal'd, 

Grow  impudently  carelefs,  when  reveal'd. 
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